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Pillar  of  the  Kingdom 
is  the  captivating  autobiography 
of  the  founder  of  the 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 

Rt.  Rev.  Msgr.  John  M.  Fraser,  S.F.M., 
in  this  issue. 


SIX  SURE-FIRE 
SCARBORO 

WAYS  TO  HELP 
MISSIONS 

THE  PERFECT  WILL 

A Will  that  remembers  God's  work  is 
a perfect  Will.  Our  legal  title: 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 
2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 

BEAT  THE  BLUES! 

It's  easy  to  beat  the  blues  that  come 
with  thoughts  of  old  age  and  the  need 
for  security.  Scarboro's  Annuity  Plan 
protects  your  old  age  and  helps  the 
missions  too!  Write  us  for  informa- 
tion. Do  it  now! 

A PRIEST  IN  THE  FAMILY 

That's  how  people  feel  who  have 
helped  complete  a Scarboro  Burse. 
And  not  only  one  priest . . . long  after 
you  are  dead  and  forgotten  the  Burse 
you  help  complete  will  still  be  edu- 
cating priests  for  the  missions.  Write 
today  for  more  information. 

TAKE  TIME  OUT 

Yes,  it's  a busy  day  . . . but  can  you 
take  time  out  to  gather  up  old  rings, 
eye  glass  frames  or  anything  else 
around  your  home  that  is  made  of 
gold  or  silver?  If  you  can,  and  if  you 
don't  need  them,  you  can  help  the 
missions  by  sending  them  to  us. 

A MARIAN  SHRINE 

Every  Catholic  home  should  have  a 
Marian  Shrine.  It  is  FREE  to  those 
who  want  to  help  the  missions  the 
EASY  way — the  Mite  Box  way.  If  you 
have  a Shrine  show  it  to  your  Catho- 
lic friends.  Give  them  our  address. 

CANCELLED  STAMPS 

Don't  throw  away  the  stamps  on  mail 
you  receive.  Save  them  for  the  mis- 
sions! Cut  them  off  the  envelopes, 
leaving  about  a l/j  inch  of  paper 
around  the  edges.  When  you  have 
a box  full  mail  them  to  us. 

OUR  ADDRESS: 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  KINGSTON  RD.,  TORONTO  13,  ONT. 


NOTE:  We  acknowledge  all  contributions.  If  you  do  not  get  an  acknowledge- 
ment within  two  weeks,  PLEASE  WRITE  US. 
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Publication  of  the 

SCARBORO 

FOREIGN 

MISSION  SOCIETY 

( Legal  title) 

Telephone  AM  1-7135 


SPECIAL  MENTION 


Fr.  Joseph  Moriarty, 
s.f.m.  didn’t  think  he’d 
have  to  become  a de- 
tective when  he  went 
to  Yamasa,  R.D.  Read 
how  the  Case  of  the 
Missing  Organ  was 
solved,  on  Page  6. 


Fr.  John  Gault,  s.f.m. 

takes  time  out  to  tell 
us  something  of  the 
colorful  history  of  the 
Dominican  Republic, 
his  mission  territory 
since  1952.  See  Page 
27. 
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said  for  Church  Unity.  Do  more  than  read  them;  pray 
them.  The  oneness  of  millions  of  Catholics  can  be  — 
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viewpoint 


"Pillar  of  the  Kingdom" 

Someday  you  and  I hope  to  see  the  ravishing  beauty  of  God. 
This  longing  is  in  the  hearts  of  us  all;  but  it  especially  permeates 
and  possesses  the  entire  being  of  him  who  belongs  to  the  mis- 
sionary priesthood. 

This  is  so,  we  think,  because  love  of  man  for  God’s  sake  is  what 
in  a superlative  degree,  moves  the  man  to  be  the  missioner,  and 
moves  the  missioner  towards  God  and  the  things  of  God.  And,  as 
the  missioner  looks  at  the  harvest  that  waits  to  be  gathered  for 
heaven,  he  is  filled  with  a sense  of  urgency  which  drives  him  to 
attempt  even  the  impossible. 

There  is  a missioner  amongst  us — a Canadian— who  did  ac- 
complish what  many  people  thought  would  be  impossible.  In 
spite  of  obstacles  and  the  discouragement  attendant  on  them,  he 
succeeded  in  establishing  a Society  of  secular  priests  dedicated  to 
the  work  of  the  foreign  missions.  He  is  the  Rt.  Rev.  Msgr.  John 
M.  Fraser,  S.F.M.,  P.A.,  founder  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mis- 
sion Society. 

With  this  issue  of  Scarboro  Missions  we  begin  Monsignor 
Fraser’s  autobiography.  Ours  is  an  age  when  men  need  to  recover 
their  spiritual  values  and  the  spirit  of  sacrifice  necessary  to  main- 
tain them.  We  feel  that  the  publishing  of  these  inspiring 
memoirs  will  be  of  distinct  help  to  that  end. 

In  selecting  a title  for  this  autobiography  we  chose  Monsignor’s 
Chinese  name:  Pillar  of  the  Kingdom.  We  wonder  whether  or 
not  he  who  gave  him  this  name,  way  back  in  1902,  had  any  ink- 
ling of  how  appropriate  it  would  prove  to  be! 


by  the 

editor 


OUR  NEW  YEAR  WISH 

GOD  BLESS  YOU  THROUGHOUT  1959 
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LEST  WE  FORGET  series 


by  OBSERVER 


RUSSIAN 

JANUS 

He  rules  950,000,000  slaves 

Once  Again  we  are  starting  out  a New 
Year,  and  from  here  it  looks  like  one 
full  of  promise — for  the  continuing 
successes  of  the  Reds.  A number  of 
people  won’t  like  such  an  assertion  be- 
cause a number  of  people  are  afraid 
it  is  true.  In  1917  when  a handful  of 
revolutionaries  took  over  Russia,  there 
were  some  40,000  Communists.  Today 
there  are  probably  33,000,000  in  the 
world  and  they  have  in  subjection  close 
to  950,000,000  slaves — about  26%  of 
the  earth’s  population.  Just  to  take  the 
last  five  years  and  really  look  at  what 
has  happened  is  sufficient  to  show  it 
is  true — Communism  continues  its 
march,  almost  at  will,  in  the  way  it 
wants.  The  tragedy  is  that  it  is  aided 
and  abetted  by  our  own  self-deception 
in  a most  important  area:  people  are 
refusing  to  accept  the  conclusions  that 
their  understanding  of  Communist 
ideology  and  practice  demand.  They 
have  seen  numerous  instances  when  a 
Soviet  promise  was  not  worth  the  paper 
on  which  it  was  written  yet  they  con- 
tinue to  hope  that  some  day  the  Reds 
will  keep  their  solemnly-pledged  word 
in  some  agreement.  What  such  people 


seem  unable  to  get  through  their  heads 
is  that  a Red  cannot  pledge  his  word 
for  anything  because  a pledge  is  some- 
thing in  the  moral  order  and  there  is 
no  morality  in  Communism — no  law, 
natural  or  supernatural.  In  the  mat- 
ter of  terminology  the  subjectivity  of 
the  Communist  mind  is  exposed : 
“peace”  means  the  establishment  of  the 
Communist  state  throughout  the  world; 
“co-existence”  means  the  unilateral  dic- 
tatorship of  the  Communist  party  over 
its  neighbour;  “freedom”  means  the 
destruction  of  all  anti-Communist 
forces;  “compromise”  means  giving  the 
Reds  part  of  their  demands  — and  so 
forth.  Actually,  every  true  Communist 
is  a maniac,  but  he  is  not  a fool.  A 
fool  just  doesn’t  think.  A maniac  thinks 
too  much — about  one  thing;  he  is 
vehemently  attached  to  one  thing 
which  takes  possession  of  his  mind. 
How  far  these  madmen  are  respons- 
ible for  their  actions  is  something  God 
alone  can  judge;  but  the  consequences 
of  their  evil  deeds  can  be  as  harmful  to 
society  as  the  wrongdoing  of  the  crimi- 
nal having  all  of  his  faculties  unimpair- 
(See  Russian  Janus,  page  14.) 
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Perry  Mason  couldn’t  have  done  a 
slicker  job  than  Father  Joe 
and  Maxie  in  solving  the  baffling 


by  Joseph  Moriarty,  S.F.M. 

Illustration  by  Harold  Oxley,  S.F.M. 

Sunrise,  April  11th,  gave  every  indi- 
cation that  it  would  be  a normal  day. 
A couple  of  roosters,  miles  apart,  had 
picked  up  each  other’s  frequency  and 
sounded  off  until  the  wave-length  be- 
came jammed  with  the  raucous  in- 
terference of  several  non-descript 
fledglings. 

“Alarm  clocks  are  going  to  become 
obsolete,”  1 thought,  as  I lay  awake 
and  tried  to  anticipate  the  day’s 
events.  Holy  Week  and  the  prepara- 


Mystery 


of  the 


Missing 


tions  leading  up  to  it  had  disrupted 
my  regular  visits  to  the  mission  school. 
So,  that  should  be  item  No.  1 on  the 
agenda.  After  breakfast  I would  visit 
some  schools,  provided,  of  course, 
that  a sick  call,  a baptism  or  two 
or  a funeral  did  not  interfere  to 
change  my  plans. 

After  Mass  I slipped  down  to  the 
back  of  the  church  to  say  hello  to  the 
Sisters  as  they  were  leaving  the  choir 
after  their  thanksgiving.  Let  me  add 
here  that  our  parish  has  a very  im- 
pressive school  and  convent  where  a 
little  group  of  Canadian  Sisters  of  the 
Immaculate  Conception  attend  to  the 
academic  and  moral  training  of  more 
than  five  hundred  children.  I peace- 
fully mulled  over  the  thought  that  a 
convent  school  was  indeed  an  asset 
to  any  parish,  blissfully  unaware  that 
in  only  sixty  seconds  I would  receive 
one  of  the  biggest  shocks  of  my  life. 

“Good  morning,  Father,”  said  Sis- 
ter Anne.  “When  are  you  going  to 
return  the  organ?” 

It  was  still  rather  early  to  answer 
a question  like  that.  So,  as  I stood 
there  with  my  mouth  open,  Sister  be- 
came more  realistic. 

“Father  do  you  know  that  the 
organ  is  not  in  the  choir  loft?  If  you 
don’t  believe  me  go  up  and  take  a 
look.” 

When  I finally  got  back  my  breath 
I said  “Sure,  Sister,  I’ll  take  a look 
first  thing  in  the  morning.”  It  was 
still  reasonably  close  to  April  Fool’s 
Day  for  a joke  of  this  sort,  so  I 
decided  to  go  along  with  it.  The  Sis- 
ters had  hardly  left  the  church,  how- 
ever, when  a growing  suspicion  gave 
rise  to  a gnawing  curiosity. 


“Suppose  they  were  not  joking,”  I 

thought  to  myself.  “Suppose ” 

Well,  there  was  only  one  way  to  settle 
it;  go  up  and  have  a look.  I not  only 
looked  in  the  choir  loft  but  behind 
benches  and  book-stands  and  into 
book  cases,  as  if  a three  hundred  dol- 
lar electric  organ  could  be  folded  up 
and  tucked  away  like  a sheet  of  music. 

I had  to  face  it.  The  organ  was 
gone. 

“The  sacristan  may  have  a clue,”  1 
thought,  as  I hurried  back  to  the 
rectory.  He  was  nonchalantly  eating 
breakfast  when  I burst  into  the 
kitchen. 

“Have  you  found  any  windows  or 
doors  open  in  the  church  recently 
when  you  go  to  ring  the  bell  in  the 
morning?”  I asked. 

“No,  Padre.  Why?” 

“Because  the  organ  is  missing  out 
of  the  choir  loft!” 

“Oh,  I know  that,”  he  retorted. 
“It’s  been  gone  for  about  five  days 
now.” 

“Five  days!”  I roared,  “Why  didn’t 
you  tell  me  before?” 

“I  thought  you  knew  all  about  it,” 
he  said,  shifting  whatever  he  was 
chewing  to  the  other  side  of  his 
mouth. 

Five  days!  Good  Lord,  it  could  be 
adorning  some  hock  shop  in  Haiti  by 
now!  It  was  obviously  a case  for  the 
police.  They  had  to  be  informed  at 
once,  and  they  were  not  going  to 
appreciate  the  five  day  handicap  they 
were  under  at  the  start  of  their  search. 

I subconsciously  tried  to  jockey  a 
rampant  Spanish  vocabulary  into 
something  that  would  convey  meaning 
to  the  police  as  I climbed  into  my 
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jeep  and  coaxed  the  motor  into  action. 
I was  still  in  second  gear  heading 
down  the  main  drag  when  who  should 
flag  me  down  but  Maximina. 

“What’s  up,  Padre?  Anyone  sick?” 

I felt  like  telling  her  that  I was,  but 
checked  myself.  Then,  before  I rea- 
lized it,  I blurted  out  the  awful  truth. 
That  was  my  second  mistake  in  a 
day  that  was  still  very  young. 

Maximina,  by  the  way,  is  one  of 
our  lady  parishioners  who  has  been 
endowed  with  an  unlimited  and  in- 
explicable source  of  knowledge.  She 
is  a living  index  of  Who’s  Who  and 
What’s  What — of  persons,  places  and 
things  and  events  of  social,  ecclesi- 
astical and  historical  import.  A cross 
between  an  itinerant  information  bur- 
eau and  town  crier,  she  can  be  relied 
upon  to  supply  anyone  with  complete 
data  and  a blow  by  blow  description 
of  what  took  place,  let’s  say,  during 
the  feast  of  St.  Roque  eighteen  years 
ago. 

Added  to  this  she  possesses  a sort 
of  private  communications  system  that 
defies  description.  If  any  church  affair 
or  project  needs  promotion  it  is  best 
to  mention  it  to  Maxie  first  and  there- 
by avoid  a lot  of  “blood,  sweat  and 
tears”  effort.  The  disappearance  of 
our  organ  was  a crushing  blow  to  her 
but  her  indomitable  faith  rallied  to  the 
occasion. 

“Don’t  worry,  Padre.  We’ll  start  a 
novena  to  San  Antonio  today!  Why, 
I remember  one  time  when  the  poor 
box  was  stolen ” 

“Listen  Maxie,”  I interrupted,  “1 
haven’t  got  time  to  find  out  what  hap- 
pened to  the  poor  box  now.  Will  you 
do  me  a favour?  Don’t  speak  about 


this  to  anyone  until  I talk  to  the 
police.” 

Deep  down  in  my  heart  I felt  that 
this  was  an  impossible  request.  Ex- 
pecting Maxie  to  keep  silent  about  a 
thing  like  this  was  akin  to  expecting 
a chicken  farm  to  keep  silent  with 
the  coming  of  sunrise. 

I had  my  case  prepared  by  the  time 
I got  to  the  police  station.  I found 
the  sergeant  out  in  the  patio  beneath 
one  of  the  trees,  shaving.  I dispensed 
with  the  usual  preliminaries  and  gave 
it  to  him  straight.  His  calmness  in- 
stilled confidence  in  me  as  he  replied: 

“We’re  always  ready  to  cooperate, 
Padre.  Don’t  worry  about  it.  We’ll 
have  the  organ  back  within  forty-eight 
hours.  As  a matter  of  fact,  there  is 
a visiting  sergeant  here  now  who  is 
going  back  to  the  Capital  today;  he 
can  report  it.” 

“Good  show!”  I thought  to  myself. 
“That’s  the  first  good  news  I’ve  had 
today.” 

“Just  one  thing,  Padre.”  he  con- 
tinued. “You  will  have  to  write  out  a 
complete  description  of  the  missing 
organ : name,  price,  when  acquired, 
etc.” 

There  was  only  one  person  who 
could  furnish  the  details  on  that  — 
Sister  Anne.  She  got  the  bill  of  lading 
when  the  organ  came  through  cus- 
toms. Promising  Sarge  that  I’d  be 
back  within  half  an  hour,  I headed 
down  to  the  convent.  All  eyes  were 
upon  me  now  as  the  jeep  rattled 
through  the  pueblo.  Maxie’s  “short- 
wave” had  already  begun  to  work. 

Sister  Anne  was  occupied  with 
some  desk  work  when  I walked  into 
the  main  office. 
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“Oh,  hello  Father,”  she  said,  and 
then  continued,  looking  at  me  quizzic- 
ally: “You  know,  you  looked  sort  of 
worried  this  morning  when  we  told 
you  about  the  organ;  so,  we  decided 
we’d  better  tell  you  what  really  hap- 
pened. It  wasn’t  working  properly  so 
I sent  it  down  to  the  Capital  to  have 
it  adjusted.” 

“Oh,  no!”  I gasped,  as  I slid  into 
a chair. 

“What’s  wrong,  Father?  You  don’t 
look  well.” 

“You’re  right.  I’m  not  well.  I’m 
sick.  Listen,  Sister,  I’ve  just  told  the 
police  the  organ  has  been  stolen.” 

“Good  heavens,  Father, you  haven’t!” 
she  exclaimed,  ashen  face  blending 
into  the  same  hue  as  her  tropical 
white  habit. 

“Not  only  that,  Sister,”  I went  on. 
“But  do  you  know  something  else? 
Maximina  knows  all  about  it.” 

“ Maximina !”  The  name  exploded 
from  her  lips,  bounced  off  the  walls 
and  bounded  down  the  corridors. 
“Father,  you  didn't  mention  it  to 
Maximina?” 

The  situation  had  taken  on  a new 
twist.  For  me  it  was  improving,  for 
although  I had  indirectly  alerted  the 
whole  town,  I was  consoled  by  the 
fact  that  our  organ  had  not  been 
stolen  after  all.  But  for  Sister  Anne 
things  were  getting  progressively 
worse.  What  had  started  out  to  be  a 
private  joke  began  taking  on  the 
aspects  of  a public  calamity.  However, 
she  faced  it  squarely. 

“Well,  the  joke  is  on  me,”  she  said. 
“I’ll  write  a note  to  the  sergeant  ex- 
plaining the  whole  thing.” 

“No,  Sister,  I think  I have  a better 


will  be  interesting  to  see  his  reaction/’ 
The  sergeant  was  polishing  his  Sam 
Brown  when  I rumbled  the  jeep  into 
the  patio. 

“You  can  call  off  the  dogs,  Sarge,” 
I said.  “The  Sisters  removed  the  organ 
for  repairs.” 

He  smiled  as  his  innate  sense  of 
humour  came  to  my  rescue,  “Las 
Monjitas , eh!  Can’t  be  up  to  them, 
can  you  Padre?” 

Maximina  was  jubilant  when  I 
broke  the  good  news  to  her.  “You 
see,  Padre!  I knew  San  Antonio 
wouldn’t  let  us  down!  Why,  I re- 
member one  time  when  the  poor  box 
was  rifled 

“By  the  way,  Maxie,”  I interrupted, 
struck  by  a sudden  thought,  “did  Sis- 
ter Josephine  have  anything  to  do 
with  that  poor  box?” 

“Why  yes,  Padre,  how  did  you 
guess?  You  see,  a convent  is  always  a 

soft  touch  for  needy  folk and 

Sister  said  you  wouldn’t  mind  if  she 
used  the  poor  box  to  help  them.  . . .” 
“Las  Monjitas ” I whispered  as  I 
climbed  into  the  jeep,  “you  just  really 
can’t  be  up  to  them.” 

“Did  you  say  something,  Padre?” 
“No,  Maxie.  I was  just  talking  to 
myself.” 
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CROW’S  NEST 


by 

Wm  C.  McGrath,  S.F.M.,  P.A. 


ROSARY  VICTORIES 

“Accept  our  doctrine  or  perish!”  This  was  the  ulti- 
matum delivered  to  12th  century  Christian  Europe  by 
the  adherents  of  the  monstrous  Albigensian  heresy. 


ALBIGENSIANISM 

Humanly  speaking,  the  cause  seemed 
lost.  Nothing  could  stop  the  devastat- 
ing onslaught.  Entire  towns  and  villages 
were  being  sacked  and  burned.  Men, 
women  and  children  were  slaughtered 
in  an  orgy  of  uncontrolled  barbarism 
so  unaccountably  at  variance  with  the 
Christian  principles  of  the  twelfth  cen- 
tury. “Accept  our  doctrine  or  perish!” 
This  was  the  ultimatum  delivered  to 
Christian  Europe  by  the  adherents  of 
the  monstrous  Albigensian  heresy.  Re- 
nounce the  Pope,  deny  the  omni- 
potence of  God,  abolish  the  whole 
sacramental  system  and  confiscate 
the  property  of  the  Church.  This 
Communism  of  the  twelfth  century, 
which  defied  the  efforts  of  the  mis- 
sionaries and  survived  the  attacks  of 
entire  armies,  bade  fair  to  overwhelm 
the  Christian  world.  And  then — from 
her  throne  in  Heaven,  the  Mother  of 
God  looked  down.  Appearing  to  St. 


Dominic  as  he  knelt  in  the  chapel  of 
Notre  Dame  at  Prouille,  she  handed 
him  a Rosary,  instructed  him  as  to  its 
use,  and  told  him  it  was  the  weapon 
that  would  succeed  where  all  else  had 
failed. 

Literally  miraculous  were  the  events 
that  followed  in  quick  succession,  once 
the  first  Rosary  Crusade  began.  Where- 
as his  previous  efforts  had  ended  in 
utter  failure,  St.  Dominic  soon  reaped 
a rich  harvest  of  repentant  souls  from 
among  the  ranks  of  the  heretics.  While 
previous  battles  had  been  of  no  avail 
against  the  followers  of  this  diabolical 
doctrine,  the  battle  of  Muret  in  1213 
proved  itself  the  beginning  of  the  end 
of  Albigensianism.  Before  this  critical 
encounter  the  entire  Christian  army  re- 
cited the  Rosary,  and  in  thanksgiving 
for  the  decisive  victory  the  great  Chris- 
tian leader,  Simon  de  Montfort  built 
at  Muret  the  first  chapel  of  our  Lady 
of  the  Rosary. 
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LEPANTO 

Three  hundred  and  fifty  years  later 
men  were  speaking — as  they  speak  to- 
day — of  another  great  crisis  confront- 
ing Christian  civilization.  This  time 
it  was  the  Mohammedans,  flushed  with 
recent  victories  and  at  the  peak  of  their 
military  power  who  had  amassed  a 
mighty  “invincible”  armada  and  who 
were  determined  to  crush  forever  the 
resistance  of  Christian  Europe.  You 
have  heard  of  great  naval  battles  that 
have  changed  the  course  of  history, 
from  far  away  Trafalgar  to  modern 
Midway  and  the  Coral  Sea.  But  I doubt 
if  ever  the  odds  so  heavily  favoured  the 
enemy  as  on  the  eve  of  the  great  bat- 
tle of  Lepanto.  On  the  morning  of 
October  7th,  1571,  under  the  leader- 
ship of  the  great  Don  John  of  Austria, 
a pathetically  small  “token”  Christian 
fleet  put  to  sea  to  meet  the  great  Tur- 
kish armada.  Outnumbered  nearly  five 
to  one,  their  chances  of  victory,  or 
even  of  survival,  seemed  remote  in- 
deed. But  their  trust  was  not  in  mere 
military  power  but  in  the  power  of 
Mary’s  Rosary.  The  greatest  Rosary 
Crusade  until  then  known  in  the  Chris- 
tian world  was  the  prelude  to  the  “im- 
possible” Christian  victory  at  Lepanto. 
Pope  Pius  V had  ordered  every  church 
in  Christendom  to  hold  the  Forty 
Hours  devotion  and  the  recitation  of 
the  Rosary  in  public  procession.  On 
that  fateful  morning,  before  initiating 
any  naval  manoeuvres,  65,000  sailors 
of  the  Christian  fleet  knelt  and  re- 
cited the  Rosary.  The  rest  is  history. 
A sudden  change  of  the  wind  that  had 
been  favouring  the  Turkish  fleet  threw 
them  into  utter  confusion.  In  the  en- 
suing sauve  qui  peut  they  were  ram- 
ming and  blasting  one  another  until 


Monsignor  William  C.  McGrath, 
S.F.M.,  P.A.,  with  the  famed  American 
Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima  statue 


On  October  20th,  1958,  Monsignor 

McGrath  of  Scarboro  Missions  began 
his  twelfth  year  of  the  Pilgrim  Virgin’s 
Tour.  He  recently  concluded  an  eight 
month  visit  to  the  Archdiocese  of  Mil- 
waukee and  is  currently  giving  a series 
of  Fatima  Triduums  in  the  Diocese  of 
Norwich,  Connecticut.  This  is  the  106th 
Diocese  to  be  visited  since  October,  1947. 
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finally  224  ships  of  the  line  were  either 
crippled  floating  hulks  or  lay  at  the 
bottom  of  the  sea.  And  you  have  heard 
the  dramatic  story  of  how  the  Holy 
Father,  walking  in  the  Vatican  gardens 
at  the  precise  hour  when  the  tide  of 
battle  had  turned,  suddenly  said  to  one 
of  his  attendants:  “Thanks  to  the 
Blessed  Mother  and  the  Rosary,  the 
battle  of  Lepanto  has  been  won.” 

BATTLE  FOR  MEN’S  SOULS 

These  are  but  two  of  the  famous 
battles  for  civilization  when  all  seemed 
lost  and  the  situation  was  “out  of  hu- 
man hands.”  And  it  is  in  an  even  more 
ominous  life  and  death  struggle  that 
we  are  engaged  in  today.  There  is  a ter- 
rifying difference  because  today  the 
struggle  on  the  part  of  the  enemy  is  a 
diabolical  attempt  to  subvert  the  minds 
and  souls  of  men.  Throughout  the 
world,  God-haters  and  moral  monsters 
have  already  captured  the  souls  of 
millions  of  innocent  children  while 
strong  men  who  dared  resist  have  been 
converted  into  gibbering  zombies 
through  brainwashing  techniques  that 
annihilate  both  will  power  and  human 
personality.  Neither  rack  nor  rope  nor 
consuming  fire  could  break  the  spirits 
of  the  martyrs  of  old  but  there  exists 


in  use  today  against  “recalcitrants”  a 
form  of  torture  which  no  man  can  en- 
dure for  more  than  a few  minutes  be- 
fore complete  capitulation.  Searing 
electric  brain  shocks;  brutal  lobotom- 
ies  that  transform  a man  into  a “hu- 
man vegetable”;  psychological  pattern 
tortures  that  have  reduced  “chatter- 
ing conformity”  to  a mere  routine, 
these  are  the  stock  in  trade  of  an  enemy 
that  already  enslaves  one  thousand  mil- 
lion human  beings  and  whose  diaboli- 
cal plans  for  the  enslavement  of  the 
American  Continent  are  proceeding 
apace.  “You  say  you  are  the  chosen 
of  God.  Well,  we  are  the  picked  troops 
of  Satan.  We'll  see  who  wins.”  These 
and  other  such  taunts  were  hurled  by  a 
Russian  general  who  visited  Father 
Richard  Greene  in  a Communist  jail 
in  China. 

“We  were  not  cruel  enough  in  Rus- 
sia. We  were  ten  times  as  cruel  in 
China.  We  shall  be  one  hundred  times 
more  cruel  when  we  take  over  Amer- 
ica.” (Words  of  a Red  officer  as  quot- 
ed by  Bishop  Sheen.) 

The  answer  to  these  taunts  would  be 
a Rosary  Crusade  such  as  the  world  has 
never  known  before.  Will  you  begin 
your  daily  Rosary  . . . now? 


PRAYER  TO  OUR  LADY  OF  FATIMA 

Queen  of  the  Rosary,  sweet  Virgin  of  Fatima,  who  hast  deigned  to  appear 
in  the  land  of  Portugal  and  hast  brought  peace  both  interior  and  exterior  to 
that  once  so  troubled  country,  we  beg  of  thee  to  watch  over  our  dear 
homeland  and  to  assure  its  moral  and  spiritual  revival. 

Bring  back  peace  to  all  nations  of  the  world  so  that  all,  and  our  own  nation 
in  particular,  may  be  happy  to  call  thee  their  Queen  and  the  Queen  of  Peace. 

Our  Lady  of  the  Rosary,  pray  for  our  country.  Our  Lady  of  Fatima, 
obtain  for  all  humanity  a durable  peace.  Amen. 
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get  your  free 

MARIAN  SHRINE  MITE  BOX 


SACRIFICE  TO  HELP 
YOUR  SCARBORO  MISSIONERS 
SAVE  SOULS 
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500,000,000  Chinese  farmers  have  been  inducted 
into  23,393  peoples  communes  each  one  of  which 
averages  21,000  members  and  is  ruled  by  a com- 
mittee that  controls  everything  from  food  dis- 
tribution to  funerals.  20,000,000  women  in  seven 
provinces  found  themselves  “freed”  from  hum- 


RUSSIAN  JANUS,  from  page  5. 

ed.  The  maniacal  characteristics  of 
Communism  are  brought  out  further 
when  we  consider  that  “it  is  not  simply 
that  it  murders,  but  it  transforms  mur- 
der into  a moral  and  righteous  act. 
When  a person  does  evil  and  he  is  con- 
scious of  doing  evil,  you  have  a basis 
of  approach;  but  when  evil  becomes 
good,  you  have  no  starting  point,  you 
have  nothing  about  which  to  argue. 
The  great  evil  rests  in  the  philosophic 
basic  concepts  of  Communism  when  it 
rejects  God,  when  it  materializes  and 
bestializes  man,  and  when  it  denies 
the  inherent  dignity  and  value  of  hu- 
man personality  and  individuality.  Up- 
on that  ruthless,  amoral,  materialistic 
basis  it  builds  an  edifice  which  destroys 
for  evermore  every  civilized,  moral, 
ethical  and  spiritual  value.”  (Dr. 
Schwarz,  in  the  Wall  Street  Journal.) 

Should  we  fear  the  men  possessed 
by  such  hellish  ideas?  Should  we  fear 
the  human  monsters  who  labour  cease- 
lessly to  destroy  us?  Of  course  we 
should  fear  them,  but  we  must  not 
panic  before  them.  If  we  do,  then  we 
are  lost  indeed.  It  is  most  unpleasant 
to  contemplate  these  maniacs  and  their 
possession  of  atomic  power  for  des- 
truction. It  is  chimerical  comfort  in- 
deed for  us  to  know  that  we,  too,  have 
terrible  retaliatory  fire  power.  If  Gen- 
eral Sarnoff  is  right  our  capability  of 
waging  war  will  avail  us  little  oppor- 


tunity of  escaping  one  for,  he  says, 
when  the  horrible  point  of  parity  (in 
arms)  is  reached,  the  advantage  will 
be  with  the  aggressor,  because  the  West 
will  not  strike  the  first  blow. 

Why  the  West  has  gone  out  of  its 
way  to  impress  this  fact  on  Kremlin 
bosses  and  their  hatchet-men  through- 
out the  world  is  a mystery;  and  no  mat- 
ter from  what  angle  you  probe  it,  you 
cannot  come  up  with  an  answer  that 
gives  the  West  an  honorable  leg  to 
stand  on.  It  seems  that  our  basic  and 
fundamental  aim  is  to  avoid  war  at  all 
costs,  even  at  the  cost  of  sacrificing 
every  principle  which  brought  the  West 
to  its  onetime  greatness.  If  we  haven’t 
gone  quite  that  far  yet,  the  Commun- 
ists will  try  to  force  us  that  far,  because 
nothing  less  will  satisfy  the  madmen  in 
Moscow.  It  is  either  that  or  war.  But, 
there  is  another  choice;  we  will  come 
back  to  it. 

The  Russian  and  European  Red  is 
indeed  a ruthless,  callous  and  murder- 
ous character.  But  in  turbulent  China 
madness  has  reached  astronomical 
heights  in  Mao,  the  supreme  maniac  of 
all  time.  Reports  are  leaking  out  of 
China  these  days  that  are  really  hair- 
raising.  If  its  ancient  Spartans  can  see 
what  is  going  on  in  the  Middle  King- 
dom, they  must  shudder.  “Commun- 
ist China”,  says  National  Review  of 
New  York,  11/8/58,  is,  at  this  moment 
engaged  in  mass  collectivization  of  its 
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drum  household  work  only  to  build  roads,  plant 
trees  and  dig  ditches.  Under  the  “Saturday  night” 
system  all  but  one  of  the  married  women  workers 
who  live  in  a dormitory  sleep  elsewhere  on  Sat- 
urday night  so  that  each  week  one  of  them  by 
turn  may  have  some  privacy  with  her  husband. 


peasants.  That  is  to  say,  mainland 
China  is  convulsed  by  such  a revolu- 
tion, decreed  from  above,  as  the  Sov- 
iet Union  knew  in  the  1930’s.  More- 
over, the  Chinese  Communists  appear 
to  be  going  beyond  anything  their  Rus- 
sian counterparts  dared.  If  reports  are 
true,  *the  Chinese  are  organizing 
county-size  collectives,  almost  com- 
pletely self-contained;  each  with  its 
own  central  workshops,  kitchens,  sep- 
arate sleeping  barracks  for  men  and 
women,  and  nurseries  for  children, 
happily  removed  from  the  mischievous 
care  of  parents.  Each  has  its  own  mili- 
tia for  guerrilla  warfare.  Nothing  like 
this  total  communization  has  been 
known  anywhere  before.  The  organiza- 
tional dislocations  must  be  seismic.  A 
torrent  of  wretchedness  and  hate  is 
directed  toward  the  Chinese  Com- 
munists.” (This  quote  was  taken  from 
an  article  showing  why  and  how  Chin- 
ese Reds  are  using  Quemoy  as  a means 
of  distracting  the  attention  of  the  West 
from  what  is  happening  in  China.) 

* (Further  testimony  comes  from  Dr 
George  K.  C.  Yeh,  Chinese  Ambas- 
sador to  the  U.S,  He  describes  the 
communes  as  a form  of  war  mobiliza- 
tion. Right  now,  he  says,  500,000 , 
000  Chinese  farmers  have  been  induct- 
ed into  23,393  peoples  communes  each 
one  of  which  averages  21 ,000  mem- 
bers and  is  ruled  by  a committee  that 
controls  everything  from  food  distri- 


bution to  funerals.  20,000,000  women 
in  seven  provinces  found  themselves 
“freed”  from  humdrum  household 
work  only  to  build  roads,  plant  trees 
and  dig  ditches.  In  Honan  province 
alone  over  6,000,000  children  had  to 
be  left  to  the  care  of  communal  nur- 
series. Under  the  “Saturday  night ” sys- 
tem all  but  one  of  the  married  women 
workers  who  live  in  a dormitory  sleep 
elsewhere  on  Saturday  night  so  that 
each  week  one  of  them  by  turn  may 
have  some  privacy  with  her  husband. 
C.N.S.  N.Y.  11/11/58) 

Such  a situation  beggars  description 
it  is  so  monstrously  inhuman.  And 
so  low  has  the  value  of  an  individual 
sunk  in  some  of  the  West’s  official 
minds,  that  they  are  urging  us  to  grant 
recognition  to  the  New  Barbarian. 
Recognition,  they  say,  doesn’t  mean  ap- 
proval. Perhaps,  in  their  warped  think- 
ing, they  believe  this.  But  let  one  of 
them  go  and  tell  this  to  John  China- 
man, as,  torn  from  his  own  wife  and 
family  and  fields,  he  sits  dazedly  in  his 
barracks! 

However,  many  of  our  official  minds 
are  also  political  minds;  as  such  they 
are  trained  to  keep  a close  ear  to  the 
mumblings  of  the  proletariat,  to  make 
sure  they  follow  the  leader.  With 
growing  frequency  we  read  in  some 
papers  and  periodicals  that  “Canada” 
is  pushing  for  admittance  of  Red  China 
into  the  U:N.?  or  is  clamoring  for  trade 


; 
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with  her.  If  you,  as  an  individual,  hap- 
pen to  be  against  such  a policy,  you 
are  left  with  the  feeling  that  you 
are  one  against  many,  so  many  that 
they  can  be  called  “Canada.”  I don’t 
believe  it;  I don’t  believe  that  if  to- 
morrow a nation  wide  vote  was  taken, 
Canadians  would  march  boldly  to  the 
polls  and  vote  for  recognition  of,  and 
trade  with,  Red  China.  And  one  rea- 
son why  I don’t  believe  this  is  because 
I feel  that  too  many  Canadians  couldn’t 
vote  intelligently  either  way  because 
they  seem,  to  a great  extent,  apathetic 
about  the  whole  question.  But  I do  not 
say  such  apathy  is  entirely  culpable. 
History  will  do  the  judging — some  day. 
Suffice  it  to  say  it  exists — widely  so.  I 
know  of  a person  who  was  invited  to 
give  a talk  to  a group  of  men,  men 
who,  because  of  their  standing  in  their 
parish  are  supposed  to  be  better  than 
average.  Slightly  more  than  a dozen 
appeared  for  the  lecture;  and  even  of 
those,  not  one  asked  to  examine  — 


much  less  to  buy — any  of  the  several 
Encyclicals  on  which  the  evening’s 
speech  was  based.  It  was  a particu- 
larly distressing  affair  because  the  lo- 
cality, being  an  industrial  one,  has 
great  need  of  leaders  who  can  keep 
labor  properly  informed  on  the  ques- 
tion we  are  discussing.  This  appears 
the  more  urgent  when  we  realize  that 
the  Canadian  Congress  of  Labour 
voted  for  trade  with  Red  China.  I 
wonder  how  many  of  those  unionists 
understood  what  they  were  doing. 

To  go  back  to  something  mention- 
ed above:  does  the  solution  of  the  dif- 
ficulties before  us  lie  only  in  a choice 
between  the  complete  acceptance  of 
Communism,  or  war?  Or  is  there  an- 
other way?  There  is,  and  it  can  be 
stated  quite  simply:  God  must  be  re- 
stored to  His  rightful  place  in  human 
hearts  and  affairs.  Only  thus  can  san- 
ity be  returned  to  the  councils  of  men. 
Without  it  they  will  perish.  Next  month 
we  will  discuss  it. 


THE  CHURCH  UNITY  OCTAVE 


(jan.  18th  to  25th) 

Antiphon:  That  they  may  all  be  one,  as  Thou,  Father  in  Me  and 
I in  Thee;  that  they  may  also  be  one  in  Us;  that  the  world  may 
believe  that  Thou  hast  sent  Me. 

Verse:  I say  unto  Thee  that  thou  art  Peter. 

Response:  And  upon  this  rock  I will  build  My  Church. 

Let  us  pray:  O Lord  Jesus  Christ,  Who  saidst  unto  Thine 
Apostles,  peace  I leave  with  you,  My  peace  I give  unto  you; 
regard  not  our  sins,  but  the  Faith  of  Thy  Church,  and  grant  unto 
her  that  peace  and  unity  which  are  agreeable  to  Thy  will;  Who 
liveth  and  reigneth,  God,  forever  and  ever.  Amen. 

O God  of  unity  and  peace,  grant,  we  beseech  Thee,  in  the  holy 
name  of  Jesus,  that  we  who  are  many  races  and  tongues,  may  be 
united  in  heart  and  mind,  in  all  that  pertains  to  the  advancement 
of  religion  and  the  best  interests  of  our  country;  Through  the 
same  Christ  our  Lord.  Amen. 
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WE’RE 


ALMOST 

THERE! 

ONLY 

2500 

PLEDGES 
TO  GO! 


$700,000.00 


$600,000.00 


SO  WE  ASK  YOU 


LOCATION: 

2685  Kingston  Rd. 
Toronto  13,  Ontario. 


ARE  YOU  ONE  O 


Sounds  like  just  another  foolish  question.  Let’s  clear  it  up  a bit. 
There’s  enough  foolishness  in  the  world  without  us  adding  to  it ! 
We’re  asking  if  you’re  one  of  those  2500  Canadian  Catholics  still 


CHAPEL 

(construction  started) 


PRESENT 

SEMINARY 

(completed) 


2500  CATHOLICS? 


needed  to  help  us  finish  the  job.  How?  By  pledging  $100.00  to 
complete  our  building  program.  If  you  are  one  of  those  2500  your 
name  will  be  put  in  *Scarboro’s  Book  of  Perpetual  Remembrance. 

*see  page  2 1 

Are  you  one  of  2500  ? Then  turn  the  page 


* 


I And  choose  the  payment  plan  best 
suited  to  your  means.  Each  plan  totals  $100 

PLAN  1:  $100.00  in  1 payment 

PLAN  2:  $50.00  a year  for  2 years  (2  payments) 

PLAN  3:  $25.00  each  6 months  for  2 years  (4  payments) 

PLAN  4:  $20.00  each  5 months  for  25  months  (5  payments) 

PLAN  5:  $1  5.00  each  4 months  for  28  months  (7  payments  — 
last  payment  $10.00) 

PLAN  6:  $10.00  each  2 months  for  20  months  (10  payments) 
PLAN  7:  $5.00  each  2 months  for  40  months  (20  payments) 

PLAN  8:  $2.50  a month  for  40  months  (40  payments) 

NOTE:  Full  payment  may  be  made  at  any  time  within  the  pledge  period. 

MY  PLEDGE 

! Yes,  I’m  one  of  2500  Catholics  to  give  $100.00  to  Canada’s 
! Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society’s  Building  Fund. 

: 

> I choose  plan  number 

I will  make  my  first  payment  i 

(date) 

i 

Lest  I forget,  please  send  me  a reminder  one  week  in  advance  of  payments. 

: 

, Name  i 

! 

Address  i 

: : 

Instruction:  Cut  out  and  mail  to: 

Father  Thomas  McQuaid,  S.F.M.,  2685  Kingston  Rd., 

Toronto  13,  Ont. 


All  contributions  acknowledged  by  official  receipt  usable  for  Income  Tax  deductions. 
If  not  acknowledged  within  two  weeks,  please  notify  us. 


Scarboro’s  Book.  °f  Remembrance 


• WHAT  IS  IT? 

A book  which  will  contain  the  names  of  deceased  persons  you  wish  inscribed 
in  it.  There  are  365  pages,  one  for  each  day  of  the  year. 

• WHAT  BENEFITS  CAN  BE  OBTAINED? 

Each  day  a page  will  be  turned.  Those  whose  names  are  listed  thereon  will 
receive  a special  memento  in  the  Masses  read  or  sung  on  that  day  in  the 
Society’s  chapel,  year  after  year. 

• HOW  CAN  A NAME  BE  INSCRIBED? 

By  sending  in  the  name(s)  you  wish  entered  and  the  required  offering  of 
$ 1 00.00  for  one  name.  A full  page  can  be  reserved  for  $ 1 ,000.00. 

• WHAT  ARE  THE  OFFERINGS  USED  FOR? 

To  finance  our  building  program.  See  pp.  17-20. 

• WHERE  DO  I WRITE  ABOUT  THIS  MATTER? 

Write  to:  Scarboro  Missions,  2685  Kingston  Rd., 

Toronto  13,  Ontario. 
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Jottings 

by  Eugene  G.  Doyle,  S.F.M. 


In  the  Darkness  before  dawn  I went 
into  St.  Mary’s  church  here  in  Kings- 
town on  the  Island  of  St.  Vincent.  It 
was  Sunday  morning  and  the  time  was 
a few  minutes  before  five. 

There  was  that  feeling  of  hushed  ex- 
citement sometimes  experienced  before 
Christmas  Midnight  Mass,  at  this  in- 
between  hour,  although  it  was  a regu- 
larly scheduled  Sunday  morning  Mass. 
In  the  half  light  I could  distinguish 
those  for  whom  the  Mass  was  primar- 
ily intended:  the  very  poor,  whose 
clothing  would  cause  them  embarrass- 
ment if  they  came  to  church  in  the 
full  light  of  day;  those  without  shoes 
or  with  broken  shoes;  those  whose 
work  did  not  permit  them  to  attend 
Mass  at  a later  hour.  But  the  majority 
present  were  those  who  personally  pre- 
ferred a very  early  Mass  when  they 
could  quietly  worship  God  in  the 
stilled  cool  of  the  waning  night. 

I started  Mass,  and  the  quiet  was  not 
broken  by  anyone  in  the  congregation. 
The  absence  of  coughing  was  very  no- 
ticeable to  one  recently  arrived  from 
Canada.  At  the  proper  time  many  re- 
ceived Holy  Communion,  including  a 
few  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  of  Cluny,  who 
teach  school  in  the  parish. 

At  the  seven  o’clock  Mass  the  mixed 
choir  was  present  and  sang  several  old 
hymns.  It  is  well  trained  and  many  of 
the  voices  are  very  fine. 


The  nine  o’clock  is  the  last  Mass  on 
Sunday  in  Kingstown,  and  more  chil- 
dren are  present,  with  a couple  of  Sis- 
ters to  keep  an  eye  on  the  very  young. 
By  that  time  the  heat  of  the  day  is 
really  felt. 

□ □ A few  Sundays  ago  Father  Leo 
Curtin  and  Father  Edward  Moriarty 
went  to  Bequia,  an  island  nine  miles 
south  of  St.  Vincent,  to  help  the  pari- 
shioners there  celebrate  their  annual 
“Harvest,”  while  I carried  on  with  the 
Sunday  schedule  here  in  Kingstown. 
In  the  afternoon  at  three,  there  is 
catechism  and  Benediction  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  for  the  children,  fol- 
lowed by  baptisms  at  three  thirty.  In 
the  evening  there  is  Rosary  and  Bene- 
diction at  seven. 

During  the  catechism  class  I asked 
one  of  the  girls  how  many  of  the  Sacra- 
ments she  could  receive.  The  girl  be- 
side her  whispered,  and  she  answered: 
“Six  Sacraments.”  I then  asked:  “How 
many  of  you  girls  hope  to  receive  six 
Sacraments?”  All  the  hands  went  up, 
and  I commented : “Then  you  all  hope 
to  get  married?”  The  response  was 
again  in  the  affirmative. 

One  of  the  boys  was  able  to  name  ten 
of  the  twelve  Apostles  and  that  is  very 
good.  I then  explained  that  the  word 
“baptism”  contained  the  first  initial  of 
the  names  of  all  the  Apostles,  “I”  being 
considered  as  a “J”, 
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St.  Mary’s  Church  and  rectory  at  Kingstown,  St.  Vincent  Island.  Inset  shows  church 
interior  with  its  clean,  reverential  atmosphere.  Compare  with  Scarboro  Father 
O’Kane’s  chapel  shown  on  page  24.  Read  again  his  letter  in  our  December  issue. 


: □ □ □ The  church  and  residence  here 
in  Kingstown,  St.  Vincent  Island,  are 
simple  but  sufficient  for  our  needs.  As 
Scarboro  Father  Leo  Curtin  comment- 
ed: “The  simple  church  with  the  resi- 
dence beside  it,  is  like  something  you 
would  find  in  a country  parish  back 
in  Canada.” 

A former  pastor,  Father  Charles,  a 
Benedictine  priest,  was  a great  build- 
er and  liked  to  do  much  of  the  work 
himself.  Old  parishioners  tell  of  often 
seeing  him  up  on  a ladder  or  scaffold, 
laying  bricks.  He  took  great  pride  in 
ornate  masonry.  Finding  himself  with 
a very  simple  church  and  humble  resi- 
dence he  wished  to  give  prestige  to  the 
parish  by  building  a decorative  wall 


in  front  of  and  between  the  two  build- 
ings, and  forming  a small  patio.  At 
the  back  he  added  a few  fancy  arches 
and  a gallery.  The  result  reminds  me 
of  a display  wedding  cake  seen  in  a 
baker’s  window:  fancy  decoration  hid- 
ing the  cardboard  cake.  But  many  here 
like  the  ornate  false  fagade. 

□ □ □ □ Four  priests  of  Scarboro  are 
here  on  this  tropical  isle  of  St.  Vincent 
in  the  West  Indies,  surrounded  by  the 
waters  of  the  blue  Caribbean.  Father 
Leo  Curtin  and  Father  Edward  Mor- 
iarty  look  after  the  parish  and  several 
other  missions.  Father  Michael  O’Kane 
makes  his  headquarters  in  the  valley,  in 
Mesopotamia,  and  also  says  Sunday 
Masses  in  Gomea  and  Escape;  while 
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my  parish  is  on  the  windward  side  to 
the  northeast,  with  Sunday  Masses  in 
Georgetown,  Colonarie  and  Lowmans, 
and  an  occasional  Mass  is  said  in  Sandy 
Bay  where  there  is  a village  of  des- 
cendants of  the  Caribs. 

Father  O’Kane  is  now  very  occupied 
with  building  a new  church  in  Gomea 
and  it  is  causing  him  financial  worry. 
So  any  help  will  be  appreciated.  The 
church,  dedicated  to  the  Little  Flower, 
is  being  built  high  in  the  mountains. 
The  trip  up  there — only  a jeep  can 
make  it  — has  been  described  as  peril- 
ous: through  a river,  up  narrow  roads 
that  are  at  times  washed  out,  until  the 
location  of  the  new  church  is  reached. 
And  what  a location!  It  is  like  a plat- 
form in  the  mountains;  a retaining  wall 
must  be  built  to  support  the  new 
church.  But  the  view  is  wonderful,  the 
valley  below  and,  in  the  distance,  the 
island  of  Bequia. 

While  visiting  Gomea  recently  I was 
occupied  in  hearing  Confessions  in  the 
temporary  sacristy.  Through  the  win- 
dow jumped  a bright  green  wall  lizard, 
about  seven  inches  long.  He  looked  at 
me  solemnly,  puffed  up  his  throat  three 
quarters  of  an  inch,  and  ran  up  the 
wall.  These  little  lizards  destroy  many 
mosquitoes  and  insects. 

The  address  of  Father  O’Kane,  and 
the  other  three  priests  here  in  St.  Vin- 
cent is  easy  to  remember:  St.  Mary’s 
Church,  Kingstown,  St.  Vincent,  West 
Indies.  The  postage  from  Canada  or 
the  United  States  is  ten  cents  for  air 
mail,  five  cents  for  ordinary  letters. 


Last  month  — December,  1958  — 
we  published  a letter  from  Father 
Michael  O’Kane,  S.F.M.  In  it  he 
described  the  church  now  in  use  in 
Gomea.  This  is  it,  above.  Father 
Doyle  sent  us  this  picture  but  it  did 
not  arrive  in  time  to  go  with  Father 
Michael’s  story.  In  it  he  wrote  that 
these  people  have  tried  hard  to  help 
erect  their  own  church.  “To  prepare 
for  [its]  building,  the  men  have 
sledged  rock  in  the  river  down  in 
the  valley  below  and  the  women  have 
carried  blocks  of  it,  on  their  heads, 
up  the  steep  trail.”  They  have  also 
collected  some  money  from  their  thin 
purses.  Surely  such  people  deserve 
our  encouragement  and  help. 


REMEMBER! 

Monsignor  Fraser’s  autobiography  begins  in  this  issue.  Don’t  miss  it! 
Subscribe  — or  have  your  subscription  brought  up-to-date  — now! 
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SILENCE 

aza 

SILENCE 

Civilization:  a system  under  which  a man 
pays  a quarter  to  park  his  car  so  he  won’t 
be  fined  a dollar  while  spending  a dime  for 
a nickel  cup  of  coffee. 

York  Trade  Compositor. 
* * * 

A young  writer  was  being  torn  to  shreds 
in  absentia  by  a group  of  self-styled  literary 
critics  in  the  presence  of  a well-known  French 
author. 

“It  isn’t  right  to  talk  of  this  person  in 
that  way,”  said  the  good-natured  celebrity. 
“I  like  him  very  much.” 

“What  is  so  nice  about  him?”  someone 
asked. 

“I  will  tell  you,”  answered  the  author. 
“He  doesn’t  show  off.  And  that’s  very  un- 
usual for  a man  without  talent.” 

Frangois  Pasqualini. 
* * * 

The  professor  returned  to  class  with  the 
examination  papers  and  requested  that  all 
the  students  sit  down. 

“If  you  stood  up  it  is  conceivable  that 
you  might  form  a circle — in  which  case  I 
might  be  arrested  for  maintaining  a dope 
ring.” 

Ogdensburg  Oracle . 

* * 

One  rocket  expert  has  estimated  that  we 
could  send  a man  to  the  moon  and  back 
for  three  billion  dollars.  This  would  include 
meals. 

D.  O.  Flynn 

* * * 

A good  leader  inspires  other  men  with  con- 
fidence in  him;  a great  leader  inspires  them 
with  confidence  in  themselves. 

Management  Review 


Overheard  in  Hollywood  nightclub : “You 
and  your  suicide  attempts ! Did  you  see  this 
month’s  gas  bill?” 

Mike  Connolly. 

* * * 

Doing  our  good  deed  for  the  day,  we 
decided  to  help  a busy  neighbour  by  having 
Peggy,  age  5,  stay  for  the  day. 

At  lunch  time,  our  thirteen -year- old 
Gregory  began  the  Grace,  blessing  himself, 
and  mumbling  the  words  more  or  less  to 
himself. 

Protestant  Peggy  stared.  I turned  to  her 
and  tried  to  explain : 

“When  Greg  is  hungry  he  gets  impatient, 
so,  we  forgive  him  if  he  mumbles  the 
Grace.” 

“O.K.”  replied  Peggy,  “but  why  the 
Indian  sign  language?” 

Mrs.  Teresa  M.  Quinn. 
* * * 

Children  would  get  less  dirt  in  their  ears 
if  their  elders  wouldn’t  gossip  in  front  of 
them. 

Francis  O.  Walsh. 
* * * 

Noticed  in  the  “Situations  Wanted” 
column  of  a Michigan  newspaper : 

“If  you  are  not  satisfied  with  your  child’s 
progress  at  school,  why  not  have  he  or  she 
tutored  at  home  by  an  experienced  teacher?” 

E.  E.  Kenyon. 

* * * 

An  English  master,  confronted  with  what 
to  put  on  a boy’s  report  card  when  he  knew 
the  youngster  was  cheating  but  couldn’t 
prove  it,  finally  came  up  with — “Forging 
his  way  stealthily  ahead!” 

Capper's  Weekly, 
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MISSIONARIES 


FLOWER'S 


JUNIOR 


LITTLE 


with  her  mother 


<4  SAINT  THERESE  ► 


with  her  father 


Dear  Junior  Missionaries: 

First  of  all  let  me  give  you  my  New  Year  wish:  May  God  love  and  protect 
you  throughout  1959  and  the  years  to  come!  And,  by  the  way,  if  you  have  any 
special  intentions  you  want  me  to  pray  for  at  Holy  Mass,  then  just  write  me  what 
they  are. 

There  is  a surprise  for  you  in  this  issue.  Father  Editor  is  beginning  the  story 
of  Monsignor  Fraser,  the  priest  who  started  our  Society  in  1918  after  spending 
many  years  in  China.  I hope  you  boys  especially  will  read  it  and  perhaps  decide 
to  become  missioners  also.  If  you  want  help  in  making  your  decision,  you  can 
write  to  Father  Joseph  McNamara,  S.F.M.  He  is  our  Vocation  Director  and  he 
will  be  only  too  glad  to  tell  you  what  to  do.  His  address  is:  2685  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto  13,  Ontario. 

In  Monsignor  Fraser’s  story  you  are  going  to  get  a look-see  at  what  a mis- 
sioned life  can  be  like.  You  will  see  him,  a young  man,  in  a far  country — China — 
striving  to  learn  a “picture”  language,  juggling  chop-sticks  in  order  to  eat  in 
Chinese  fashion,  walking  long  distances  in  search  of  souls,  offering  Holy  Mass 
in  churches  that  were  without  heat  in  freezing  weather — and  so  much  more. 

I believe  in  you  boys  and  girls.  I believe  that  you  too  have  the  stuff  that  is 
found  in  heroes,  wherever  they  are.  One  of  your  most  precious  gifts  is  that  you 
can  dream  of  great  things.  Monsignor  Fraser  made  his  dream  come  true.  So 
read  his  life  story  each  month  as  it  comes  along.  The  God  you  love  needs  many 
more  heroes  if  the  world  is  to  be  saved  for  Him. 


Your  friend  always , 


Father  Jim. 
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The  Trail  Columbus  Blazed 


by  JOHN  GAULT,  S.F.M, 

■On  December  6,  1492,  Christopher 
Columbus  churned  his  way  through  the 
beautiful  blue,  white-capped  waters  of 
the  Caribbean  Sea  to  discover  an  exotic 
and  fertile  island  which  he  named  His- 
paniola. That  was  466  years  ago.  It  is 
still  the  most  fertile,  the  wealthiest,  and 
the  second  largest  island  in  the  Antilles 
and  it  was  here  that  the  first  European 
settlement  in  the  New  World  was  found- 
ed. Its  capital,  now  called  Ciudad  Trujillo 
—Trujillo  City,  is  the  oldest  European 
city  in  the  Western  Hemisphere.  Within 
its  borders  are  interred  the  remains  of 
the  great  admiral  himself,  Christopher 
Columbus. 

Columbus  made  his  first  landing  at 
what  is  now  called  St.  Nicolas,  in  Haiti. 
He  claimed  this  land  for  Spain  and  then 
turned  his  billowing  sails  eastward  and 
continued  to  explore  the  coastline.  Bad 
luck  dogged  him  at  Cap  Haitien.  His 
flagship,  the  Santa  Maria,  foundered  on 
a coral  reef  and  was  destroyed.  Columbus 
and  his  men  were  forced  to  accept  the 
hospitality  of  the  Indians  for  some  time, 
during  which  the  wreckage  was  brought 
ashore  and  built  into  a fort.  Forty  men 
were  left  on  this  desolate  site,  and  Co- 
lumbus, promising  to  return  in  one  year, 
navigated  his  remaining  vessels  back  to 
Spain. 

The  following  year  he  returned.  He 
found  the  fort  destroyed  and  his  men 
massacred.  Sadly  he  continued  eastward 
and  founded  the  first  New  World  settle- 
ment, near  the  present  town  of  Puerto 
Plata.  Several  small  stone  buildings  were 


constructed,  and  the  name  of  Isabella, 
Queen  of  Spain  was  given  to  it.  Isabella 
lasted  but  a short  time,  however,  although 
other  settlements  were  rapidly  founded. 
Adventurers  from  Spain  soon  followed 
the  trail  Columbus  had  blazed. 

In  1496,  Bartholomew  Columbus,  a 
brother  of  Christopher,  founded  the 
city  of  Santo  Domingo,  from  which  the 
island  took  its  original  name  until  in 
comparatively  recent  years  it  was  changed 
to  the  Dominican  Republic.  The  native 
Indians  originally  called  the  entire  island 
“Haiti”,  which  meant  for  them  “High 
Land”. 

The  island  was  rapidly  settled.  When 
gold  was  discovered  there  Santo  Domingo 
became  the  richest  and  most  prosperous 
island  of  the  Indies.  It  belonged  to 
Spain  until  the  year  1795,  when  the 
Spaniards,  by  the  treaty  of  Bale,  turned 
it  over  to  France.  Santo  Domingo,  the 
eastern  portion  of  the  island,  was  re- 
turned to  Spain  after  Napoleon’s  down- 
fall and  the  restoration  of  the  Bourbons. 
Haiti  remained  under  French  posses- 
sion. After  many  turbulent  and  revolu- 
tion-filled years,  the  painful  birth  of 
the  present  independent  Republic  took 
place.  In  the  year  1861  Spain  abandoned 
her  attempt  to  retain  her  once  great 
colony.  Since  then  the  Dominican  Re- 
public has  taken  large  strides  forward, 
and  is  now  known  as  one  of  the  most 
progressive  islands  materially  and  spir- 
itually in  the  Indies.  If  Christopher 
Columbus  could  now  see  this  island 
which  he  loved  so  much,  1 am  sure  he 
would  be  very  agreeably  impressed. 
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FOREWORD 


I have  often  been  requested  to  put  in  writing  my  ex- 
periences in  China  and  in  founding  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society,  and  it  was  enacted  in  the  General 
Chapter  of  the  Society,  held  in  1948,  that  “a  competent 
priest  be  appointed  to  assist  Monsignor  Fraser  in  the 
compilation  of  the  early  history  of  the  Society.’ 

It  has  always  been  repugnant  to  me  to  speak  of  myself, 
but  in  consideration  of  the  many  requests,  some  from 
the  Superiors  of  the  Society,  I can  no  longer  refuse.  I 
would  much  prefer  to  leave  all  to  the  Day  of  Judgment, 
when,  as  St.  Paul  says;  “The  Lord  will  bring  to  light 
the  hidden  things  of  darkness,  and  will  make  manifest 
the  counsels  of  the  hearts:  and  then  shall  every  man 
have  praise  from  God.” 

Obedience,  therefore,  is  my  only  excuse  for  writing  these 
memoirs. 
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T was  born  in  A cottage,  number  19  Clinton  Street,  Toronto, 

built  by  my  father.  It  is  still  standing.  My  younger  brother  Charlie 
and  I slept  in  the  same  room.  There  was  a stove  in  the  central  room, 
but  no  heat  in  ours.  Father  would  take  a big  paper  bag,  hold  it  over 
the  fire  and  then  eject  the  hot  air  into  our  bedroom,  not  that  it  raised 
the  temperature  perceptibly.  Mother  would  heat  a blanket  and  wrap 
it  around  our  feet.  She  was  very  thrifty,  and  had  to  be  to  feed  her 
large  family.  Father  was  earning  only  twenty  cents  an  hour;  later  on, 
becoming  foreman,  he  got  a raise  to  twenty-five  cents.  How  they 
ever  managed  to  get  along  I do  not  know.  Things  were  cheaper  then, 
it  is  true,  but  even  then  bread  was  six  cents  a loaf,  milk  six  cents  a 
quart,  and  meat  ten  cents  a pound.  Mother  made  our  clothes  and 
knitted  our  stockings  and  mitts. 

There  were  only  two  theatres  in  the  city  then  and  they  were  far  from 
our  home.  I only  remember  going  to  two  shows  as  a boy,  one  of  which 
was  “Uncle  Tom’s  Cabin.”  Our  house  was  on  the  outskirts  of  the 
city;  west  of  our  place  there  were  no  houses,  only  vacant  fields,  hills 
and  woods.  Now  that  same  house  is  in  the  centre  of  Toronto.  We 
thought  it  a great  convenience  when  street-cars,  drawn  by  horses, 
came  as  far  as  Bathurst  Street,  six  blocks  from  where  we  lived.  In 
winter,  straw  was  laid  on  the  floor  of  the  bob-tail  car  to  keep  the 
passengers’  feet  warm.  Fares  were  placed  in  a box  near  the  driver.  If 
he  saw  anyone  trying  to  slip  out  the  back  door  without  paying,  he 
used  a handle,  by  which  he  could  hold  the  door  shut,  to  the  embar- 
rassment of  the  offender. 

Charlie  and  I were  chums.  We  went  to  school  and  church  together, 
and  to  Sunnyside  to  swim.  We  were  the  same  size,  although  I was 
older,  and  we  were  often  taken  for  twins.  We  firmly  believed  in 
Santa  Claus.  Once,  a sophisticated  lad  told  us  there  was  no  Santa 
Claus,  that  our  mothers  put  the  things  in  our  stockings.  We  retorted 
that  perhaps  his  mother  did  that  for  him,  but  it  was  Santa  Claus 
that  brought  us  the  presents.  This  belief  lasted  until  we  were  nine  or 
ten  years  old,  when  an  old  friend  of  the  family,  who  had  come  out 
from  Scotland  with  my  father  and  mother,  told  us  we  were  too  old  to 
believe  such  yarns.  It  was  a shocking  revelation.  She  was  a servant  in 
a rich  family  and  would  treat  us  to  cakes  when  we  went  to  see  her. 
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She  also  fooled  us  once.  Giving  us  a handful  of  salt,  she  bade  us  run 
after  the  sparrows,  assuring  us  that  we  could  catch  them  if  we  could 
only  get  a grain  of  salt  on  their  tails.  We  naively  believed  her  and 
tried  hard,  but,  of  course,  without  success,  while  she  stood  there 
roaring  with  laughter. 

She  had  a big  trunk  which  to  us  looked  like  a house.  In  it  she  stored 
all  the  nicknacks  she  had  picked  up  during  her  long  years  of  service. 
She  was  bringing  them  back  to  Scotland.  Someone  told  her  that 
baggage,  no  matter  how  heavy,  was  free;  she  nearly  fainted  when  she 
saw  them  put  her  big,  overweight  trunk  on  the  scales  at  the  Union 
Station. 

When  1 was  six  I was  sent  to  St.  Mary’s  school.  I did  not  like  it  a 
bit.  I had  a schoolbag  with  no  books  in  it,  only  apples.  I held  tight 
to  my  bag,  even  at  recess,  afraid  that  the  boys  were  trying  to  steal  my 
apples  when  they  came  near  enough  to  peep  in.  I brought  the  apples 
all  home  safe.  I went  that  day  for  lunch  to  where  my  sister  Joanna 
studied,  and  refused  to  return  to  my  class.  At  home  I put  up  such  an 
opposition  to  going  to  school  that  finally  I was  kept  at  home  for 
another  year. 


Biographical  Note 

Monsignor  Fraser’s  father  (1839-1920)  and  his  mother  (1837-1920) 
were  born  in  Scotland  and  died  in  Canada.  Married  in  1865,  they  had 
eleven  children,  six  of  whom  were  likewise  born  in  Scotland:  the  remain- 
ing five  were  born  in  Canada.  Of  the  eleven  children,  William  and  John 
were  called  to  the  priesthood;  Joanna  became  Sister  Geraldine  of  the 
St.  Joseph’s  Community  in  Toronto;  and  Teresa  joined  the  cloistered 
Order  of  Our  Lady  of  Charity,  taking  the  name  of  St.  John  the  Evangel- 
ist. Monsignor  Fraser’s  sister,  Isabella,  was  the  mother  of  three  chil- 
dren, the  eldest  of  whom  is  the  present  Bishop  of  Calgary,  Most  Rev. 
Francis  P.  Carroll,  D.D. 

Father  William  Fraser  spent  three  years  as  a Trappist  monk  before  he 
responded  to  a call  to  the  foreign  missions.  He  took  his  seminary  course 
at  Brignole  Sale,  in  Genoa  and  was  ordained  in  1905.  He  then  left  to 
join  his  brother,  Father  John  M.  Fraser,  who  was  in  China  at  that  time. 

Father  William  spent  four  years  in  that  country  before  family  affairs 
necessitated  his  return  to  Canada  and  kept  him  there  until  1926  when 
he  was  able  to  go  once  again  to  the  Orient.  This  time  he  worked  there 
about  three  years  during  which  time  he  built  two  churches  in  the  Lishui 
Prefecture.  However,  the  rigors  of  mission  life  were  too  much  for  him. 
He  returned  to  Canada  and  for  over  twenty  years  was  chaplain  to  the 
Sisters  of  Toronto’s  Loretto  Abbey.  He  died  in  1952. 
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In  my  seventh  year  I was  sent  as  a day  pupil  to  a select  school  kept 
by  the  St.  Joseph  Sisters  in  St.  Mary’s  Convent.  The  only  recollection 
I have  of  that  school  is  a party  the  Sisters  gave  to  the  pupils.  At  a 
signal  all  made  a rush  for  the  table  and  began  to  eat,  while  I remained 
standing  alone  and  bewildered.  A Sister  discovered  me  crying  and 
found  a seat  for  me  at  a table.  After  the  meal  my  father  appeared  at 
the  door  to  take  me  home.  I lost  no  time  in  joining  him. 

I was  blessed  with  good  parents  and  good  brothers  and  sisters.  I 
remember  one  day  that  William,  my  brother,  who  was  standing  at  an 
open  window,  gave  me  an  instruction  on  eternity.  He  said:  “If  the 
earth  was  a steel  ball  and  a bird  came  once  in  a thousand  years  and 
brushed  its  wing  against  it,  when  the  great  steel  ball  would  be  worn 
away  completely,  eternity  would  only  be  beginning.”  I never  forgot 
the  lesson. 

One  day  we  awoke  to  find  that  we  had  lost  our  father.  There  was 
weeping  and  wailing.  It  seems  that  some  sheep  had  been  worried  by 
dogs  in  a nearby  field.  A big,  black  dog,  owned  by  the  corner  grocer, 
used  to  play  with  all  the  children.  One  day  it  happened  to  be  lying  in 
front  of  our  house.  The  police  spied  it  and  in  the  middle  of  the  night 
took  my  father  into  custody.  Next  day  the  judge  would  not  listen  to 
father  explain  that  he  did  not  own  the  dog,  but  imposed  a choice  of 
a fine  or  a jail  sentence.  As  father  did  not  have  the  amount  demanded, 
he  had  to  go  to  jail.  After  a couple  of  days  he  could  stand  it  no  longer 
and  sent  his  son  William  to  request  the  sum  needed  from  his  boss,  to 
be  refunded  later  by  labour.  Sadness  turned  to  joy  when  father 
walked  into  our  home  once  more.  To  have  been  so  unjustly  treated 
must  have  been  a terrible  humiliation  and  trial  for  a father  of  a big 
family  of  little  ones,  who  had  always  lived  an  upright  life. 

After  a year  or  so  in  the  select  school  I was  transferred  to  the 
Brothers’  school.  They  put  me  in  the  lowest  class.  “But  I studied  over 
a year  in  the  select  school!”  I said.  “Oh,  that  does  not  count  with  us,” 
was  the  answer. 

I walked  with  my  brothers  and  sisters  a mile  there  and  back  in  all 
sorts  of  weather,  with  the  snow  often  higher  than  myself  on  either 
side  of  the  sidewalk.  We  were  delighted  when  the  St.  Francis  school 
nearer  to  our  home  was  erected.  It  was  there  I prepared  for  my  First 
Communion. 

Some  vestiges  of  Jansenism  still  prevailed  in  those  days.  No  one 
was  allowed  to  make  his  First  Communion  until  he  was  eleven  years 
old.  I was  only  ten  and  when  I saw  my  name  on  the  list  I protested. 
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My  sister  Theresa,  (who  became  a nun)  was  very  anxious  that  I 
should  make  my  First  Communion  so  she  told  me  to  keep  quiet,  that 
I would  be  eleven  by  the  time  my  First  Communion  took  place. 

As  the  present  St.  Mary’s  Church  was  under  construction  we  receiv- 
ed First  Communion  and  Confirmation  in  a temporary  church  at  the 
corner  of  King  and  Bathurst  Streets.  Charlie  and  I were  two  of  the 
fine  crowd  of  sanctuary  boys  who  were  under  the  charge  of  Brother 
Abnis.  We  not  only  served  Mass  but  also  sang  Vespers. 

Sunday  was  a busy  day.  First,  I went  to  early  Mass  and  Com- 
munion. Then  home  a mile  for  breakfast.  Then  back  again  for  High 
Mass  and  sermon.  Home  for  dinner.  Then  at  3 p.m.,  Sunday  school, 
and  in  the  evening  another  long  walk  for  Vespers,  sermon  and 
Benediction. 

I attended  St.  Mary’s  Brothers’  School  for  two  years  and  at  the 
age  of  fourteen  passed  the  Entrance  Examination  to  De  La  Salle 
High  School.  I was  never  much  given  to  sport  and  from  now  on  had 
no  time  for  it.  The  De  La  Salle  school  on  Duke  Street  was  about  two 
miles  from  home  and  twice  a day  I made  the  journey  on  foot.  At 
first  I took  my  lunch  with  me  but  later,  when  electric  cars  were  in- 
troduced, went  home  by  car  for  it. 

On  my  long  walk  home  in  the  afternoon  I used  to  call  in  at  St- 
Patrick’s  Church  to  visit  the  Blessed  Sacrament  and  make  the 
Stations  of  the  Cross.  It  was  near  supper  time  when  I arrived  at 
21  Clinton  Street  and  after  supper  I had  plenty  of  homework  to 
prepare  for  the  next  day.  I forgot  to  say  that  when  I was  five  my  father 
and  brother  William  built  a two-story  house,  No.  21  Clinton  Street. 
The  family  had  outgrown  the  cottage.  Now  we  had  plenty  of  room. 

No  member  of  the  family  would  think  of  missing  Mass  on  Sunday, 
although  the  Church  was  far  away  and  the  weather  anything  but  good. 
We  did  not  engage  in  family  prayer  but  we  each  had  a prie-dieu  in  our 
bedroom  and  a crucifix  or  picture  to  pray  before.  William  made  the 
prie-dieux  and  a nice  little  altar  with  a tabernacle  to  be  used  in  case 
of  sick-calls. 

I had  always  wished  to  be  a priest,  but  father  could  not  afford  to 
send  me  to  College.  One  evening,  when  I was  fourteen,  I was  serving 
censer  bearer  at  Vespers  and  went  into  the  adjoining  chapel  to  light 
the  charcoal.  It  was  dark.  Father  Cruise,  the  curate,  was  kneeling 
there  praying.  He  got  up  and  came  over  to  me.  I had  never  spoken 
to  him  before.  Without  introduction  he  said:  “Would  you  like  to  be 
a priest?”  I said:  “Yes!”  “Then  come  to  see  me  tomorrow  night.” 
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During  my  visit  he  put  a Latin  grammar  in  my  hand,  told  me  to 
study  the  first  lesson  and  to  come  twice  a week.  I was  overjoyed  and 
raced  home  to  tell  them  the  good  news.  I was  to  be  a priest! 

Father  Cruise  saved  my  vocation;  only  for  him  I might  never  have 
| been  a priest.  He  undertook  to  pay  my  tuition  fees  at  St.  Michael’s 
College.  He  treated  me  to  delightful  descriptions  of  his  travels  in 
| Italy,  of  the  Shrines  he  had  visited,  and  told  me  stories  of  the  lives 
j of  the  saints.  He  introduced  me  to  the  true  devotion  of  St.  Louis 
Grignon  de  Montfort.  I made  the  consecration  to  our  Lady  at  her 
altar  in  St.  Mary’s  Church.  My  intercourse  with  him  gave  me  a great 
desire  to  follow  in  his  footsteps  and  make  my  theological  studies  in 
Genoa* 

Besides  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  he  introduced  me  to  a 
number  of  new  pious  practices.  I joined  the  Expiation  Society,  each 
member  of  which  had  to  perform  an  act  of  mortification  every  day. 
He  encouraged  me  to  go  frequently  to  Communion.  Up  until  then, 

! only  two  persons,  a father  and  daughter,  went  to  Communion  every 
Sunday  and  we  looked  on  them  as  saints. 

On  the  death  of  Father  Rooney,  the  parish  priest,  we  hoped  that 
Father  Cruise  would  be  made  parish  priest  of  St.  Mary’s,  but  Vicar- 
General  McCann  got  the  appointment.  Father  Cruise  became  parish 
priest  of  St.  Helen’s.  He  himself  was  a convert.  At  the  age  of  sixteen 
he  went  directly  to  the  Archbishop  and  told  him  he  would  like  to  be 
a Catholic.  After  his  Baptism,  he  was  confirmed  in  the  chapel  of 
Loretto  Abbey.  His  Grace  urged  him  to  bring  his  brother  along  to 
watch  the  ceremony,  hoping  he,  too,  might  receive  the  grace  of  con- 
version. It  worked  out  just  that  way — Charles  was  converted  and 
soon  after  the  rest  of  the  family  entered  the  Church,  encouraged  and 
instructed  by  Father  Cruise.  One  boy,  Thomas,  became  a priest  and 
two  sisters  entered  the  Convent. 

As  parish  priest  of  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes,  Father  Cruise  preached 
on  the  Blessed  Virgin  every  Sunday  evening.  In  Rome  he  was  ap- 
pointed a position  on  one  of  the  Sacred  Congregations,  and  was  made 
Monsignor.  He  died  a pious  death  in  Rome  and  was  buried  in  the 
great  mausoleum  of  the  Roman  Cemetery. 

For  a year  and  a half  I had  taken  private  lessons  in  Latin  from 
Father  Cruise  so  that  on  entrance  to  St.  Michael’s  College  I was  able 
to  skip  the  first  year  of  the  classical  course.  I continued  to  serve  Mass 
and  attend  all  the  weekly  devotions  at  St.  Mary’s  Church,  though  on 
my  return  home  I had  a pile  of  homework  to  do  which  kept  me  busy 
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until  ten  or  eleven  o’clock  at  night.  The  College  was  far,  a mile  and  a 
half  away.  I went  home  for  my  noon  meal,  which  meant  I walked 
four  times  that  distance  every  day.  This  exercise  served  me  well  in 
China  where  I often  had  to  walk  twenty  or  thirty  miles  in  a day. 

About  this  time  an  argument  began  at  school  about  the  usefulness 
of  the  study  of  Greek.  Some  claimed  that  it  was  useless.  Charlie 
(afterwards  Father  McRae,  Monsignor  McRae’s  brother)  sat  in 
front  of  me.  He  said  French  would  be  more  useful  for  him  as  he 
intended  to  go  the  the  Grand  Seminary  in  Montreal.  The  professor 
asked  my  opinion. 

I said,  “I  think  Chinese  would  be  more  useful  than  Greek  since 
there  are  thousands  of  Chinese  in  Toronto.” 

“Furthermore,”  I told  him,  “I  do  not  know  of  any  Greeks  here, 
and  if  there  are  any  they  probably  know  English.” 

“Don’t  you  know,”  he  said,  “that  Cardinal  Newman  considered 
Greek  the  greatest  mind  trainer?” 

“I  think,”  said  I,  “that  Chinese  would  be  a very  good  mind  trainer.” 
I had  no  idea  of  going  to  China  at  the  time  but  when  I did  arrive 
there  I was  very  sorry  I did  not  study  Chinese  instead  of  Greek. 

St.  Mary’s  Sanctuary  Boys  went  on  an  excursion  every  summer 
across  the  lake  to  Niagara.  On  one  occasion  Lizzy,  the  priests’  Irish 
cook,  was  with  us.  Knowing  that  she  had  crossed  the  ocean,  and  as  I 
was  already  contemplating  a trip  to  Italy,  I casually  remarked  “1 
suppose  the  transatlantic  liners  are  larger  than  this  lake  steamer?” 
“Why  of  course!”  she  said.  “The  lifeboats  hanging  by  their  sides 
are  bigger  than  this!” 

“What  gigantic  vessels  they  must  be,”  I thought. 

1 was  disappointed  some  time  later  in  New  York  when  I found  that 
the  ship  on  which  I had  to  embark  did  not  seem  much  larger  than  the 
steamers  on  Lake  Ontario. 

At  the  same  time  as  taking  my  classical  course  at  St.  Michael’s 
College,  I took  lessons  in  philosophy  from  Father  Cruise.  Toronto  had 
no  Seminary  at  the  time.  Aspirants  to  the  priesthood  were  sent  to  the 
Grand  Seminary  in  Montreal  or  to  Collegio,  Brignole  Sale,  in  Genoa, 
Italy.  Archbishop  Walsh  sent  me  to  Genoa.  It  was  September,  1896. 
I was  nineteen  at  the  time  and  travelled  alone.  I sent  home  a long 
description  of  my  journey  to  New  York  on  the  famous  999  which  made 
the  trip  from  Buffalo  to  New  York  in  nine  hours.  I told  of  how  we 
roared  past  small  stations  so  fast  that  nothing  but  a blur  was  seen; 
of  how  posts,  supporting  wires  alongside  the  track,  disappeared  and 
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he  wires  seemed  to  be  suspended,  unsupported,  in  midair;  of  how  we 
massed  a freight  train  at  such  a rate  I thought  it  was  going  in  the  op- 
posite direction  whereas  it  was  going  in  the  same  direction  as  we  were. 

On  arriving  at  the  outskirts  of  New  York  and  seeing  the  tall 
puddings,  I reached  for  my  overcoat;  but  the  man  next  to  me  said 
‘What’s  the  hurry?  We  have  still  half  an  hour  before  reaching  the 
3rand  Central  Station.” 

“What  an  immense  city  this  must  be,”  I thought. 

Our  train  arrived  at  the  late  hour  of  10  p.m.  and  1 was  quite  wor- 
ried lest  I fall  into  the  hands  of  crooks  or  robbers,  as  happened  to 
my  brother  William  on  his  first  visit  to  New  York.  The  story  is  worth 
celling. 

A circus  came  to  Toronto.  William,  a youth  in  his  late  teens,  went 
to  see  it.  There  he  met  a man  who  said  that  his  name  also  was  Fraser 
and  they  struck  up  a friendship.  William  brought  him  to  our  home. 
He  came,  he  said,  from  California,  and  told  glowing  stories  of  the 
wealth  of  that  State,  where  you  could  pick  up  gold  nuggets  on  the 
street;  where  you  did  not  have  to  buy  oranges  but  just  picked  them 
off  the  trees;  where  there  was  plenty  of  work  and  good  wages  for 
carpenters.  If  William  wanted  to  make  money  that  was  the  place  to 
go.  William  believing,  decided  to  go.  The  friend  explained  that  he 
|would  have  to  go  first  to  New  York  to  catch  a train  for  California 
which,  of  course,  was  not  true. 

On  arrival  at  an  hotel  in  the  big  city,  the  friend  asked  for  William’s 
money  to  buy  the  tickets.  At  that  moment  it  dawned  on  William  that 
he  was  being  swindled.  He  was  afraid  not  to  give  the  man  the  money 
for  fear  he  might  do  him  harm.  The  crook  disappeared  and  poor 
William  was  left  stranded  without  a penny.  A kindly  priest  helped 
jhim  out  and  found  him  a job  in  Charleston,  South  Carolina. 

On  alighting  from  the  train  I wanted  to  see  the  massive  locomotive 
with  its  gigantic  wheels  that  had  whisked  me  so  many  miles  in  such  a 
[short  space  of  time.  Outside  the  station  a crowd  of  carriage  drivers 
i were  all  shouting  “Cab!  Cab!”  but  I paid  no  attention  and  went 
straight  ahead  without  looking  to  the  right  or  left,  not  knowing  where 
1 was  to  spend  the  night. 


MAY  HER  SOUL  REST  IN  PEACE 

Your  prayers  are  requested  for  the  repose  of  the  soul  of  Mrs. 
O.  E.  MacDonald,  of  Montreal,  beloved  mother  of  Scarboro 
Father  Cameron  MacDonald.  Scarboro  Missions  extends  the 
sympathy  of  us  all  to  him  and  the  other  members  of  the  family. 
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REMEMBER! 


Monsignor  Fraser's  autobiography  begins  in  this  issue.  Don't  miss  it! 
Subscribe  — or  have  your  subscription  brought  up-to-date  — now. 


To  remember  the  dead  and  console  the  living 


Scarboro’s  Book  °f  Remembrance 

• WHAT  IS  IT? 

A book  which  will  contain  the  names  of  deceased  persons  you  wish  inscribed 
in  it.  There  are  365  pages,  one  for  each  day  of  the  year. 

• WHAT  BENEFITS  CAN  BE  OBTAINED? 

Each  day  a page  will  be  turned.  Those  whose  names  are  listed  thereon  will 
receive  a special  memento  in  the  Masses  read  or  sung  on  that  day  in  the 
Society’s  chapel,  year  after  year. 

• HOW  CAN  A NAME  BE  INSCRIBED? 

By  sending  in  the  name(s)  you  wish  entered  and  the  required  offering  of 
$100.00  for  one  name.  A full  page  can  be  reserved  for  $1 ,000.00. 

• WHAT  ARE  THE  OFFERINGS  USED  FOR? 

To  finance  our  building  program.  See  pp.  17-20. 

• WHERE  DO  I WRITE  ABOUT  THIS  MATTER? 

Write  to:  Scarboro  Missions,  2685  Kingston  Rd., 

Toronto  13,  Ontario. 
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viewpoint 


Lent  is  for  Love 

Do  you  know  that  “jejunium”  the  Latin  word  for  Fasting  means 
“an  animal  intestine  that  is  always  empty?”  Or,  that  in  different 
Teutonic  tongues  Fast  is  derived  from  a root  which,  among  other 
things,  means  “to  restrain  one’s  self?”  In  this  latter  sense  Fast 
brings  to  our  minds  those  penitential  practices — acts  of  temper- 
ance— which  help  us  spiritually  as  well  as  physically,  their  spir- 
itual potential  being  greatest  when  they  are  performed  in  obedi- 
ence to  a Church  commandment.  The  Lenten  Fast  is  an  example 
of  this. 

Out  of  the  two  words  comes  the  Christian  idea  of  “self-restraint 
through  doing  without”  in  order  to  nourish  one’s  spiritual  life. 
Strictly  speaking,  a Fast  has  to  do  only  with  abstinence  from  food 
and  drink.  But  in  another — yet  true — sense  we  can  apply  the 
idea  of  “self-restraint  through  doing  without”  to  many  other 
things;  as  a matter  of  fact,  there  is  an  obligation  to  do  other  things 
incumbent  to  those  who  cannot,  for  various  reasons,  abstain  from 
food  and  drink  in  the  degree  Church  law  demands.  Acts  of  tem- 
perence  must  be  practised  if  we  are  to  sanctify  ourselves  with  the 
graces  they  obtain  for  us  from  God. 

There  are  those  who  courageously  accept  the  deprivations  and 
pains  of  Lent.  There  are  also  those  who  resent  it  as  a particularly 
dreary  season,  and  seek  to  soften  its  penitential  hardness  with 
various  creature  comforts.  What  distinguishes  these  two  groups 
and  accounts  for  their  differing  appreciation  of  the  meaning  and 
purpose  of  Lent?  It  is  the  degree  of  their  love  of  God,  and  de- 
sire for  union  with  Him,  that  makes  for  the  variations  between 
them.  Lent,  you  see,  is  for  Love. 

Before  we  can  enter  heaven  we  must  become  Christlike;  or,  in 
the  words  of  St.  Paul,  we  must  put  on  “the  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
and  make  not  provision  for  the  flesh  in  its  concupiscences.”  Only 
in  the  degree  that  we  have  learned  to  love  God  will  we  follow 
this  admonition.  Lent  furnishes  us  with  the  opportunity  to  step- 
up  our  efforts  to  do  this  for  our  own  spiritual  betterment.  It  also 
is  a time  to  remember  the  countless  millions  who  do  not  know 
Him.  During  Lent  our  prayers  and  penances  can  win  graces  for 
them,  too. 

by  the 

editor 
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ASK  ANY  CATHOLIC  MISSXONER  AND  HE 
WILL  TELL  YOU  THAT  COMMUNISM  IS 


(lest  we  forget  series) 


No  Ghost  at  Noonday 

BY  OBSERVER 


To  any  student  of  Marxism- 
Leninism  it  must  be  obvious  that 
Communism,  wherever  it  is  found,  is 
always  essentially  the  same;  there  are 
no  radically  different  forms  of  it.  It 
seeks  to  extend  its  sway  over  the  en- 
tire world  of  men,  to  form  them  into  a 
classless  society  of  human  robots. 

Because  of  this  universality  of  pur- 
pose, what  Communism  is  trying  to 
do  in  any  given  country  is  of  the  ut- 
most importance.  And  because  of  her 
great  power  for  good,  what  happens— 
or  may  be  happening— to  America  in 
her  fight  against  the  Red  menace  is  of 
deepest  concern  to  everyone  — even 
Canadians.  Recently  something  which 
bears  on  this  caught  my  attention;  I 
think  it  is  worthwhile  discussing. 

In  a speech  given  a short  while  ago, 
Dr.  Anthony  Bouscaren,  associate  pro- 
fessor in  the  political  science  depart- 
ment of  Marquette  (Wisconsin, 
U.S.A.)  University,  urged  his  hearers 
to  “arouse  themselves  from  intellec- 
tual apathy  and  self-styled  liberalism 
and  become  aware  of  the  rapid  growth 
of  Communism  which  could  mean  a 
Soviet  Republic  in  the  U.S . by  1973  ” 
Then  he  said  something  that  has  been 
continually  emphasized  in  these  col- 
umns: “Communism  is  more  than  an 
economic,  political,  social  or  philo- 
sophical doctrine.  It  is  a materialistic 


religion.  It  would  rob  man  of  his  be- 
lief in  God,  his  heritage  of  freedom- 
all  would  become  twentieth  century 
slaves.” 

There  are  those  who  will  find  such 
statements  as  these  of  Dr.  Bouscaren’s 
far-fetched,  if  not  downright  silly.  This 
is  so,  I think,  because  they  cannot 
imagine  heavy-booted  Russian  troops 
thumping  down  the  avenue  under  the 
protection  of  super-sonic  planes.  Dr. 
Bouscaren  is  not  contemplating  such 
a catastrophe.  He  is  pointing  out  that 
the  danger  lies  in  America’s  own 
countrymen  turned  Communist,  and 
under  the  direction  of  the  Supreme 
Soviet,  seizing  control  of  the  United 
States. 

It  was  during  the  Red  takeover  of 
Hungary  that  an  incident  which  il- 
lustrates what  he  means  took  place. 
An  old  man  was  standing  on  the  side- 
walk watching  the  Communists  in 
brutal  action.  “To  think,”  he  ex- 
claimed in  bewilderment,  “to  think  my 
own  people  could  do  such  things!” 

In  the  previous  article,  Russian 
Janus , I suggested  that  there  was  a 
solution  for  the  troubles  of  our  world, 
a solution  that  would  save  us  from 
paralysing  “co-existence”  and  exclude 
the  necessity  of  war  as  a means  of  re- 
storing order  in  our  chaotic  world — 
for  war  never  cures  the  roots  of  its 
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Not  only  are  Catholic  missioners  heroic  exemplars  of  the 
Catholic  priesthood  and  Western  civilization  in  general, 
but  they  also  reflect  in  their  persons  the  Canadian  way 


causes.  This  third  solution — or  rem- 
edy— for  our  ills  is  that  proposed  by 
God’s  Mother  at  Fatima. 

Before  speaking  of  it,  however,  I 
want  to  mention  something  I find  hard 
to  understand.  It  is  the  reaction  of 
some  Catholics  whenever  I tell  them 
our  hope  and  strength  in  the  battle 
with  Communism  lies  in  prayer.  They 
agree;  they  agree  readily;  they  agree 
impatiently,  as  if  to  say,  all  right,  all 
right,  but  let’s  get  on  to  the  real  ways! 
Let’s  get  to  the  economic  way,  the  edu- 
cational way,  the  political  way,  as  if 
when  I say  let’s  get  on  with  the  way  of 
prayer  I’m  excluding  these  other  ways. 
What  I am  saying  is  that  none  of  these 
other  ways  can  be  of  any  help  whatso- 
ever unless  they  are  sanctified.  You 
cannot  sanctify  them  without  grace, 
and  you  cannot  obtain  grace  without 
prayer.  Certainly  we  must  have  eco- 
nomists, educationalists,  politicians 
and  statesmen  join  in  the  fight,  but 
without  God — fearing  men  and  wo- 
men in  these  professions  we  will  never 
succeed  in  our  attempts  to  bring  back 
peace  to  our  world.  This  is  something 
more  Catholics  must  realize  to  a great- 
er degree  in  their  everyday  lives.  They 
must  be  more  conscious  of  their  obliga- 
tion, not  only  to  sanctify  themselves 
but  to  win  graces  by  which  others,  too, 
may  be  sanctified.  They  must  bring 
to  this  work  of  love  an  earnestness  far 
in  excess  of  what  they  have  mani- 
fested hitherto.  The  reason  for  this 
lies  in  the  words  of  Our  Lady,  spoken 
at  Fatima.  “In  the  end,”  she  said,  “my 
Immaculate  Heart  will  triumph;  Rus- 


sia will  be  converted  and  a time  of 
peace  given  to  men.”  Russia  will  be 
converted.  That  is  a work  of  grace. 

Among  those  for  whom  we  should 
fervently  pray  are  those  who  have 
been  trapped  by  the  appearance  of 
good  in  Communist  ideology,  especi- 
ally those  men  and  women  who  belong 
to  what  is  described  as  “the  intellec- 
tual class.”  Having  no  understanding 
of  Christian  principles  and  ideals,  they 
have  been  eager  to  march  to  the  rose- 
ate “promised  land”  behind  the  “pro- 
phets” Marx  and  Lenin.  But  events 
such  as  the  abortive  revolution  in 
Hungary  and  the  insane  brutalities  in 
China  have  begun  to  undermine  their 
belief  that  Communism  “has  the  ans- 
wers.” Diana  Trilling  in  the  New  York 
Herald  Tribune  gives  us  a picture  of 
their  pathetic  state.  “No  longer  able,” 
she  writes,  “to  believe  that  whatever 
the  Soviet  Union  wants  must  be  mor- 
ally right  and  whatever  capitalism  de- 
mands for  its  own  protection  must  be 
wrong,  but  not  yet  prepared  to  repose 
their  full  faith  in  democracy,  our  ideal- 
istic classes  are  in  the  position  of  not 
having  any  moral  position  at  all.  Their 
present  political  passivity  may  indeed 
reflect  a persisting  reluctance  to  con- 
front the  reality  of  Russian  totalitar- 
ianism in  its  totality.  But  it  also  re- 
flects their  sense  of  impotence  in  hav- 
ing been  robbed  of  moral  directive 
and  of  the  subtle  authority  which  the 
Soviet  image  once  exercised  over  their 
moral-intellectual  lives.”  Perhaps  it  is 
being  “in  the  position  of  not  having 
any  moral  position  at  all”  that  explains 
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of  life  which  is  Christian,  thus  effectively  giving  the  lie 
to  vicious  Soviet  propaganda.  This  sort  of  “silent  serv- 
ice” on  our  behalf  is  not  nearly  enough  appreciated. 


the  contention  of  some  Canadians  that 
there  is  no  “moral  issue”  involved  in 
recognizing  Red  China,  and/or  in 
promoting  trade  with  her.  We  need  to 
pray  for  their  enlightenment,  too. 

With  the  season  of  Lent  about  to 
begin,  every  one  of  us  should  give 
serious  thought  to  the  menace  that 
threatens  mankind.  If  our  blessed 
Mother  considered  it  so  grave  a threat 
to  us  all  that  she  came  from  heaven 
to  warn  us,  are  we  going  to  question 
her  judgment?  Put  to  us  as  bluntly  as 
that,  all  of  us  will,  no  doubt,  hasten 
to  deny  doing  any  such  thing.  But,  if 
you  will  pardon  the  cliche — actions 
speak  louder  than  words.  So  does  the 
lack  of  action! 

Our  Lady  is  not  leaving  us  to  fight 
alone.  Listen  to  her  promise:  “If  I 
can  find  a sufficient  number  who,  by 
their  prayers  and  sacrifices,  will  help 
me then  she  will  be  able  to  promote 
among  men  “the  tranquillity  of  order” 
which,  as  St.  Augustine  says,  is  peace. 

The  solving  of  the  problem  of  Com- 
munism is  of  vital  importance  to  Chris- 
tians everywhere.  It  is  of  a more  im- 
mediate importance  to  all  missioners 
— the  Scar  boro  Fathers  included — be- 
cause of  the  nature  of  their  work.  The 
sight  of  many  selling  their  Christian 
heritage  for  the  mess  that  is  Sovietism 
is  dismaying.  But  to  watch  men  going 
from  paganism  to  atheism  without 
realizing  their  destiny  as  children  of 
God,  that  is  stark  tragedy.  As  long  as 
men  believed  in  some  sort  of  spiritual- 
ity, in  some  kind  of  Supreme  Being, 
missioners  could  find  points  of  contact 


between  such  beliefs  and  the  Catholic 
Faith.  If  Communism  finally  wins 
these  millions  to  its  soul-hardening 
philosophy  of  militant  atheistic  ma- 
terialism these  points  of  contact  will 
be  lost.  In  that  event,  who  can  begin  to 
gauge  the  numbers  of  those  who  will 
have  to  shed  their  blood  as  martyrs  in 
order  that  those  benighted  peoples 
may  be  brought  back  to  God! 

Right  now  the  Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society  needs  many  more  mis- 
sioners; every  mission-sending  Society 
needs  them.  And  we  need  funds  to 
keep  them  as  active  as  possible  at  the 
front  where  they  are  fighting  for  the 
people  against  the  Communist  aggres- 
sor. They  are  fighting  too,  for  every- 
thing that  honorable  men  hold  dear. 
For  not  only  are  they  heroic  exemplars 
of  the  Catholic  priesthood,  and  West- 
ern civilization  in  general,  but  they  also 
reflect  in  their  persons  the  Canadian 
way  of  life  which  is  Christian,  thus  ef- 
fectively giving  the  lie  to  vicious 
Soviet  propaganda,  intensive  in  the  ex- 
treme, that  the  people  of  “capitalist” 
countries  are  wholly  selfish,  cynical 
and  decadent.  This  sort  of  “silent  ser- 
vice” by  missioners  on  our  behalf  is 
not  nearly  enough  appreciated  by  our 
Catholics.  If  it  were,  their  prayers  and 
sacrifices  would  be  greatly  increased, 
so  that  these  modern  apostles  would 
not  be  left  without  the  help  they  so 
desperately  need. 

Yes,  there  is  much  more  to  this  bat- 
tle against  Marxism-Leninism  than  ap- 
pears on  the  surface.  We  had  better 
wake  up  before  it  is  too  late. 
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After  five  years  of  working  in  cramped  quarters  on  Crescent  Road,  Father 
Roland  Roberts,  Scarboro's  Promotion  Director,  finds  the  new  set-up  ideal. 
Here  he  explains  promotion  work  to  Ed  Young  of  Reliance  Engravers. 
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Father  Joseph  McNamara  is  the  Society's  Vocation  Director.  You 
may  write  him  if  you  wish  to  become  a Scarboro  Missioner. 


Father  Cameron  MacDonald  is  director  of  special  projects.  The 
current  one  is  displayed  on  page  24. 
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OUR  LAY  STAFF 

Seated:  (from  left)  Cecelia  Wallace,  secretary  to  the  Editor;  Faustina  MacKenzie;  Rhoda 
Butte,  secretary  to  the  Promotion  Director;  Dorothy  O'Connell.  Standing:  (from  left)  Ted 
Petrie;  Evelina  Lopez;  Linus  Lopez,  chief  of  mailing  department;  Charles  O'Connor. 


Promotion  Department's  General  Office 


In  the  background  are  seen  (I.  to  r.)  Father  David  Fitzpatrick,  home  on  leave  from  Japan 
and  who  is  helping  in  the  Christmas  correspondence  rush;  Father  Paul  McHugh,  our  Public 
Relations  man;  and  Father  Vincent  Daniel,  co-ordinator  of  the  Building  Fund  pledges.  The 
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If  you  are  a subscriber  or  send  a monetary  gift,  your  name  passes  through  the 
hands  of  Father  Michael  MaeSween  to  be  card-indexed. 


Cutting  and  filing  of  metal  stencils  is  done  in  this  department.  The  men  here 
also  take  care  of  the  special  monthly  mailing  lists. 
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Father  Desmond  i«  Stringer*  Editor  of  Scarboro  Missions,  finds  his  new 
office  greatly  to  his  liking.  Plenty  of  sunlight  and  a viewful  of  trees  makes  his 
“scissors  and  paste19  existence  much  happier. 
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t>y  EUGENE  G-.  DOYLE,  S.f  M. 


As  i approached  the  village  of  Low- 
mans,  on  the  windward  side  of 
the  island  of  St.  Vincent,  my  mind 
went  back  many  years  to  another  mis- 
sionary journey  in  China,  when  I first 
visited  the  chapel  of  Du  Tsz  Wu  near 
Tsingtien  in  the  province  of  Chekiang. 
I remembered  walking  slowly  behind 
my  pagan  Chinese  carrier,  over  moun- 
tains and  through  valleys.  I had  then  a 
feeling  of  being  entirely  alone.  The 
paganism  of  China  seemed  to  be  press- 
ing in  upon  me,  all-encompassing, 
when  suddenly  the  sound  of  the  little 
chapel  bell  ringing  the  Angelus  came 
over  the  fields.  I was  thrilled.  No 
longer  did  I feel  alone.  It  was  wonder- 
ful to  be  a Catholic. 

There  is  no  feeling  of  paganism  near 
Lowmans,  but  there  are  many  hills  and 
valleys.  The  road  is  narrow  and  winds 
between  cliffs  and  precipices.  Unex- 
pectedly, I heard  the  sound  of  the  little 
bell,  calling  the  people  to  Mass.  Cos- 
mas,  the  sacristan,  must  have  seen  me 
coming  from  afar  from  his  look-out. 
There  was  another  turn  in  the  road, 
and  then,  over  a valley,  I could  see  the 
tiny  chapel  of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima, 
atop  a tree-clustered  hill. 

The  chapel,  which  seems  to  reach 
up  for  Heaven,  is  situated  on  a narrow 
ridge  of  land  between  two  valleys. 
There  were  seventy  people  trying  to 


get  settled  in  a space  which  forty  of 
them  would  fill  comfortably.  Benches 
placed  along  the  walls  helped  a little 
but  the  chapel  was  still  badly  over- 
crowded. 

After  greeting  a few  of  the  parish- 
ioners I went  to  an  open  Confessional 
in  a corner  to  begin  hearing  Confes- 
sions. A curtain  had  been  placed  over 
the  screen  to  provide  some  privacy. 

Confessions  over,  I vested  and  be- 
gan to  say  Mass.  The  choir  began  to 
sing.  How  good  it  was  to  hear  the  old 
favourite  hymns:  Mother  Dearest, 

Mother  Fairest;  O Lord,  I am  not 
worthy;  Just  for  Today  and  the  hymn 
to  Our  Lady  of  Fatima.  When  I first 
arrived  in  this  country  I found  myself, 
from  time  to  time,  expecting  to  hear 
Spanish  spoken  and  sung,  although  of 
course  English  is  the  language  spoken 
here. 

After  Mass  I blessed  a few  religious 
articles,  questioned  a young  couple 
who  planned  to  get  married,  and 
promised  to  do  my  best  for  Cecilia 
Sherman  who  said  to  me:  “Father,  will 
you  bring  us  some  prayer  books  and 
hymn  books,  as  we  want  to  learn  some 
new  hymns.” 

I paid  a quick  visit  to  the  nearby 
house  of  Cosmas  and  Matilda  Rebeiro, 
who  look  after  the  chapel,  to  thank 
them  for  a gift  of  two  eggs  and  several 
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oranges.  Then  I left  and  set  out  hur- 
riedly for  Colonarie,  four  miles  away, 
where  I was  to  say  Mass  at  9 o’clock. 

At  Colonarie  the  wooden  chapel  of 
St.  Joseph  is  actually  on  the  beach.  The 
waves  of  the  Atlantic  Ocean  roll  in 
nearby  day  and  night.  Never  have  I 
seen  the  sea  at  Colonarie  really  calm. 
Even  as  I write  this,  in  the  two-room 
living  quarters  behind  the  sacristy,  the 
surf  is  breaking  on  the  rocks  just  twen- 
ty-five yards  away.  At  night,  the  rhyth- 
mic pounding  of  the  surf  on  the  shore 
lulls  me  to  sleep. 

But  to  get  back  to  the  nine  o’clock 
Mass  at  Colonarie.  It  was  much  the 
same  as  at  Lowmans,  except  that  the 
choir  was  not  as  good.  Daisy  Golsalves, 
(who  used  to  be  Daisy  Francis),  did 
her  best  but  she  did  not  receive  much 
support.  However,  before  I gave  my 
sermon,  I congratulated  them. 

The  sermon  was  short.  I was  a little 
behind  schedule  and  was  due  in 
Georgetown,  also  four  miles  away,  for 
the  third  Sunday  Mass  at  10.30. 

Mass  over,  I was  soon  on  the  road, 
passing  fields  of  arrowroot,  sugar  cane, 
bananas,  and  a very  fine  grove  of  co- 
coanut  trees  that  stretched  down  to  the 
beach.  Just  north  of  the  village  of  Byera 
the  road  enters  a tunnel,  the  approach 
to  which  is  scenically  delightful.  The 
tunnel  itself  seems  to  be  an  unaided 
work  of  nature.  It  is  just  a hole  in  the 
earth  of  the  mountain  the  sides  and 
roof  of  which  do  not  seem  to  be  shored. 
Foliage  almost  covers  the  entrance  but 
nevertheless  this  passageway  is  of  real 
benefit  as  it  shortens  the  distance 
greatly. 

The  church  of  St.  Benedict  in 
Georgetown,  built  of  stone  and  con- 


. . . the  tiny  chapel  of  Our  Lady  of 
Fatima  atop  a tree-clustered  hill. 


Crete,  is  about  ten  years  old.  The  ori- 
ginal church  and  rectory  were  partially 
destroyed  in  a hurricane  in  1898  and 
completely  destroyed  by  a volcanic 
eruption  in  1902.  Although  I would 
prefer  to  live  in  Georgetown,  living 
quarters  there  are  lacking.  The  rectory 
was  not  rebuilt  but  the  site  is  there, 
waiting. 

I celebrated  Mass  for  the  faithful 
group  of  Catholics  that  had  come  from 
far  and  near.  Afterwards  there  were  a 
few  babies  to  be  baptized,  including 
two  from  Sandy  Bay.  The  mothers  of 
these  two  children  had  carried  them 
seven  miles  over  a rough  road  and  had 
waded  a river,  to  reach  Georgetown. 

For  a combination  of  breakfast  and 
lunch  I went  to  the  home  of  Mrs. 
Crozier,  whose  friends  call  her  “Sis.” 
She  has  a family  of  several  boys  and 
girls.  When  this  was  over  it  was  time 
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Father  Doyle  waves  from  his  rectory  behind  the  church  at  Colonaire. 


to  return  to  Colonarie  and  my  shack 
behind  the  sacristy. 

Later  that  afternoon  I found  an  in- 
viting beach  around  the  bend  from  the 
chapel.  I went  down  to  it  in  swimming 
trunks  and  sandals  and  draped  in  a 
towel.  The  stones  were  rough  and  the 
surf,  the  high  breaking  waves,  demand- 
ed alertness  on  the  part  of  a swimmer. 

Admonitions,  cautions,  warnings 
about  bathing  on  the  windward  side 
of  the  island  rushed  to  my  mind. 
“Don’t  take  chances  ...”  “The  under- 
tow and  currents  are  treacherous  ...” 
“Some  very  strong  swimmers  have 
been  swept  out  to  sea  and  drowned!” 

The  salt  water  broke  gently  over  my 
ankles.  Cautiously  I went  out  a few 
feet  from  the  high  water  mark;  then 
a bit  further  out.  The  soothing,  foam- 
ing water  reached  my  knees.  I lay  down 


and  let  the  waves  wash  over  me,  com- 
pletely relaxed.  I ventured  further  out 
and  got  caught  in  a heavy  swell  that 
came  roaring  in.  I lost  my  footing  and 
felt  myself  being  swept  seaward.  I 
strove  vainly  to  get  a grip  on  the  shift- 
ing, sandy  bottom  which  seemed  now 
to  be  made  up  of  small  sharp-edged 
cinders.  After  what  seemed  an  etern- 
ity the  surf  receded  and  I found  myself 
in  relatively  quiet  water.  I quickly 
clambered  to  the  beach,  blackened  with 
the  rough  volcanic  sand.  Returning  to 
the  shack  I showered  to  rinse  off  the 
sand  and  salt  water.  (There  was  no 
danger  of  the  plumbing  being  clogged 
with  sand  as  my  shower  outlet  is  a 
trough  which  leads  directly  to  the  rock 
beach).  After  treating  medicinally  a 
few  “raspberries”  that  had  been  raised 
on  my  body,  I was  ready  to  call  it  a day. 


16  Scarboro  Missions 


WE’RE 


ALMOST 

THERE! 

ONLY 

2400 

PLEDGES 
TO  GO! 


$700,000.00 


$600,000.00 


SO  WE  ASK  YOU 


LOCATION: 

2685  Kingston  Rd. 
Toronto  13,  Ontario. 


PRESENT 

SEMINARY  CHAPEL 


(completed)  (construction  completed) 


ARE  YOU  ONE  Ol 


Sounds  like  just  another  foolish  question.  Let’s  clear  it  up  a bit. 
There’s  enough  foolishness  in  the  world  without  us  adding  to  it ! 
We’re  asking  if  you’re  one  of  those  2400  Canadian  Catholics  still 


Interior 

of 

Chapel 


MOTHERHOUSE 

listruction  completed) 


needed  to  help  us  finish  the  job.  How?  By  pledging  8100.00  to 
complete  onr  building  program.  If  yon  are  one  of  those  240(1  your 
name  will  be  put  in  *Scarboro"s  Book  of  Perpetual  Remembrance. 

*see  page  2 

Are  you  one  of  2400?  Then  turn  the  page 


^ And  choose  the  payment  plan  best 
suited  to  your  means.  Each  plan  totals  $100 

PLAN  1:  $100.00  in  1 payment 

PLAN  2:  $50.00  a year  for  2 years  (2  payments) 

PLAN  3:  $25.00  each  6 months  for  2 years  (4  payments) 

PLAN  4:  $20.00  each  5 months  for  25  months  (5  payments) 

PLAN  5:  $1  5.00  each  4 months  for  28  months  (7  payments  — 
last  payment  $10.00) 

PLAN  6:  $10.00  each  2 months  for  20  months  (10  payments) 
PLAN  7:  $5.00  each  2 months  for  40  months  (20  payments) 

PLAN  8:  $2.50  a month  for  40  months  (40  payments) 

NOTE:  Full  payment  may  be  made  at  any  time  within  the  pledge  period. 


MY  PLEDGE 

Yes,  I’m  one  of  2400  Catholics  to  give  $100.00  to  Canada’s 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society’s  Building  Fund. 

I choose  plan  number 
I will  make  my  first  payment 

(date) 

Lest  I forget,  please  send  me  a reminder  one  week  in  advance  of  payments. 

Name 

Address 

Instruction:  Cut  out  and  mail  to: 

Father  Thomas  McQuaid,  S.F.M.,  2685  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto  1 3,  Ont. 


All  contributions  acknowledged  by  official  receipt  usable  for  Income  Tax  deductions. 
If  not  acknowledged  within  two  weeks,  please  notify  us. 


LITTLE 
FLOWER'S 
JUNIOR 
MISSIONARIES 

4 SAINT  THERESE 

Dear  Junior  Missionaries: 

See  the  cover  this  month?  Take  a good  look  at  it.  Doesn’t  it  pull  at  your 
heartstrings?  Does,  at  mine. 

I wonder  what  the  little  girl  is  thinking  as  she  kisses  the  feet  of  the  image  of 
Christ  on  that  great  big  crucifix?  How  reverential  and  respectful  she  appears  — 
and  so  modestly  dressed,  yet  so  chic!  If  appearances  mean  anything  at  all,  I 
would  say  she  has  a very  deep  and  warm  love  of  God  in  her  heart.  Agree? 

By  the  time  you  read  this,  Lent  will  just  about  be  starting;  it  begins,  as  you 
know,  on  February  8.  What  do  you  think  of  Lent,  anyway?  Scared?  Disap- 
pointed? Happy  and  joyful?  What?  I’ll  buy  the  first  one — scared.  Penance  is  not 
something  our  bodies  are  fond  of.  Bodies  want  things  that  bodies  like;  and 
bodies  don’t  know  when  to  quit.  Ask  anyone  who  has  had  a tummy-ache.  Bodies 
don’t  care  a hang  about  virtue,  about  goodness,  about  love  of  anyone  or  any- 
thing. Give  them  an  inch  and  they’ll  take  a mile,  every  time.  And  that’s  bad, 
very  bad  for  the  soul,  the  most  important  part,  as  we  say,  of  anyone.  St.  Paul, 
you  know,  was  a wise  man.  He  knew  all  this.  He  knew  the  danger  of  a person’s 
body  becoming  the  boss  of  that  person.  So  he  warned  each  of  us  to  “chastise 
(each  his  own)  body  and  bring  it  under  subjection.  . . .,”  that  is,  make  it  a help 
instead  of  a hindrance  in  learning  to  love  God  and  in  working  to  get  to  heaven. 

When  we  have  such  a wonderful  goal  to  reach,  should  the  means  we  must 
use  to  reach  it  make  us  unhappy?  make  us  grumble  and  wish  that  “old  Lent  just 
didn’t  have  to  come  around  anyway?”  But  if  we  have  to  scrape  and  save  and  go 
without  movies  and  visits  with  the  gang  to  the  corner  store,  all  to  get  enough 
money  to  buy  a pair  of  skates,  or  a new  skirt — oh  well,  that’s  all  right;  that’s  a 
“nice”  kind  of  penance!  But  to  keep  our  yakety-yak  shut  off  when  teacher’s  out 
of  the  room;  to  banish  Mom  and  Pop  from  the  kitchen  while  we  do  the  dishes — 
somehow  that’s  different! 

Are  you  mad  at  me  for  speaking  so  plainly?  I hope  not.  I wrote  this  way 
because  I love  you,  and  want  you  all  to  become  saints  someday. 

Your  friend  always, 
Father  Jim. 
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The  ok-ok  is  a big  fellow.  If  you 
include  his  antennae,  he  measures 
over  five  inches  long.  He  can  fly, 
run,  creep,  crawl,  dart  — and  dis- 
organize a choir  by  silencing  the 
organ. 

the 

Irate  Kura 

and  the 

Pesky  Ok-Ok 

by  Roderick  MacNeil,  S.F.M. 

Allow  me  to  introduce,  in  a 
roundabout  way,  one  of  our  in- 
sects (and  yours)  the  ok-ok,  or  cock- 
roach. My  story  begins  with  our  Fiesta 
because,  in  order  to  make  it  a gala  af- 
fair, we  invested  in  a small,  new,  pedal 
organ,  or  harmonium  as  it  is  called 
here. 

A month  and  a half  after  it  was 
bought  our  polished  beauty  began  to 
emit  a striking  silence  in  lieu  of  sound, 
when  one  of  the  lower  keys  was 
pressed.  No  amount  of  effort,  or  prayer, 
or  Gaelic  swear  words  could  move 
that  reed.  Within  a week  two  more 
reeds  “joined  the  Trappists”  and  that 
section  of  the  keyboard  had  to  be 
cautiously  approached  when  in  use 
during  Mass. 

One  day,  while  passing  the  organ 
with  a screwdriver  in  my  hand,  I de- 
cided to  talk  turkey  to  it.  We  don’t 
tolerate  any  back  talk  from  the  ma- 
chinery in  this  parish,  even  if  it  does 
do  it  in  perfect  silence. 

To  get  the  top  off,  the  back  had  to 
be  removed.  Two  cockroaches  were 


Father  Rod  listens  contentedly  now 

encountered  and  slain,*  one  with  a 
stamp  of  the  foot,  the  other  with  a 
screwdriver.  When  I began  to  remove 
the  superstructure,  three  more  cock- 
roaches sallied  forth  to  contest  the  dis- 
turbance of  their  dwelling.  All  three 
were  dispatched.  On  opening  the 
swells  five  more  were  sighted.  Four 
were  killed  and  one  escaped,  all  of 
them  making  a mad  dash  to  try  and 
escape  the  wrath  of  the  kura  (parish 
priest) . 

The  valves  and  their  casing  were 
removed  next,  but  not  before  playing 
a bit  of  a tune,  without  benefit  of  key- 
board, by  tripping  the  valves.  During 
this  musical  interlude  two  more  organ 
dwellers  were  spotted  and  spattered. 
Eventually  there  was  nothing  left  in- 
side the  organ  but  the  bellows  and 
pedals,  and  the  reed  box,  with  reeds 
half  in  and  half  out  of  it. 

So  far,  all  seemed  in  good  order.  I 
decided  to  get  right  down  to  brass 
reeds.  With  a screwdriver  and  a wedge, 
I drew  out  the  first  one,  a great  grand- 
daddy  of  a reed,  and  in  the  tongue  of 
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it  was  a cockroach,  eyeing  me  male- 
volently. The  other  two  reeds  were 
withdrawn,  cleaned  and  replaced.  All 
were  tested,  from  the  big  bass- 
tongued  reeds  at  the  bottom  to  the 
shrill  thin- voiced  ones  at  the  top.  A 
boy  was  dispatched  to  the  house  to 
fetch  a can  of  wax  to  fight  the  rust, 
and  a bag  of  napthalina  (mothballs), 
to  fend  off  the  pesky  ok-ok.  Slowly  I 
re-assembled  the  organ,  piece  by  piece. 

The  ok-ok  is  a big  fellow.  If  you 
include  his  antennae,  he  measures  over 
five  inches  long.  He  can  fly,  run, 
creep,  crawl,  dart — and  disorganize  a 
choir,  by  silencing  the  organ.  Spikes 
on  his  legs  make  him  look  like  the 
third  cousin  of  a cactus.  He  is  red  in 
colour,  although  there  is  also  a small- 
er two-tone  model,  a very  snappy 
thing  in  black  and  yellow.  The  big 
red  variety,  being  fond  of  company, 
frequently  travels  in  groups.  Many 
times,  of  an  evening,  I hear  one  flying 
into  my  room,  and  upon  looking  up, 
see  that  he  is  followed  by  his  sisters 
and  his  cousins  and  his  aunts.  Al- 
though they  can  run  very  quickly, 
they  are  easily  killed  by  a sudden  blow 
directed  to  a spot  two  inches  ahead  of 
them.  This  cunning  maneuvre  foils 
them  completely. 

The  ok-ok  loves  shadowy  places  and 
I have  killed  many  of  them  by  using 
this  knowledge.  I raise  the  sole  of  my 
shoe  from  the  ground,  at  the  same  time 
moving  a chair,  or  anything  near  at 
hand.  Baffled,  the  ok-ok  runs  under 
my  shoe,  to  be  promptly  squashed. 

He  also  takes  a beating  from  my 
house  cat.  There  are  clawmarks  all 
over  the  wall  to  prove  that  our  house 
cat  gives  cockroaches  short  shrift  in- 
deed. 


Father 
Leo 
goes 
to  jail 

Leo  Curtin,  S.F.M. 

St.  Vincent  Island. 

Tomorrow  i go  to  jail — to  say  Mass. 
The  second  Sunday  of  the  month  is 
“Jail  Sunday”  in  my  parish  in  Kings- 
town, St.  Vincent  Island. 

In  all  my  thirty-six  years  as  a priest, 
this  is  the  first  time  I have  had  a con- 
gregation of  prisoners.  There  will  be 
about  fifteen  tomorrow,  all  men.  But 
this  is  one  time  that  I will  not  be  dis- 
appointed if  the  attendance  at  Mass 
is  small. 

A Legion  representative  visits  the 
jail  on  the  first  and  third  Sunday  of  the 
month — also  on  the  second,  when  we 
have  Mass.  With  so  many  Masses  to 
be  said  on  the  island  and  so  few 
priests  to  say  them,  we  cannot  have 
Mass  for  the  prisoners  more  than  once 
a month. 

The  Legion  of  Mary  in  the  parish 
has  taken  up  the  work  of  visiting  the 
prisoners  and  is  accomplishing  won- 
ders with  them.  They  are  instructing 
them  in  the  Faith.  Three  of  them  have 
not  yet  made  their  First  Communion 
and  so  will  need  special  instructions. 
The  others  will  be  prepared  to  make 
their  Confessions  and  to  receive  Holy 
Communion.  We  hope  to  find  them 
receptive  to  the  graces  received.  ■ 
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OlUsi,  tl\e  S&hy&ci&n  , 

May  Cforht,  kt»  Divine  Fhyjsuttam, 
hring  comfort  r»  your  *pfcit  aod 
health  «>  yam  body. 


-May  Qfoa  Soon  *3e  HVell 

Along  with  my  own  prayerfol  wish  for 
your  speedy  recovery,  t haw  requested 
<h»t  yoa  he  iocktded  in  3 ffoyma  of 
Masses  in  honor  of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima 
to  he  offered  by  the  Searhoro  Foreign 
Mission  Society  during  the  month  of 


From. 


SOMETHING  NEW  IN 


cJj>  iniual  C^fyoucfviei 


You  can  now  send  your  personally  signed  Spiritual  Bouquet  card  to  inform  the 
one  you  name  that  he  or  she  will  be  remembered  in  Scarboro’s  monthly 
Novena  of  Masses  in  honor  of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima.  The  month  you  select 
will  be  certified  by  a Scarboro  Father. 


There  are  cards  for  all  those  special  occasions  you  meet  with . The  card  pictured 
above  is  a “ Get  Weir  greeting  in  gold , blue  and  white. 

SELECT  YOUR  OWN  BOX  OF  CARDS.  WE  WILL  MAIL  THEM  TO  YOU. 

Enclose  no  money  with  order.  Just  send  us  $1.00  for  each  card  used. 

CARDS  FOR  YOUR  SELECTION 

Birthday  — Wedding  — Wedding  Anniversary  — Thank  You  — Get  Well  — 
New  Baby  — Father’s  and  Mother’s  Day  — All  occasion  cards. 


OUR  ADDRESS 
Promotion  Department 

Scarboro  Missions,  2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 
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HUmORETTES 


SILENCE 

SILENCE 

Our  typist  might  have  to  go.  She  seems  to  be 
getting  dumber  than  ever. 

When  her  complexion  developed  a cer- 
tain spottiness,  accompanied  by  some 
swelling  and  local  irritation,  we  suggested 
that  the  condition  might  be  the  result  of 
biting  insects. 

She  gave  us  a withering  look,  “Of  course 
it  isn’t!”  she  snapped.  “I  wouldn’t  dream  of 
biting  insects!” 

Digest  of  World  Reading 
$ * & 

Who  can  remember  when  the  fall-out  prob- 
lem was  something  we  could  keep  under  our 
hats? 

Ivern  Boyett 

* * * 

We  like  the  tale  of  the  ailing  Indian.  Visited 
by  another  Indian  in  the  hospital,  the  invalid 
was  asked  how  he  felt  and  answered,  “Ugh.” 

“And  how  you  like  nurse?”  the  other 
Indian  asked. 

“Ugh,  ugh,  ugh!”  the  ailing  Indian  said. 

“I  ask  simple  question,”  his  friend 
frowned.  “Don’t  make  long  speech.” 

Hugh  Scott 

* * $ 

The  local  minister,  deeply  concerned 
about  the  consumption  of  liquor  among  his 
Scottish  parishioners,  called  his  elders  to- 
gether one  evening.  Stating  the  problem, 
he  asked  that  all  “take  the  pledge”  and  he 
passed  a sheet  of  paper  bearing  the  pledge 
around  the  room.  Man  after  man  signed  it, 
including  Sandy  MacAllister,  well-known 
for  his  high  rate  of  spiritous  intake.  Sur- 
prised, pleased  and  grateful,  the  minister 
dismissed  his  elders  and  sat  wondering  at 
his  persuasive  powers.  Then  he  reached  for 
the  page  of  signatures  and  read  down  the 
list — name  after  name.  At  the  bottom  he 
read  “Sandy  MacAllister:  Witness.” 

Archie  Marshall 


A first-grader’s  mother  put  a bowl  of  hot 
soup  in  front  of  him.  He  halted  his  first 
spoonful  in  mid-air  and  examined  it  with  a 
frown. 

“What’s  the  matter?”  she  asked. 

“Alphabet  soup,’*  he  snorted.  “Gee  whiz, 
can’t  you  let  a guy  forget  school  even  for  a 
minute?” 

Sante  Fe  Railway 

* * * 

They  were  talking  about  the  number  of 
women  who  seem  to  find  older  men  attrac- 
tive. “Why,”  said  one,  “my  grandfather  was 
a perfect  example  of  that.  Women  were 
crazy  about  him.” 

“And,”  said  the  second,  “how  did  Grand- 
pa feel  about  it— was  he  crazy  about  them, 
too?” 

“Well,  not  at  first,  but  after  a while  it 
went  to  his  head  and  he  began  to  cut  notches 
on  his  cane,  one  for  every  conquest.  And  do 
you  know  that’s  what  killed  him.” 

“How  do  you  mean,  that’s  what  killed 
him?” 

“He  made  the  mistake  of  leaning  on  his 
cane  one  day!” 

Grit 

* sfs  * 

After  a day  of  complete  harassment,  the 
mother  shook  her  finger  at  her  small,  ornery 
boy.  “All  right,  Junior,”  she  shouted.  “Do 
anything  you  darn  please!  Now  let  me  see 
you  disobey  that!” 

E.  E.  Kenyon 

* * * 

A suburban  housewife  was  telling  her  neigh- 
bour about  a new  book  on  reducing  she  had 
just  bought  for  five  dollars. 

“How  much  have  you  lost  so  far?”  the 
neighbour  asked.  Replied  the  woman:  “Just 
five  dollars.” 

American  Weekly 
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by  Rt.  Rev.  John  M.  Fraser,  S.F.M. 


Monsignor  Fraser’s  autobiography  began  in  the 
January  issue  of  Scarboro  Missions. 

I came  to  A dingy  little  hotel  and  took  a room  at  fifty  cents.  I 
did  not  like  it  as  it  was  in  the  back  of  the  house  (the  front  room 
would  be  safer),  so  I went  back  to  the  clerk  who  gave  me  another 
room  facing  the  street.  Since  there  was  no  lock  on  the  door  I pushed 
furniture  against  it,  ate  a sandwich,  and  went  to  bed.  Next  day  I 
went  sight-seeing. 

First,  I visited  the  Christian  Brothers,  who  brought  me  to  a good 
hotel  where  I rented  a room  on  the  seventh  floor  for  a dollar.  I then 
travelled  all  over  the  city  by  elevated  railway.  Crossing  the  Brooklyn 
Suspension  Bridge  on  an  electric  train,  a man  told  me  the  train  only 
went  to  the  end  of  the  bridge. 

“Then  why  are  all  these  people  getting  on?”  I said. 

“Oh,”  he  said,  “it  is  a mile  across  the  bridge.”  I could  hardly  be- 
lieve it  and  wished  to  verify  it  on  the  way  back.  It  was  a long  walk 
on  a very  hot  day  and  there  was  no  shelter,  just  hot  steel  everywhere. 


, In  the  middle  of  the  bridge  there  was  a seat  and  I thought  of  taking  a 
rest,  but  on  approaching  it  I read  “For  Ladies  only.” 

I boarded  a German  liner,  the  Kaiser  Wilhelm  II.  In  the  middle  of 
; the  Atlantic  we  crossed  the  Gulf  Stream.  The  weather  got  very  warm 
and  there  was  not  a breath  of  wind.  In  the  boiler  room  the  heat  was 
: unbearable.  Two  of  the  stokers  jumped  overboard.  Lifebuoys  were 
thrown  out  and  the  ship  made  a big  circle  in  an  effort  to  pick  them 
i up.  But  they  had  disappeared  and  our  ship  went  on. 

Several  French-Canadian  priests  were  on  board.  One  of  them 
pointing  to  a man,  said  to  me  “He  is  an  atheist!  I had  an  argument 
with  him  today.” 

“Oh,  goodness,”  I said,  “He  is  my  room-mate.” 

I plagued  the  captain  until  I got  another  room. 

We  came  in  sight  of  the  Azores  and  I got  a glimpse  of  the  first 
mountain  I had  ever  seen,  the  great  volcano,  Teneriffe.  On  my  first 
| Friday  out  I did  not  go  to  the  dining-room  because  meat  was  being 
served.  The  steward  thought  I was  sick  and  hunted  all  over  for  me 
to  bring  me  something  to  eat.  I was  ashamed  to  tell  him  why  I did 
not  take  dinner  and  dodged  him  everywhere  until  at  last  he  dis- 
covered me. 

At  the  wharf  in  Genoa,  Mr.  (afterwards  Father)  Richardson,  an- 
other protege  of  Father  Cruise,  gave  me  a hearty  welcome.  I had 
studied  a little  Italian  before  leaving  Canada  and  was  able  to  make 
my  first  confession  in  that  language.  I found  Italian  very  easy  to 
learn  and  sonorous  to  the  ear.  Of  all  languages,  I think  it  is  the 
nicest. 

During  the  five  year  theological  course  we  had  occasion  to  visit 
many  Shrines  and  several  cities,  among  others  the  World’s  Fair,  in 
Turin  in  1898,  where  I saw  an  automobile  for  the  first  time,  a car 
powered  by  electric  batteries.  In  the  Cathedral  we  were  privileged 
to  see  the  Holy  Shroud,  which  had  enveloped  Christ’s  body  after  the 
Crucifixion,  with  the  double  image  of  His  Sacred,  Wounded  Body 
impressed  thereon.  Since  powerful  searchlights  were  playing  on  it, 
at  first  all  we  could  see  was  a white  sheet,  but  as  our  eyes  got  used  to 
the  glare  we  could  plainly  see  the  image  of  the  Sacred  Body.  Once  the 
Royal  Chapter  in  which  it  is  treasured  was  burned  but  the  Holy 
Shroud  was  miraculously  preserved.  One  corner  of  it  is  slightly 
charred,  no  doubt  to  prove  to  future  ages  the  truth  of  the  miracle. 
At  another  time,  when  a thief  tried  to  steal  it,  his  arm  became 
paralyzed. 
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In  1900  we  visited  Rome  to  make  the  Jubilee.  I will  never  forget  the 
thrill  of  seeing  a Pope  for  the  first  time.  It  was  Leo  XIII,  carried  on  his 
portable  throne  in  St.  Peter’s  through  cheering  crowds. 

During  the  first  few  years  in  Genoa  I had  no  intention  other 
than  of  returning  to  Toronto  after  ordination.  But,  after  study- 
ing in  Brignole  Sale,  a foreign  mission  Seminary,  and  having  read 
while  there  the  lives  of  Blessed  Perboyre  and  Blessed  Clet  both  of 
whom  laboured  in  China,  I felt  a desire  to  go  to  that  country.  Up 
until  then  I had  been  sedulously  preparing  for  the  ministry  in 
Canada;  and  foreseeing  argument  with  non-Catholics  who  knew 
the  Bible  well,  I began  to  learn  the  New  Testament  by  heart.  By  the 
time  I changed  my  mind  and  decided  to  go  to  China,  I had  memorized 
fifteen  chapters  of  St.  Matthew. 

I also  practised  preaching.  On  going  to  my  room  after  Mass  and 
meditation  I would  repeat  aloud  all  I could  remember  of  the  medita- 
tion. At  first  I could  recall  only  enough  matter  for  a five  minute  talk, 
but  by  degrees  I could  remember  more.  After  a while  the  forty-five 
minute  wait  before  breakfast  was  not  long  enough  to  get  in  all  I had 
to  say  on  the  subject.  This  was  a great  help  to  me,  not  only  in  preach- 
ing in  Canada,  but  also  in  China.  Towards  the  end  of  my  course  I 
preached  a sermon  to  the  seminarians  in  Italian  on  the  true  devotion 
to  the  Blessed  Virgin. 

We  had  a small  playground — too  small  to  play  regular  baseball. 
We  used  a softball,  a soft  rag  ball,  and  I had  the  job  of  keeping 
the  boys  supplied.  I also  polygraphed  the  moral  theology  professor’s 
notes,  giving  a copy  to  each  student.  The  lectures  were  all  in  Latin. 
I invented  a sort  of  shorthand  to  take  down  our  dogmatic  professor’s 
lectures  word  for  word;  but  I found  this  unnecessary  as  all  the  matter 
of  his  talks  could  be  found  in  his  twenty-five  published  works  which 
I possessed. 

For  six  months,  without  saying  a word  to  anyone,  I pondered  the 
weighty  decision  of  severing  connections  with  Toronto  Archdiocese. 
When  I did  reveal  the  secret,  I found  that  the  Superiors  of  the  Semin- 
ary were  not  adverse  to  the  idea.  The  Director  however,  told  me  that 
I had  better  get  permission  from  the  Archbishop  of  Toronto,  al- 
though this  was  not  absolutely  necessary  as  Toronto  was  at  that  time 
also  under  the  Propaganda.  I obtained  due  permission  from  Arch- 
bishop O’Connor  and  was  ordained  as  a subject  of  the  Sacred 
Congregation  of  Propaganda  Fide.  Before  subdeaconship  I took  the 
oath  to  go  and  stay  in  whatever  mission  the  Propaganda  would  send 
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me  to,  and  not  to  enter  any  Order  or  Congregation  without  its  per- 
mission. I could  have  been  sent  to  Toronto  and  I told  Archbishop 
O’Connor  so;  but  His  Grace  warned  me  that  that  was  not  likely. 

I “It  shows,”  I said,  “that  other  places  are  in  more  need  of  missionaries 
than  Toronto.” 

Father  Asinelli,  a missionary  from  Ning-po,  Chekiang  province, 
China,  paid  us  a visit.  His  stories  strengthened  my  vocation  for  China. 
He  taught  me  the  Hail  Mary  in  Chinese  and  invited  me  to  go  to  his 
part  of  China,  promising  to  accompany  me  there. 

I was  ordained  priest  on  July  14th,  1901,  by  Archbishop  Reggio, 
in  the  chapel  of  his  palace  in  Genoa.  I added  Mary  to  the  four  patron 
| saints  I had  already,  John  Andrew  in  Baptism,  and  Joseph  Sylvester 
in  Confirmation.  I now  met  with  a great  disappointment.  I had  in- 
tended to  go  directly  to  China  without  going  home  to  Canada,  when 
I learned  that  Father  Asinelli  had  already  left  for  China.  It  seems  he 
'received  sudden  orders  to  leave.  A departing  missionary  took  sick 
land  he  had  to  take  his  place  on  the  steamer  or  else  lose  the  reduced 
rate  offered.  The  Superior,  a kindly  and  saintly  man,  suggested  that 
since  I was  able  to  speak  Italian  well  enough  to  perform  the  work  of 
the  ministry  I should  remain  in  Italy  until  I could  communicate  with 
China.  I told  him  that  I knew  English  better  and  if  I had  to  delay  my 
departure  I would  prefer  to  put  in  the  time  in  Toronto. 

| The  next  difficulty  was  trying  to  get  my  fare  back  to  Canada.  I 
could  not  ask  that  from  the  Archbishop  of  Toronto  because  I no 
longer  belonged  to  his  diocese.  My  parents— to  whom  I cabled— 
did  not  have  sufficient  money.  Placing  my  trust  in  St.  Anthony, 
I visited  a number  of  churches,  twenty  in  all,  and  prayed  before  each 
altar  of  the  saint.  Every  day,  on  returning  to  the  Seminary,  I was 
disappointed.  Then  the  Superior  suggested  that  I apply  to  the  Rector 
of  the  Seminary.  Since  at  that  time  he  was  away  with  the  students  at 
summer  camp,  I made  the  trip  there  to  ask  him.  I knew  he  was  also 
a director  of  the  Holy  Childhood  and  might  possibly  lend  me  the 
money  from  the  funds  of  that  Association.  But  this  he  was  unable  to 
do.  As  I left  I met  a student  who  was  returning  to  America  and 
together  we  hurried  to  the  little  country  station  to  catch  the  train  back 
to  Genoa.  The  train  was  pulling  out  when  we  entered  the  station. 
The  station  master  rushed  to  the  engineer  and  stopped  the  train  until 
we  got  on.  The  seminarian  finally  offered  to  get  the  loan  of  enough 
money  to  pay  my  fare  from  New  York  to  Toronto.  But  how  to  get 
the  bigger  amount—  the  fare  to  New  York — was  the  question.  Any- 
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way,  I booked  passage  on  the  next  ship  leaving  Genoa. 

One  day,  on  returning  from  my  visit  to  the  churches,  the  Superior 
gave  me  the  welcome  news  of  his  having  received,  altogether  un- 
expectedly, a large  sum  of  money  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith. 
He  lent  me  a hundred  dollars  saying:  “You  know  your  theology. 
This  must  be  returned.”  I thanked  him  and  said  I would  refund  it 
with  interest.  “No,  just  the  principal,”  he  said. 

We  sailed  on  an  Italian  liner,  crowded  with  emigrants  going  to 
the  United  States.  We  had  intended  to  go  by  train  to  Naples  and 
board  the  ship  there,  but  the  captain  would  not  take  charge  of  my 
trunk;  I would  have  to  be  present  myself  to  put  it  on  board  the  next 
day. 

“But  we  are  leaving  for  Rome  tonight,”  I said.  Just  then  a long- 
shoreman came  running  up  and  offered  to  take  charge  of  it. 

We  visited  the  Shrines  in  Rome,  including  the  Coliseum,  where 
thousands  of  martyrs  had  shed  their  blood. 

I paid  a visit  to  the  Cardinal-Prefect  of  Propaganda  and  said  I 
desired  to  go  to  China.  “A  missionary  must  go  where  he  is  sent,” 
he  said. 

“I  know,”  I said,  “and  I am  ready  to  go  anywhere — to  Alaska  if 
need  be ; but  a missionary  may  manifest  a desire  to  go  to  a particular 
mission.” 

“Well,  where  are  you  going  now?” 

“To  Canada,  to  visit  my  parents.” 

“ Bon  viaggiol  Goody-bye!”  and  the  interview  was  ended. 

On  arriving  at  Naples  I seached  for  my  trunk.  It  was  not  on  the 
ship  nor  on  the  warehouse  on  the  dock.  Did  the  longshoreman  in 
Genoa  deceive  me  and  steal  my  trunk?  I had  nothing  to  show. 
Taking  a guide,  we  enquired  at  several  warehouses.  At  last  I spied  it 
and  rushed  to  drag  it  out,  but  the  caretaker  demanded  the  check. 

“I  have  none.  I was  not  in  Genoa  when  the  ship  left,”  I said,  and 
slipped  him  a tip.  Grumbling,  he  let  it  go. 

Five  years  previously  I had  visited  Naples  and  the  Naples  Cathedral 
with  some  American  seminarians,  shortly  after  the  blood  of  St. 
Januarius  had  liquefied.  The  priest  at  that  time  touched  the  sacred 
relic  to  our  lips  and  forehead;  and  to  show  us  that  it  had  really  lique- 
fied, he  inverted  the  container.  In  Shanghai  I once  met  Bishop  Mag- 
nani,  who  told  me  he  was  right  beside  the  relic  when  he  saw  the  con- 
gealed blood  bubble  up  and  turn  to  liquid. 

Since  there  was  a Mass  kit  on  board  I was  able  to  offer  Holy  Mass 
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almost  daily.  A bad  storm  prevented  me  but  once,  and  on  that  day 
almost  all  the  passengers  became  sick.  As  I am  a good  sailor,  the 
storm  did  not  affect  me. 

One  man,  a priest-hater,  lying  on  a sofa,  was  shouting  at  every 
lurch  of  the  ship  that  it  was  going  down.  I consoled  him,  saying  that 
there  was  nothing  to  fear  and  held  him  firmly  on  the  sofa  so  that  he 
would  not  roll  off.  A nun,  deathly  sick,  had  fallen  off  her  sofa  and 
was  rolling  like  a log  from  one  side  of  the  cabin  to  the  other.  Next 
day  the  anti-clerical  was  loud  in  his  praises  of  the  Canadian  priest 
who  had  treated  him  as  a mother  would  her  child  and  concluded  that 
ill  priests  were  “not  bad.” 

Because  I wore  the  soutane  and  distributed  sacred  pictures,  the 
Italians  became  very  friendly.  On  Sunday  I went  down  to  the  third 
class  quarters  to  offer  Mass  for  them;  they  were  not  allowed  to  come 
up  to  the  first  class  deck.  I said  the  last  Mass  on  board  that  ship  in 
'New  York  harbour  on  the  upper  deck,  where  all  passengers  were 
allowed  to  come  before  landing.  When  I changed  to  priest’s  attire 
from  soutane  I thought  I noticed  a coldness  toward  me  on  the  part  of 
the  Italian  Catholics.  I had  intended  to  wear  my  soutane  even  in 
Toronto,  but  the  Archbishop  would  not  hear  of  it.  I had,  however, 
the  pleasure  of  dressing  in  soutane  in  public  all  the  time  I was  in 
China. 

I crossed  Lake  Ontario  by  boat  and  was  met  at  the  Toronto  pier 
by  my  father.  He  seemed  sad,  as  they  all  were,  at  the  prospect  of  my 
leaving  again  soon  for  China.  During  the  fourteen  months  I spent  in 
Toronto  they  became  somewhat  resigned  to  the  idea. 

Vicar-General  McCann,  parish  priest  of  St.  Mary’s  Church,  kindly 
permitted  me  to  take  the  place  of  a curate  who  was  absent.  I spent 
six  months  in  my  home  parish  and  enjoyed  the  work  very  much. 
Besides  preaching  in  the  church  and  saying  Mass  at  Loretto  Abbey, 
1 was  given  a section  of  the  parish  to  visit. 

I was  bound  I would  get  everyone  to  come  to  Mass  on  Sunday.  If 
a man  was  negligent  about  doing  so,  or  remiss  in  making  his  Easter 
duty,  I would  call  on  him.  If  he  was  away  during  the  day,  I went  back 
at  night  to  see  him. 

“Have  you  the  Scapular?”  I would  enquire. 

“No,  I was  enrolled  when  a boy,  but  have  not  worn  it  for  a long 
time.” 

“No  wonder  you  became  careless,”  I would  say.  And  taking  a 
Scapular  from  my  pocket  I would  put  it  on  him,  then  and  there.  The 
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effect  was  often  like  magic.  The  sinner  would  immediately  promise 
to  go  to  Mass  and  sometimes  would  even  melt  into  tears.  I bought 
a hundred  copies  of  the  True  Devotion  by  St.  Louis  de  Montfort  and 
gave  them  to  the  Children  of  Mary,  of  whom  I had  charge.  (Not  long 
ago  a nun  wrote  to  me  saying  that  she  was  one  of  those  Children 
of  Mary.) 

I had  Mr.  Blake  of  Church  Goods  send  hundreds  of  catechisms  to 
Protestants  whose  names  and  addresses  I took  at  random  from  the 
Toronto  Directory.  In  this  way  I hoped  the  seed  would  fall  on  good 
soil  and  result  in  conversions. 

My  nephew,  Francis,  now  Bishop  Carrol  of  Calgary,  Alberta,  in- 
tended to  be  a priest  almost  from  his  infancy.  But  how  could  his 
widowed  mother  finance  his  education?  Imitating  Father  Cruise,  I 
taught  him  Latin.  Several  times  a week  he  came  five  miles  by  street 
car.  I also  got  him  to  distribute  catechisms  and  pamphlets  to  non- 
Catholics  in  their  homes. 

I prepared  the  children  for  First  Communion ; but  here  I met  with 
a snag.  The  rule  then  was  that  only  children  of  ten  or  eleven  years 
of  age  could  make  their  First  Communion.  I had  been  taught 
differently  in  Italy.  According  to  Theology  I had  learned  there  I 
thought  it  right  to  permit  a nine-year-old  to  come  to  the  instruction. 
I did  not  dare  let  the  eight-year,  much  less  the  seven-year-old  children, 
come.  The  Sister  Superior  objected  strongly  and  said  she  would  tell 
the  parish  priest  if  I insisted.  I did  insist  and  she  reported  me.  The 
parish  priest  came  to  the  next  instruction. 

“Oh,  such  a crowd  of  children !”  he  exclaimed.  “How  old  are  you?” 
(to  one  of  them.) 

“Nine.” 

“Get  out.  And  you?”  (to  another.) 

“Nine.” 

“Get  out.  All  those  under  ten  leave  the  church.” 

Half  the  little  ones  made  a rush  for  the  door.  I was  grieved  to  see 
my  little  lambs,  who  desired  so  much  to  receive  Our  Lord,  being 
refused.  “ Parvuli  petierunt  panem  et  non  erat  qui  frangerat  eis .”  (The 
little  ones  asked  for  bread  and  there  was  no  one  to  break  it  to  them.) 

The  parish  priest,  however,  made  amends  some  years  later  when 
St.  Pius  X ordered  Holy  Communion  to  be  given  to  little  children 
who  had  come  to  the  use  of  reason.  At  a priests’  conference,  in  the 
presence  of  the  Archbishop,  he  arose  and  said:  “Father  Fraser,  who 
is  now  in  China,  preached  that  in  my  parish  long  ago.” 
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I prepared  a class  in  Confirmation  in  order  that  no  one  should 
miss  the  graces  conferred  by  this  Sacrament,  I scoured  my  district 
for  candidates  and  found  quite  a few  adults  who  had  never  been  con- 
firmed, some  up  in  years.  When  His  Grace  saw  the  crowd  of  adults 
he  was  greatly  surprised,  thinking  that  they  were  converts,  until 
the  Vicar-General  explained  the  reason. 

I designed  illumination  for  the  Blessed  Virgin’s  altar — a rosary  of 
electric  lights  to  surround  her  statue.  The  Vicar-General  was  greatly 
pleased  with  the  effect. 

When  Father  William  returned,  and  I was  no  longer  needed  at 
St.  Mary’s,  His  Grace  asked  me  to  live  at  St.  Michael’s  Cathedral. 
Here  I gave  the  final  instructions  to  a First  Communion  class  and 
had  them  all  resolved  to  go  to  Holy  Communion  at  least  once  a week. 
I conducted  them  around  the  Stations  of  the  Cross,  explaining  each 
Station  as  we  went  along.  A lady  present  was  much  edified ; it  was 
the  first  time  she  had  seen  it  done  in  that  way. 

At  the  Confirmation  ceremony  which  followed  First  Communion 
His  Grace  asked  a little  girl:  “How  often  should  a good  Catholic  go 
to  Communion?” 

“Once  a week,”  she  said  promptly  and  loud  enough  for  everyone 
in  the  big  church  to  hear. 

“Well,  I would  not  say  that,”  said  His  Grace.  “Once  a month.” 

I saw  all  my  instruction  on  the  benefits  of  weekly  Communion  go 
by  the  board. 

“Did  you  hear  what  His  Grace  said?”  I asked  the  curate,  Father 
Canning. 

“Yes,  and  I did  not  like  it  a bit,”  he  replied. 

Father  Mclntee  of  St.  Joseph’s  Church,  Leslie  St.,  was  ill  and  on 
the  point  of  going  to  a sanatorium.  His  Grace  asked  me  if  I would 
mind  going  to  the  parish  to  help.  I had  already  spent  a month  at 
St.  Michael’s  Cathedral.  Before  leaving  I was  bound  I would  vindi- 
cate the  instruction  I had  given  to  the  children  on  weekly  Communion. 
For  that  purpose  I bought  at  Blake’s  a hundred  copies  of  Bishop  De 
Segur’s  “Once  A Week”  and  distributed  them  to  the  St.  Michael’s 
school  children. 

I spent  the  last  seven  months  of  my  sojourn  in  Canada  at  St. 
Joseph’s.  In  the  meantime  I had  written  to  China,  and  received  a 
cablegram  inviting  me  to  come.  But  I needed  also  authorization  from 
Rome.  On  account  of  slow  mail  service  in  those  days  it  was  over  a 
year  before  I had  all  the  letters  and  documents  necessary  for  taking 
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up  my  missionary  work  as  a secular  priest  in  China. 

While  at  St.  Joseph’s  I had  to  assist  Father  Mclntee  at  early  Mass 
on  Sundays,  and  then  say  the  nine  and  eleven  o’clock  Masses,  preach- 
ing at  each.  It  was  about  one  o’clock  before  I could  take  breakfast. 
A committe  of  laymen  took  care  of  the  finances.  All  I had  to  do  was 
to  look  after  the  spiritualities.  The  parish  counted  1500  souls  and  I 
set  out  to  visit  every  one  of  them.  I found  a “status  animarum” 
(parish  register)  and  entered  all  names,  ages,  sacraments  received, 
and  so  forth,  adding  notes  in  red  ink.  I heard  later,  when  I was  in  China, 
that  my  successor,  Father  Canning,  had  shown  it  to  the  Archbishop, 
who  exhibited  it  at  the  next  conference  of  the  clergy,  and  told  them 
he  wanted  a similar  register  kept  in  every  parish.  Father  Canning 
was  delighted  with  it  as  it  contained  all  necessary  information  up-to- 
date. 

I visited  not  only  every  Catholic  family  in  the  parish  but  also  called 
at  many  houses  inquiring  if  any  Catholics  lived  there.  I found  one 
old  woman  seventy-two  years  old  who  had  been  a Catholic  until  she 
was  eight  years  old  and  was  then  brought  up  a Protestant.  One  woman 
said  “No!”  and  threatened  to  shoot  me  if  I ever  came  again.  I got 
a non-Catholic  couple  interested  in  the  Faith  and  gave  them  the  book 
“Pepper  and  Salt”,  a controversial  book  which  was  written  to  convert 
non-Catholics  to  the  Faith.  They  weren’t  converted,  at  least  not  then. 
When  I paid  them  a second  visit  they  told  me  that  it  was  a very  dry 
book. 

Once,  when  I was  walking  with  Father  Mclntee,  we  passed  a row 
of  cottages. 

“The  Catholics,”  I remarked,  “generally  are  poor.  There  ought  to 
be  some  living  in  those  little  houses.” 

“No.  There  is  not  one,”  he  said.  “I’ll  give  you  a dollar  if  you  can 
find  one.” 

I took  him  at  his  word  and  visited  the  whole  row.  In  one  house  I 
found  an  old  man  and  his  daughter,  Catholics,  who  had  long  neglected 
their  duty.  Father  Mclntee  gave  me  the  dollar. 

Sister  Geraldine,  a sister  of  mine,  was  teaching  in  St.  Joseph’s 
School.  I used  to  distribute  sacred  pictures  to  all  the  pupils  there. 
“Don’t  do  that,”  she  said,  “give  them  only  to  the  best  pupils.” 

“No,”  I said,  “I  will  give  them  to  all.  Then  they  will  all  love  me 
and  will  do  whatever  I tell  them  to  do.” 

I had  a number  of  sick  calls  to  make.  One  in  particular  was  interest- 
ing, a woman,  very  sick — dying.  1 hastened  to  go.  Noticing  a bottle 
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of  Lourdes  water  on  my  desk,  I took  it  with  me.  As  I entered  the  sick 
room  they  were  about  to  give  her  a sip  of  water.  I said,  “Wait  a minute, 
I have  some  Lourdes  water  here.”  I gave  her  a spoonful. 

The  doctor  had  been  hastily  summoned.  She  had  been  his  patient 
for  some  time.  He  examined  her  and  was  quite  vexed,  saying,  “Why 
did  you  call  me?  I find  her  much  better.”  As  he  was  a Protestant, 
we  did  not  tell  him  what  happened.  She  wished  to  get  up  but  was  not 
allowed  to  do  so.  Next  day,  paying  her  a visit,  I found  her  in  the 
garden,  hanging  out  her  washing. 

On  receipt  of  authorization  from  the  Sacred  Congregation  of 
Propaganda  Fide,  Rome,  to  go  to  China,  I announced  my  intention 
to  depart.  The  parish  sent  a delegation  to  the  Archbishop  asking  him 
to  retain  me  at  St.  Joseph’s. 

“Father  Fraser  does  not  belong  to  the  diocese  and  is  bent  on  going 
To  China,”  he  told  them.  “Besides,  a Bishop  cannot  give  orders  to 
his  priests  as  a general  does  to  his  soldiers.” 

“Oh,”  they  said.  “We  thought  he  could!” 

His  Grace  asked  me  if  I had  my  fare  to  China.  I replied  in  the 
negative.  I had  spent  all  the  money  I had  received  on  the  distribution 
of  Catholic  literature  and  so  forth.  His  Grace  told  Father  Cruise, 
the  Chancellor,  to  pay  my  fare  if  I could  not  otherwise  obtain  it. 
However,  the  parishioners  arranged  a send-off  and  presented  me  with 
a cheque  for  three  hundred  dollars.  I then  advised  the  Chancellor 
that  I had  received  the  required  amount.  Father  Cruise  added  an 
I alms  to  it. 

My  sister  Isabella,  Francis’  mother,  came  to  see  me.  “It’s  all  up 
with  Francis  now,”  she  said.  “If  you  go  to  China,  he  cannot  be  a 
priest.  Nobody  will  take  an  interest  in  him.  He  will  have  to  go  to 
work.” 

But  I was  determined  that  this  would  not  happen.  The  next  day  I 
brought  Francis  to  Father  Teefy,  Superior  of  St.  Michael’s  College. 
He  accepted  Francis  as  a student,  free  of  charge,  when  I explained 
the  circumstances  to  him. 

Isabella  told  me  that  my  mother  was  very  sad  and  that  she  was 
making  a Novena,  going  to  Mass  and  Communion  every  day,  that  I 
might  change  my  mind  and  not  go  to  China. 

“Well,  we’ll  see,”  I said,  “which  of  us  will  win  out.” 

Afterwards  mother  told  me  that  her  Novena  was  not  to  prevent 
me  going  to  China  but  only  that  I would  have  a safe  journey. 

TO  BE  CONTINUED 
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viewpoint 


THE  WAY,  THE  TRUTH,  THE  LIFE 

Our  divine  Lord  came  on  earth  “to  seek  and  to  save  that  which 
was  lost,  to  enlighten  them  that  sit  in  darkness  and  in  the  shadow 
of  death,  to  direct  our  feet  into  the  way  of  peace.”  He  proclaimed 
this  mighty  mission  when  He  called  out  to  all  men:  “I  am,”  He 

said,  “the  way,  the  truth  and  the  life come  follow  Me.”  And 

we  indeed  follow  Him  when  in  our  lives  we  echo  this  same  call  to 
men  who  “sit  in  darkness  and  in  the  shadow  of  death.”  Some  do 
this  by  becoming  priests;  the  vast  majority,  however,  do  this  as 
laymen  in  whatever  state  of  life  they  find  themselves. 

He  who  becomes  an  ordained  missionary  becomes  “another 
Christ”,  receiving  the  powers  of  Christ  but  using  them  within  the 
limits  prescribed  by  Christ.  He,  like  Christ,  is  the  way,  the  truth, 
the  life;  the  way,  clearly  defined;  the  truth,  brightly  illumined;  the 
life,  lived  in  union  with  Christ  its  Author  and  extended  to  men 
for  their  salvation.  And  as  he  moves  through  the  dense  and  torrid 
jungles  of  Africa,  or  among  the  teeming  poverty-stricken  millions 
of  India,  or  is  held  immobile  in  captivity  in  some  frozen  Siberian 
prison-camp,  he  is  always  “another  Christ”  calling  to  those  around 
him:  “I  am  the  way,  the  truth  and  the  life.”  And  the  closer  he 
models  himself  after  Christ,  the  more  earnestly  can  he  make  this 
claim. 

What  a signal  honor  it  is  for  each  and  every  Catholic  to  assist 
such  a man,  to  be  his  co-worker,  to  love  him,  to  aid  him  by  posi- 
tive action,  never  to  hinder  him  in  the  least  from  carrying  out  his 
work  for  God. 

If  our  divine  Saviour  found  words  to  commend  those  who  did 
good  “to  one  of  [His]  least”  as  doing  it  to  Himself,  who  can  mea- 
sure His  praise  of  those  who  do  good  to  him  who  as  “another 
Christ”  stands  mediator  between  God  and  men  and  through  whose 
instrumentality  men  receive  the  wonderful  graces  of  the  Sacra- 
ments? 

And  to  the  extent  that  a layman  fulfills  this  duty,  realizes  it  in 
his  own  life,  to  that  extent  will  he  also  follow  Christ  and  be 
blessed  by  God. 

by  the 
editor 
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Protestants  Reject 
Red  China  Recognition 


Some  7,437  clergymen  across  the 
United  States,  representing  virtually 
every  Protestant  denomination,  have 
registered  their  opposition  to  the 
resolution  adopted  by  the  World  Or- 
der Study  Conference  of  the  National 
Council  of  Churches  of  Christ  last 
November  calling  for  United  States 
recognition  of  the  Peiping  regime  and 
its  admission  to  the  United  Nations. 

I These  7,437  clergymen  represented  87 
per  cent  of  the  8,572  American 
! Protestant  church  leaders  who  have 
thus  far  responded  to  an  invitation  to 
make  known  their  views  on  the  ques- 
tion of  U.S.  relations  with  the  Peiping 
regime  in  a nation-wide  poll  conduct- 
ed by  the  Clergymen’s  Committee  of 
the  Committee  of  One  Million.  Only 
963,  or  11  per  cent,  were  in  favor  of 
the  resolution  while  two  per  cent  had 
no  opinion  or  did  not  commit  them- 
selves either  way. 

The  Clergymen’s  Committee  of  the 
Committee  of  One  Million,  an  organ- 
ization dedicated  to  mobilizing  Ameri- 
can public  opinion  against  the  admis- 
sion of  the  Chinese  Communists  to  the 
United  Nations  and  the  recognition  of 
the  Peiping  regime  by  the  United 
l States,  comprises  five  members : Bishop 
Fred  Pierce  Corson,  Rev.  Norman  Vin- 
cent Peale,  Rev.  Daniel  A.  Poling, 
Bishop  Herbert  Welch,  and  Rep.  Wal- 
ter H.  Judd  (R.  Minn.). 

A statement  read  at  a press  con- 
ference given  in  New  York  on  Jan.  19 
by  Rev.  Daniel  A.  Poling,  editor  of  the 
Christian  Herald  and  chairman  of  the 


executive  council  of  the  All-American 
Conference  to  combat  Communism, 
said  that  the  resolution  adopted  by  the 
world  order  study  conference  “does 
not  represent  the  thinking  of  the  over- 
whelming majority  of  American  Prot- 
estants, clergy  and  lay.”  The  resolu- 
tion, the  statement  continued,  “is  in- 
consistent not  only  with  the  standards 
of  the  United  Nations  but  also  with  the 
clear  principles  of  morality  and  Chris- 
tian faith.”  It  must  be  taken  as  merely 
the  point  of  view  of  those  delegates 
who  voted  for  it,  the  statement  stressed. 
In  passing  the  resolution,  the  statement 
charged,  the  world  order  study  confer- 
ence did  not  mention  a word  about  the 
Chinese  Communists’  relentless  drive 
toward  atheism;  about  the  Peiping 
regime’s  continued  purges  which  have 
slaughtered  millions  of  the  Chinese 
people;  about  its  torture  and  imprison- 
ment of  Protestants  and  other  religious 
martyrs;  about  its  continued  imprison- 
ment of  American  servicemen;  about 
its  open  aggressive  action  against  its 
neighbors  and  the  United  States;  and 
its  defiance  of  the  United  Nations. 

Marvin  Liebman,  Secretary  of  the 
Committee  of  One  Million,  comment- 
ing on  the  results  of  the  poll,  said  that 
it  effectively  placed  the  overwhelming 
majority  of  the  American  Protestant 
community  on  record  as  firmly  oppos- 
ed to  any  steps  “which  would  build  the 
power  or  prestige  of  Communist  China 
to  the  detriment  of  our  material  secur- 
ity and  of  freedom  in  the  world.” 

Chinese  News  Service , N.Y. 


Scarboro  Missions  5 


ottings 

\oy  EUGENE  G-.  DOYLE,  S.fM. 


With 


the  little  car  in  low  gear  I nosed 
it  cautiously  down  the  bank  and  into 
Dry  River’s  eight  inches  of  water.  Be- 
neath, the  loose  stones  made  the  cross- 
ing bumpy,  and  I breathed  a sigh  of  re- 
lief as  I made  it  to  the  further  side  and 
up  to  the  road  again. 

Sandy  Bay,  seven  miles  north  of 
Georgetown,  was  my  destination  and 
the  rough  road  made  careful  driving  im- 
perative. Finally  after  many  ups  and 
downs  mixed  in  with  the  twists  and  turns 
I stopped  the  car  beside  a pile  of  arrow- 
root.  I continued  afoot  along  little  more 
than  a pathway  through  this  village, 
built  on  the  side  of  a hill,  and  arrived  at 
the  very  humble  home  of  Mrs.  Matilda 
Roberts.  There  I was  to  celebrate  Mass 
in  a small  room  in  her  house  built  on 
stilts. 

A group  of  people,  mostly  women 
and  children,  was  awaiting  me  as  I 
entered  a room  about  nine  feet  square. 
On  one  side  was  a small  table,  which 
would  serve  as  the  altar.  A few  benches 
and  chairs  were  crowded  into  the  rest 
of  the  room.  At  first  the  children  were 
very  shy  but  they  became  increasingly 
interested  and  curious  as  I prepared  the 
altar  for  Mass.  At  such  close  quarters 
their  sharp  dark  eyes  missed  nothing. 
While  arranging  the  vestments  on  the 
altar  I held  a very  informal  catechism 
class.  Individually  they  were  too  shy  to 
answer  questions,  but  as  a group  they 
rimed  off  the  answers. 


Soon  they  were  singing  the  Lourdes’ 
hymn,  and  as  all  joined  in  singing  the 
“Ave,  Ave,  Ave  Maria”  stolid  faces 
broke  into  smiles,  eyes  sparkled,  while 
outside  at  the  windows  and  doors  people 
crowded  around  to  see  what  was  going 
on.  They  were  becoming  accustomed  to 
the  new  priest. 

After  a brief  review  of  the  sacrament 
of  Penance  and  how  to  go  to  Confession, 
I went  into  the  next  room  and  one  by 
one  they  came. 

As  I started  Mass  the  little  room  was 
really  jammed  and  those  in  front  pressed 
against  the  altar.  Moving  the  few  inches 
to  the  side  of  the  altar  at  the  Offertory, 
to  put  wine  and  water  in  the  chalice,  a 
few  leaned  back  to  give  me  elbow  room ; 
and  when  I made  the  various  genuflec- 
tions those  behind  made  room  for  the 
back  thrust  of  my  foot. 

After  Mass  one  woman  took  up  the 
collection  in  a saucer,  and  handed  the 
twelve  cents  to  me.  Then  Mrs.  Roberts 
called  me  aside.  She  explained  that  there 
would  be  some  little  expenses  incurred 
in  bringing  the  children  to  Georgetown 
for  Confirmation  on  the  Bishop’s  next 
visit.  Yes,  two  dollars  and  fifty  cents 
would  be  just  enough,  she  agreed,  as  1 
added  the  difference  to  the  twelve  cents 
which  1 had  not  as  yet  put  in  my  pocket. 

Breakfast  was  very  welcome.  It  con- 
sisted of  an  egg,  bread,  coffee  and  hot 
milk.  With  my  bag  packed  I was  making 
my  way  back  to  the  road  when  Mrs. 
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This  small  room  in  Mrs.  Roberts  house  serves  as  a temporary  chapel. 
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Breakfast  of  an  egg,  bread,  coffee  and  hot  milk  was  very  welcome. 
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Josephine  Breckin  asked  me  to  bring  her 
a rosary  on  my  next  visit.  She  wanted 
a blue  one  if  possible  and  if  not  blue  then 
white.  Mrs.  Ivy  Baptiste  made  the  same 
request ; she  also  preferred  blue. 

It  had  been  raining  during  Mass  and 
I was  concerned  as  to  how  high  the 
water  would  be  at  the  crossing  of  the 
; Dry  River.  The  sky  was  still  overcast  as 
; I took  a picture  of  the  humble  house  on 
stilts,  and  returned  to  Georgetown. 

No,  the  water  was  not  too  high  in  the 
Dry  River,  and  I made  the  trip  safely. 
* * * 

T he  good  people  of  Sandy  Bay,  on  the 
, northeast  coast  of  St.  Vincent,  are 
Caribs,*  descendants  of  those  who  in- 
habited the  island  before  the  Europeans 
arrived  and  eventually  controlled  the 
island.  The  Caribs  have  suffered,  and  in 
the  early  days  resented  the  Europeans. 
Many  battles  were  fought,  treaties  and 
promises  were  made — and  not  always 
kept.  Today  most  of  the  Caribs  are  very 
poor,  owning  little  land. 

In  the  year  1675,  while  the  slave  trade 
was  going  on  between  Africa  and  Ameri- 
ca and  the  West  Indies,  one  of  the  ships 
carrying  slaves  sank  between  the  island 
of  Bequia  and  St.  Vincent.  Many  of  the 
Africans  reached  shore  and  were  kindly 
received  by  the  Caribs  and  as  time  went 
on  a number  of  them  married  Carib 
women.  The  children  of  these  parents, 
because  of  their  complexion,  were  called 
Black  Caribs.  The  complexion  of  the 
original  Carib  is  yellow. 

The  Caribs  of  Sandy  Bay  are  known 
to  be  very  brave  and  capable  fishermen. 
They  will  launch  their  canoes  in  very 
rough  weather  (weather  in  which  the 

*See  “ Caribbean  Tragedy ” by  Michael 
O'Kane , S.KM.  July- Aug,  1958 . 


fishermen  of  the  other  parts  of  the  island 
would  refuse  to  leave  shore)  and  make 
long  trips  in  very  small  boats. 

* * * 

T he  sons  of  St.  Benedict  have  spread 
throughout  the  world,  and  their  mon- 
asteries are  “power-houses”  of  prayer. 
From  time  to  time,  in  answer  to  an 
urgent  plea,  they  have  taken  over  mis- 
sionary work.  It  was  to  the  Monastery 
of  Mount  St.  Benedict,  Trinidad,  that 
the  call  went  out  nearly  forty  years  ago 
for  priests  for  work  on  St.  Vincent.  They 
responded  nobly,  and  for  four  decades 
one,  two,  or  three  Benedictines  spread 
the  Faith  in  this  Caribbean  isle. 

When  it  was  realized  that  three  priests 
(and  the  Rt.  Rev.  Father  Abbott  of 
Mount  St.  Benedict  could  not  spare 
more)  were  not  sufficient  for  the  mis- 
sionary needs  of  St.  Vincent,  Scarboro 
Missionaries  were  invited  to  carry  on 
the  work  of  the  Benedictines.  Thus  it 
came  about  that  there  are  now  four  of 
us  labouring  on  this  tropical  isle,  and 
it  is  hoped  that  in  the  not  too  distant 
future  there  will  be  at  least  seven  priests 
— the  minimum  number  required — and 
eventually  eleven  missionaries  to  carry 
on  the  work  here. 

It  was  our  very  good  fortune  that  two 
fine  Benedictines,  Father  Dom  Placid 
Ganteaume,  O.S.B.,  and  Father  Dom 
Anselm  van  der  Heydt,  O.S.B.,  remained 
with  us  for  several  months  and  did  every- 
thing in  their  power  to  aid  us  in  the 
transition  period.  At  a special  ceremony, 
at  which  the  Lord  Abbot  was  present, 
the  people  of  St.  Vincent  bade  them  a 
sorrowful  farewell.  Father  Placid  and 
Father  Anselm,  and  all  the  Benedictines, 
have  a lasting  place  in  their  hearts  and 
in  the  hearts  of  us,  too. 
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OUR  LADY  STRIKES! 


On  November  7th,  1958,  there  took 
place  inside  Russia  two  significant 
events  that  stress  the  continuance  of  the 
struggle  to  the  death  between  godless 
Communism  and  the  Church  of  Christ. 
For  on  that  day,  as  grim  evidence  of  his 
determination  that  “we  Communists 
will  bury  you”,  Khrushchev  reviewed  a 
gigantic  march-past  in  Moscow’s  Red 
Square  to  commemorate  the  forty-first 
anniversary  of  Russia’s  enslavement, 
and  many  “underground”  victims  of 
Communist  persecution  learned  with 
joy  of  Our  Lady’s  promise  of  Russia’s 
ultimate  conversion. 

Leaflets  telling  the  story  of  Fatima 
were  secretly  distributed  by  the  courag- 
eous men  and  women  who  make  up  the 
Russian  underground  movement,  the 
Russian  Revolutionary  Forces  (R.R.F.). 
Treasured  by  their  fortunate  recipients 
as  a message  of  hope  of  ultimate  de- 
liverance from  slavery,  these  leaflets  are 
feared  by  the  Communist  Secret  Police 
as  more  dangerous  than  Western  Hydro- 


gen Bombs.  They  were  distributed  not 
only  in  Moscow  but  throughout  the 
length  and  breadth  of  the  Soviet  Union. 
Here  is  the  thrilling  story  of  “Operation 
Fatima”. 

Successive  Failures 

About  one  year  ago  the  Western 
Headquarters  of  the  R.R.F.  received 
from  an  American  housewife  in  Vir- 
ginia a letter  containing  a small  dona- 
tion towards  the  continuance  of  the 
underground  struggle.  Attached  was  a 
leaflet  with  the  story  of  the  apparitions 
at  Fatima  and  the  lady  asked  if  it  would 
be  possible  to  have  the  leaflet  translated 
into  Russian  and  circulated  secretly  as 
a message  of  hope  to  the  enslaved  peo- 
ple. The  R.R.F.  is  not  a religious  organ- 
ization. They  had  never  heard  the  story 
of  Fatima  but  were  deeply  impressed. 
Contact  was  established  with  their 
Group  Leaders  in  Southern  Russia  who 
were  asked  if  they  would  agree  to  cir- 
culate the  leaflet.  Such  an  agreement 
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Facsimile  of  leaflet 
now  secretly 
circulated  in 
Russia.  Text  gives 
essentials  of  the 
Message  given  at 
Fatima,  Portugal 
by  our  Lady  on 
the  13th  day  of  six 
consecutive 
months  May 
through  October 
in  1917. 

! 


(&ATHMCKOE  AO  ! 

- Bepyromufc: ! 13-ro  siaa  1917  roAa  b ja.leKofi  IIopTvraJiim,Tpoe 
MaaeHbKHx  Aeieft  no  nMemi  JIioch  , fliymTa  h $paH[;ncKo . man  hb 
cbooiI  MajieHLKoft  ^epeBj  uiKii  AjibmycTpeJib , okojio  ropoAa  $axHMa 
k nacT6inuy.  Bbu  xoponiHii  MaftcKHH aohi>  ii  He6o  6bi.io  hchhm.  He- 
OHCHjaHHo  nepex  AexbMii  iioHBHJiacb  b ocjienmejii.iiOM  cBeie  meHmn  - 
»a,  KOTopaa  CKaaajia  iim  «He6oiTreeb  ! H Bac  He  TpoHy ! » « Otkjvpi 
Tbi?»  cupocHJia  JIioch,  KOTopoft  6biJio  10  jict.  «HcHeCa!»  oxBexHJia 
aceHipiiHa.  «Tlxo-vKeTbi  xoieuib  ox  Hac?  » cnpocHJia  onaxb  JIkich. 
«fl  xoay  axo-Cbi  b xeneHnn  5-th  c.TC;iyioiu,nx  Mecan,eB  kiukaofo  13-ro 
HHCJia  Bbi  npuxo/injui-obi  cio.xa ! fl  hbji Kicb Ban  ncero jihuii.  G pas! » 
« A a xonee  dyAy  he  Hede?»  ,3anpociiJia  coexpaxosi  JIioch,  «JI,a  xbi 
6y/ieiuh! » oTBeTHJia  meHmiiHa  b chhhhh,«  II  flnpHTa  H$paHi;ncKO?» 
« II  ohh  xoace  6yjiyx ! Ho  tojibko  H hx  B03bMy  k cede  c.Kopee  nm xe(5a! » 
BepHyBuincb  k cede  b AepeBHict  ,,xexn  pacaasajiH  crapranM  o xom  hxo 
ohh  BimaJiH.  B CKopoM  BpeMeHH  bch  cxpaHa  ii  BJiacxn  3HaJiH  o6  stom 
ay,a,e.  Bxo  BpeMa  B'lIopxyrajmH  dbuo  npaBineJibCTBO,  aoxopoe  npec 
JICAOBaJIO  II,epKOBb  H dOJIblHHHCTBO  CBameHHHKOB  dblJIO  B H3raHIIH 
iijih  XBopbMe-iteTeS  noABeprjm  cxporoMy  Aonpocy  h y rpoacaJiir  hm  3any- 
riiaaa  CMepxhio , ho  ohh  HacxaiiBaJiH  Ha  tom  hxo. ohh  cKa3ajranpaBAy. 
HaKoaeu  Hacryniuio  12  OKiaopa  1917  ro^a ....  «Ecjiii  aasTpane 
hbhtch  BoropoaHn,a,MbinorH6aH»,cKa3a^HpoAHTeJiiiAeTeB.  13-ro 
OKxafipa  He  CMOTpa  Ha  cxpaoiHbifi  Jiimenb  n BeTep,  do.iee  70.000  ae- 
jioeeK  Bepyiomux  h JiiodonbiTHbix  noiHJM  k MecTy  r^e  HBHJiacb  ac- 
thm  BoropoAHna.  B HaaaJie  tojibko  acth  yBH,xcjiH  Ee . «CKaJKHiiM», 
CKa3ajia  AeBOHKe  npecBaxaa  JlfiBA,  «nycTb  Mne  nocxpoiox  3^ecb  xpaM 
Baecxb  Moio!  IlycTb  mojihtch  eace^HCPHO  h nepecxaHyTxyjiHTbBora. 
Boitaa  CKopo  KOHiiTca  h cojiAaTbi  BepHyTca  aomoH!  H o nycTb  b c e 
ncnpaBaxca  h npocai  npomeana  rpexoB  cbohx  . . . .»  _ CaasaB  sth 
cjioBa  OHa  Haaajia  Gbicxpo  noAHHMaxbcn  k He6ecaM , « nocMOTpiiTe 
Ha  coJiHpe ! » Bflpyr  BCKpnKHyjia  JIioch.  H bot  ^ecaxKH  Tbicaa  jugaciI 
KOTopbie  ,t.o  toi’o  MOMeHxa  ne  aaMeaajui  Hiriero  ,hcho  ybhaejih  Boacbe 
3HaM6Hbe  - aojkai*  cpaay  ocxaHOBnaca  HCKB03b  npodea  b oCjiaaax 
BceMH  u,BeTaMH  paAy.ru,  cjiobho  cepedpnHHbin,  sacna.x  ^hck  cojmu,a! 
Tojma  ynajia  Ha  KOJieHH  h naaajia  MOJiHTbca. . . MHorae  HeBepyib- 
mne  Bcefi  ayuioii  noBepajin  b PocnoAa  Bora  . Bo  BpeMa  cbohx 
npe,xbi^ym,nx  aBaeHHH^exaM  , Maxepb  Boikhh  npe^cKaaajia  OKxafip 
CKyio  peBOJnou,HK)  b Pocchhh  Bee  ywacbi  KOMBJiacTii , paBHO  KaKH  m y- 
HeHiinKyio  CMepTb  II,  a p a HiiKOJian  BToporo  cEro  ceMeScTBOM. 
IIpe,T,eKa3aJia  Om  a CTpamHoe  roHenHe  Ha  PyccKyio  II,epKOBb  h HA- 
KOHED,  H TO  BTO  POCCHH  H PYCCKH^  HAPOA  BY^YT 
CHACEHBI  HEPE3  B03BPAIU,EHIIE  HA  H Y T B XPHCTA  ! 
-Hth 3to  ayAecHoe  aBJieHHe  BoroposHU,bi , ceroAHa  cothh  Ti.icaa 
.XpHCTiiaH  bo  BceM  Miipe  Moaaxca  o HameM  cnaceHHH  o f6e36o>KHoft 
BJiacTH,  CeroAHH  aojii’  Bcex  Bepyiomux  3Aeci»  h a Poahhc  , hihpoko 
ocBeAOMHTb  Ham  HapoA  o ‘I'axuM ckom  lIvAe,  KOTopoeacno  yKa3biBaeT 
HaM  nyib  k ciiaceHino  ! Ka3aHCKaa  hjih  Ko3eabmaHCKaa  , Kypctcaa 
H.ra  'I'axHMCKiia  - Ohe  ecib  OAHa  h Ta-me,  MaTb  XpucTa  CnacnxeJia 
Hamero  ii  HamaHeCecHaa  3am,axHini,a!  Bepyiomne ! Mojinxecb  o cna- 
ceHHH OieaecTBa;  namero  B com  h a octhboA  BoropoAnn,e! 

MocKBa  1958  r.  f 

RRF 


«HeiiMaMbiiiHbia  noMomw  , He  iiMaMbi  HHbitf 
HaAemAbi  , paane  Tefie,  npeancTaa  ,ZI,eBo  :Tbi 
hem  H0M03II  : Ha  TeCe  HaAeeMca  h T06010 
xBaaiiiica  : TboiiGo  ecbMbi  paoii , Aa  HeuocTbi- 
Ahmch 


« Hapnue  moh  npe6jiaran  HaAemAO 
moh  BoropoAHii,e,npHHTeAHme  CHpbix  HCTpaH- 
Hbix  npeACTaxejibHnne  caopSamux  paAOCTe , 
o6hahmmx  noKpoBHTejibHnn,e, spmun  Moio6e- 
Ay , 3pnmH  mo»  cKopfib ; noM03n  mh  a k 0 He- 
MOmny  ,OKOpMH  MH  HKO  expaHHa  , OGlIAylttOK) 
Been , pa3pemH  xy  hko  boahhih  : bko  He  HMaMbi 
HHbia  noMom,H , paane  Te6e.  hh  HHbia  npeAC- 
TaTejibHHU.biTOKMO  Te6e  , 0 BoroMaTH,  hko  Aa 

COXpaHHIUH  MH  IIOKUbieiilH  B 0 B 6 K H BeKOB 

aMHHb » Tan  mohhjich  110  0 JieT  Ham 

HapoA , ii  TaK  oh  6}'act  mojihtch  b o b e k ii 
BeKOB  BonpeKH  BuHruc  - XaHaM  , PHT.xepaM , 
coBeTCKHM  najiaaaM  h CTaparomnMca  h bi  h e 
oceA.xaTb  Becb  Miip  ,)'hhhto>khr  XpHCTiiaHCTBo. 
x eMHHM  c ii  ji  a m I TaK  Monaibca 
GopHCb  3ac  B0  60Ay  Pocchh  H «PPC»  - 
PoCCHiiCKHe  PeBOAK)H,HOHHfcie  C H JI  bi 


was  vital  since  any  printed  matter  not 
authorized  by  the  Soviets  was  regarded 
as  “counter-revolutionary”  and  any- 
body found  distributing  it  would  be 
sentenced  to  death  or  imprisonment  in 
the  frozen  wastes  of  Siberia.  It  took 
great  courage  on  their  part  to  agree, 
especially  since  the  authorities  had  but 
recently  assigned  specially  trained  squads 
of  the  dreaded  MGB,  Secret  Police,  to 


exterminate  the  Russian  Church  of  the 
Catacombs. 

In  March,  1958,  5000  leaflets  were  sent 
to  Russia.  The  consignment  never 
reached  its  destination  but  presumably 
fell  into  the  hands  of  the  MGB.  Forced 
to  start  all  over  again,  R.R.F.  Head- 
quarters this  time  added  a picture  of  our 
Lady  of  Fatima  to  the  original  leaflet. 
Again  failure.  Three  thousand  were  de- 
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spatched  but  only  four  leaflets  reached 
the  R.R.F.  contact  man  in  Southern 
Russia.  This  man  had  been  an  active 
member  of  the  Communist  party  until 
1943  but  while  serving  in  the  Red  Army, 
where  he  had  been  decorated  for  con- 
spicuous gallantry,  he  had  been  con- 
verted to  Christianity.  He  wrote  West- 
ern Headquarters:  “The  leaflets  are  of 
the  utmost  interest  as  we  have  not  heard 
of  their  contents  before  . . . Tell  the  read- 
ers to  pray  to  Our  Lady  for  deliverance 
from  Communism  . . . Please  send  as 
many  as  you  can  and  we  guarantee  wide 
distribution  ...  I am  sure  they  will  have 
maximum  success.” 

Success  At  Last 

Undaunted  by  previous  failures,  the 
R.R.F.  tried  again.  In  May  1958,  2500 
leaflets  and  two  printing  blocks  were 
despatched.  May  . . . June  . . . July 
passed  without  word  but  on  August 
8th,  1958,  an  R.R.F.  courier  arrived  in 
the  West  for  a two-day  stay.  Such  had 
been  the  vigilance  of  Soviet  agents  on 
shipboard  and  of  party  members  ashore 
that  no  contact  with  the  courier  could 
be  established  without  endangering  his 
life.  Finally,  minutes  before  the  ship 
left  for  the  return  voyage,  he  managed 
to  pass  to  a waiting  R.R.F.  man  one 
cigarette  package.  It  contained  a few 
cigarettes  and  sheets  of  thin  paper  with 
messages  in  code.  Surprisingly,  it  also 
contained  a small  sum  in  Soviet  cur- 
rency. The  messages  were  decoded  and 
will,  I am  sure,  be  of  absorbing  interest 
to  our  readers  in  this  blessed  land  of 
religious  freedom : 

“We  thank  you  most  sincerely  for  the 
leaflets  which  arrived  safely.  The  people 
were  astonished  and  deeply  moved  when 
they  read  the  message.  Enclosed  with 


this  report  is  a small  sum  of  money  and 
an  item  or  two  of  jewelry  handed  to  us 
by  ordinary  Russians  which  they  want 
taken  to  the  church  of  Our  Lady  of 
Fatima  and  given  to  the  priest  as  a pres- 
ent from  the  enslaved  Russian  people. 

“We  hope  the  priests  will  pray  for  us 
as  we  fight  against  the  forces  of  Anti- 
christ and  for  our  beloved  country. 
Despite  obvious  difficulties  we  have 
already  distributed  many  hundreds  of 
the  leaflets  and  are  printing  more  of 
them.  Even  now  they  are  being  circula- 
ted in  Moscow,  Kiev,  Kharkov,  Odessa, 
Kishinniev,  Vladivostock,  Komsomolsk- 
na-Amure  and  Alma-Ata. 

Please  send  us  more  of  these  and  other 
religious  leaflets.” 

As  soon  as  sufficient  funds  are  avail- 
able, the  leader  of  the  R.R.F.  and  one 
of  his  assistants  are  planning  to  visit 
Fatima  and  personally  deliver  there  the 
first  donation  from  the  enslaved  people 
of  Russia.  It  will  be  a historic  moment. 
Further  small  contributions  have  since 
been  received,  evidence  of  the  fact  that 
“Christianity  lives  and  flourishes  in  the 
heartland  of  the  Communist  conspir- 
acy.” 

The  heroic  Russian  people  are  willing 
to  risk  death  or  Siberia  to  make  known 
to  their  fellow  countrymen  the  vital 
message  of  Fatima.  We  appeal  to  read- 
ers of  Scarboro  Missions  to  emulate 
at  least  in  a small  way  this  devotion  to 
our  Blessed  Mother.  Pray  your  family 
Rosary  this  evening  for  those  heroic 
souls  in  the  front  lines  of  the  battle 
against  Antichrist.  And  add  your  own 
occasional  personal  sacrifices  to  hasten 
the  fulfilment  of  the  promise  of  Our 
Blessed  Mother.  “If  my  requests  are 
heard,  Russia  will  be  converted  and 
there  will  be  peace”. 


12  Scarboro  Missions 


These  five  Catholic  children— all  of  one  family — pose  with  Father  Joe  in 
front  of  the  Church  of  the  Ascension,  in  New  Amsterdam,  British  Guiana* 


go  into  my  vineyard 

Are  you  one  of  those  Catholics  who  acts  on  the  belief  that  it  is 
time  enough  to  engage  in  Foreign  Mission  work  when  the 
needs  of  the  Church  at  home  have  been  adequately  served?  If 
sof  you  are  lacking  the  virtue  of  charity  to  a dangerous  degree. 

by  JOSEPH  MCNAMARA,  S.F.M.,  S.T.D. 


PAROLD  BURNS  WAS  WORRIED  as  he 

motored  through  the  storm.  He 
Had  been  since  the  death  of  his  best 
friend  Will  Martin.  For  this  had 
brought  home  to  him  the  danger  of 
his  own  position.  He  was  afraid  of 
death  and  he  could  die  just  as  suddenly. 
For  some  time  now,  he  had  succeeded 
In  dulling  his  concern  but  deep  down 
he  had  always  known  it  was  still  there 
and  now  Martin's  sudden  death  had 
[stripped  away  the  layer  of  complacency 
which  he  had  so  carefully  built  up  to 
cover  the  wound  in  his  conscience.  He 
was  a Catholic  but  had  long  since 


stopped  practicing  his  religion.  He  had 
been  raised  in  a good  home  and  edu- 
cated in  a good  Catholic  college  but 
one  thing  had  led  to  another  and  ended 
up  in  his  marriage  outside  the  Church, 

The  storm  was  getting  worse;  it  was 
hard  to  see  and  the  roads  were  icy. 
Perhaps  this  accentuated  his  fear  and 
he  would  feel  better  when  he  reached 
home  . . . 

Someone  sent  for  the  priest — Harold 
always  carried  a medal  in  his  coat 
pocket  and  they  found  it  when  they 
lifted  him  out  of  the  smashed  car — 
but  Father  Johnson  was  not  home.  He 
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seldom  was  because  he  had  three  mis- 
sions in  the  parish  and  could  not  pos- 
sibly keep  up  with  the  work.  If  he 
had  been  able  to  get  that  badly  needed 
assistant,  Harold  would  not  have  died 
without  the  priest  and  the  Sacraments. 

Such  a sad  fatality  furnishes  the 
occasion  for  many  people  to  ask  a 
question  I have  heard  many  times: 
“Father,  why  should  you  go  away  to 
foreign  countries  when  there  is  such 
a shortage  of  priests  at  home?  Every 
day  things  like  this  are  happening  in 
Canada  and  you  speak  of  the  need  for 
missionaries  and  ask  us  to  support  the 
foreign  missions  . . . doesn’t  charity 
begin  at  home?”  I am  always  glad  to 
answer  these  questions  and  I did  so  on 
this  occasion.  The  thought  has  occurred 
to  me  that  nearly  all  Catholics  I have 
met  ask  the  same  question  repeatedly. 
Perhaps,  then,  I can  write  something 
to  help  our  readers  understand  better 
the  reason  why  we  go  to  the  Missions 
and  the  reason  why  they  should  help 
us  in  our  work.  I include  our  priest 
friends  as  well  because  on  more  than 
one  occasion  I have  met  young  men 
who  have  been  talked  out  of  going  to 
the  Missions  by  priests  who  use  the 
same  argument. 

There  is  a tendency  to  answer  this 
question  by  simply  stating  that  the 
shortage  of  priests  at  home  is  as  no- 
thing when  compared  with  the  short- 
age on  the  missions.  This  is  especially 
true  in  Latin  America.  Some  parishes 


number  over  50,000  Catholics  and 
have  two  priests  trying  to  look  after 
them.  What  would  you  think  of  having 
200  baptisms  on  the  same  day? 

But  however  tempting  this  argument 
is  I shouldn’t  use  it  as  it  is  not  really  a 
good  one.  It  fails  to  manifest  the  reason 
for  the  foreign  missions.  The  need  for 
missionary  work  in  this  country  or 
that  and  the  obligation  to  discharge  it 
is  not  based  on  the  number  of  priests 
available.  Missionary  work  is  an  essen- 
tial work  of  the  Church  ...  a work 
which  must  be  carried  out  even  though 
we  may  be  short  of  priests  everywhere 
in  the  world.  They  were  certainly  short 
of  Apostles  in  Palestine  and  yet  Christ 
sent  them  out  into  the  world.  Only  one 
remained  to  work  steadily  in  Jeru- 
salem! We  must  understand  that  the 
work  of  the  missionary  is  to  build 
the  Church  in  pagan  countries.  Let  me 
try  and  explain  what  building  the 
Church  means,  why  it  is  so  important, 
and  why  you  should  be  so  interested! 

Our  missionaries  go  to  pagan  coun- 
tries because  Jesus  Christ  died  for  all 
men.  It  is  as  simple  as  that!  Now  we 
all  realize  that  the  effects — or  fruits — 
of  Redemption  do  not  work  in  a man’s 
soul  automatically. 

In  order  to  benefit  by  Christ’s  death 
— His  infinite  redemptive  act — it  is 
necessary  that  a man  believe  in  God, 
a God  Who  will  reward  good  and 
punish  evil;  it  is  also  necessary  that 
he  live  a good  life  in  accordance  with 
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his  conscience.  Perhaps  it  is  possible 
for  a pagan  to  do  these  things  without 
ever  meeting  a missionary;  it  may  be 
possible,  but  it  is  not  easy.  Christ  has 
made  it  much  easier.  He  has  given  us 
a lot  of  help.  We  could  say  that  a 
pagan  has  to  get  to  heaven  by  walking 
and  we  get  there  by  flying.  We  fly  by 
means  of  our  Catholic  Faith,  our  know- 
' ledge  of  God  and  His  goodness,  Christ 
and  His  Redemption,  by  means  of  the 
Mass  and  the  Sacraments  which  were 
instituted  by  Christ  for  the  very  pur- 
pose of  helping  us  keep  the  laws  of 
God  and  get  to  Heaven.  Now  how  will 
these  millions  of  pagans  come  to  know- 
ledge of  God  and  from  where  will  they 
receive  the  grace  and  strength  so  neces- 
sary to  avoid  sin?  From  the  Church 
which  Christ  established  to  continue 
His  work  on  earth.  Men  need  the 
Church  because  they  need  Christ. 

Here  in  Canada  you  have  the 
Church.  There  are  priests  and  church- 
es, Catholic  schools  and  hospitals — 
even  though  there  may  not  be  enough 
of  them.  Everyone  has  the  chance  to 
hear  about  God  and  the  Redemption; 
everyone  has  the  chance  to  receive 
the  Sacraments.  Not  all  do,  but  you 
must  admit  they  could  if  they  wanted 
to  do  so!  In  Mission  countries  this  is 
not  true.  There  are  millions  who  have 
never  heard  about  God,  let  alone  of 
the  Incarnation  and  the  Church.  There 
are  even  Catholics  who  cannot  receive 
the  Sacraments  because  there  are  no 


priests.  And  yet  Christ  died  for  these 
people  just  as  much  as  He  died  for 
Canadians.  He  sent  His  Apostles  into 
the  whole  world:  “Go,  therefore,  and 
make  disciples  of  all  nations,  baptizing 
them  in  the  name  of  the  Father,  and 
of  the  Son,  and  of  the  Holy  Spirit 
teaching  them  to  observe  all  that  I 
have  commanded  you.”  (Matt.  28,  vs. 
19-20.) 

This  is  why  the  Church  can  never 
rest  as  long  as  there  are  pagans  who 
do  not  know  God,  as  long  as  there 
are  places  where  Jesus  Christ  does  not 
live  in  His  Church,  as  long  as  there 
are  people  who  need  the  grace  of  the 
Sacraments  and  cannot  receive  it!  This 
is  the  reason  for  the  Missions. 

Now  if  the  Church  cannot  rest, 
neither  can  you.  The  Church  is  Christ 
and  you  are  members  of  Christ.  The 
Missions  are  the  concern  of  every 
Catholic.  Does  this  surprise  you?  Let 
us  look  at  the  words  of  the  Pope  of  the 
Missions,  Pius  XI. 

“You  have  the  right  and,  rather,  the 
duty,  not  only  to  recommend,  advise, 
and  persuade,  but  also  to  notify  all 
Christians  of  the  definite  duty  of  co- 
operation in  the  work  of  the  Missions 
that  is  theirs  by  the  fact  that  they  are 
living  members  of  the  Mystical  Body 
and  possess  the  precious  gift  of  Faith 
which  masses  of  human  beings  do  not 
yet  possess  . . .”  (Italics  added.) 

These  words  addressed  to  the  Direc- 
tors of  the  Society  for  the  Propagation 
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of  the  Faith  tell  us  that  no  Christian 
can  be  an  isolationist  in  this  matter; 
that  it  is  wrong  if  he  is  interested  only 
in  his  own  parish,  diocese,  or  country! 
Why  so?  Because  Christ  was  not;  and 
since  every  Christian  is  a member  of 
Christ  he  must  have  the  interests  of 
Christ  at  heart — always.  Too  long  have 
we  regarded  helping  the  Missions  as  a 
sort  of  nice  thing  to  do  if  everything 
is  well  looked  after  on  the  home  front. 
Nothing  could  be  further  from  the 
truth.  We  have  an  obligation  founded 
upon  our  incorporation  in  the  Mystical 
Body  of  Christ,  through  Faith  and 
Baptism.  To  this  may  be  added  the 
motives  of  gratitude  and  charity. 

“All  the  faithful  who  have  contrib- 
uted within  the  measure  of  their 
resources  will  have  fulfilled  one  of  their 
most  important  obligations  and  have 
given  God  a most  agreeable  testimony 
of  their  gratitude  for  the  gift  of  their 
own  faith.” 

This  thought  of  the  Holy  Father 
may  be  a new  one  for  many.  Shall  we 
apply  it  to  the  Church  in  Canada? 
When  we  look  around  and  see  our 
packed  churches,  crowded  schools  and 
wonderful  Catholic  hospitals  and  in- 
stitutions, we  can  be  justly  proud  of 
our  Catholic  people  in  Canada.  But  did 
we  ever  stop  to  realize  that  it  wasn’t 
they  who  started  it?  The  Church  is 
strong  today  in  Canada  because  only 
a few  hundred  years  ago,  there  lived 
men  who  loved  God  enough  to  leave 
their  families,  friends,  and  country  in 
order  to  come  to  Canada  as  mission- 
aries. We  all  know  the  story  of  the 
Canadian  Martyrs,  of  all  the  early 
missionaries.  I am  quite  sure  that  there 
were  people  in  France  who  asked: 
“But  Father,  why  do  you  want  to  leave 


France  when  there  is  so  much  work  to 
do  here?”  What  answer  would  we  give 
them?  Now  it  is  our  turn!  We  can 
say  thank  you  to  God  by  sending  out 
our  own  children  as  missionaries  to 
pagan  lands.  Surely  this  is  a work 
which  concerns  not  just  the  few,  but 
everyone. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  about  the 
fact  that  we  are  commanded  to  love 
our  neighbour;  it  is  the  measure  of  our 
love  for  God.  But  this  love  of  neigh- 
bour must  be  based  on  the  all-embrac- 
ing love  of  Christ.  It  cannot  be  con- 
fined to  a few — our  friends,  our  coun- 
trymen— but,  in  imitation  of  Christ, 
it  must  reach  out  to  embrace  all  men 
and  especially  those  who  are  in  most 
need  of  our  charity.  Again  the  Pope 
of  the  Missions  says : 

“First  of  all,  it  is  important  that  the 
faithful  get  a clear  idea  of  the  sacred 
obligation  incumbent  upon  them  to  , 
help  the  missions  among  pagans,  for 
God  has  commanded  that  each  should 
interest  himself  in  his  neighbour  and 
this  duty  becomes  more  urgent  when 
our  neighbour  is  in  great  distress.  Now, 
are  there  men  more  deserving  of  the 
charity  of  their  brothers.  . .?” 

If  we  really  love  someone  then  we 
desire  their  good,  their  happiness.  It  is 
not  sufficiently  merely  to  say  that  we 
love  them.  St.  John  says  so  clearly: 
“My  dear  children,  let  us  not  love  in 
word,  neither  with  the  tongue,  but  in 
deed  and  in  truth.”  (1  John,  3/18) 
There  is  no  greater  good  than  God,  no 
greater  happiness  than  eternal  union 
with  Him  in  Heaven.  This  is  why  the 
Holy  Father  describes  the  work  of  the 
Missions  as  one  of  the  best  ways  of 
fulfilling  Christ’s  commandment  of 
love. 
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WE’RE 

ALMOST 

THERE! 

ONLY 

2360 

PLEDGES 
TO  GO! 


$600,000.00 


$400,000.00 


$200,000.00 


$700,000.00 


$500,000.00 


$300,000.00 


$100,000.00 


SO  WE  ASK  YOU 


LOCATION: 

2685  Kingston  Rd. 
Toronto  13,  Ontario. 


PRESENT 

SEMINARY  CHAPEL 

(completed)  JL  (construction  completed) 


ARE  YOU  ONE  Ol 


Sounds  like  just  another  foolish  question.  Let’s  clear  it  up  a bit. 
There’s  enough  foolishness  in  the  world  without  us  adding  to  it ! 
We’re  asking  if  you’re  one  of  those  2360  Canadian  Catholics  still 


needed  to  help  us  finish  the  job.  How?  By  pledging  $100.00  to 
complete  our  building  program.  If  you  are  one  of  those  2360  your 
name  will  be  put  in  *Scarboro’s  Book  of  Perpetual  Remembrance. 

*see  page  2 1 

Are  you  one  of  2360?  Then  turn  the  page 


► And  choose  the  payment  plan  best 
suited  to  your  means.  Each  plan  totals  $100 

PLAN  1 : $1  00.00  in  1 payment 

PLAN  2:  $50.00  a year  for  2 years  (2  payments) 

PLAN  3:  $25.00  each  6 months  for  2 years  (4  payments) 

PLAN  4:  $20.00  each  5 months  for  25  months  (5  payments) 

PLAN  5:  $1  5.00  each  4 months  for  28  months  (7  payments  — 
last  payment  $10.00) 

PLAN  6:  $10.00  each  2 months  for  20  months  (10  payments) 
PLAN  7:  $5.00  each  2 months  for  40  months  (20  payments) 

PLAN  8:  $2.50  a month  for  40  months  (40  payments) 

NOTE:  Full  payment  may  be  made  at  any  time  within  the  pledge  period. 


MY  PLEDGE 

Yes,  I’m  one  of  2360  Catholics  to  give  $100.00  to  Canada’s 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society’s  Building  Fund. 

I choose  plan  number 
I will  make  my  first  payment 

(date) 

Lest  I forget,  please  send  me  a reminder  one  week  in  advance  of  payments. 
Name  

Address  

. _ _ _ _ — — — — — 

Instruction:  Cut  out  and  mail  to: 

Father  Thomas  McQuaid,  S.F.M.,  2685  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto  13,  Ont. 


All  contributions  acknowledged  by  official  receipt  usable  for  Income  Tax  deductions. 
If  not  acknowledged  within  two  weeks,  please  notify  us. 


To  remember  the  dead  and  console  the  living 


Scarboro’s  Book  of  Remembrance 

# WHAT  IS  IT? 

A book  which  will  contain  the  names  of  deceased  persons  you  wish  inscribed 
in  it.  There  are  365  pages,  one  for  each  day  of  the  year. 

# WHAT  BENEFITS  CAN  BE  OBTAINED? 

Each  day  a page  will  be  turned.  Those  whose  names  are  listed  thereon  will 
receive  a special  memento  in  the  Masses  read  or  sung  on  that  day  in  the 
Society’s  chapel,  year  after  year. 

# HOW  CAN  A NAME  BE  INSCRIBED? 

By  sending  in  the  name(s)  you  wish  entered  and  the  required  offering  of 
$100.00  for  one  name.  A full  page  can  be  reserved  for  $1,000.00. 

# WHAT  ARE  THE  OFFERINGS  USED  FOR? 

To  finance  our  building  program.  See  pp.  17-20. 

# WHERE  DO  I WRITE  ABOUT  THIS  MATTER? 

Write  to:  Scarboro  Missions,  2685  Kingston  Kd., 

Toronto  13,  Ontario. 
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SAINT  PATRICK 

O Patrick,  save  us  from  the  wrath  to  come! 
by  CECELIA  WALLACE 


Xt  was  on  Easter  eve,  so  the  story 
goes,  that  Patrick,  Bishop  of  Ireland, 
was  engaged  in  the  solemn  ceremonies 
that  mark  the  Paschal  vigil — the  hushed 
expectancy  that  precedes  the  exultation 
of  the  Easter  dawn.  Nearby,  on  the  dark 
hill  of  Tara,  the  Druid  fires  had  gone  out, 
for  it  was  also  a pagan  festival  night 
and  this  marked  the  beginning  of  it. 
Until  the  proper  time  no  fire  was  to  be 
lit  in  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  land. 

But  suddenly  tinder  was  struck  and  a 
light  blazed  forth,  boldly,  from  the  hill 
of  Slane.  Patrick  had  lit  his  Paschal  fire.- 
Strong  and  free  the  flame  leapt  toward 
heaven  before  the  outraged  gaze  of  the 
Druids.  Angrily  their  King  demanded 
the  name  of  the  one  who  had  dared  defy 
the  Druid  ritual  and  Patrick  was  sum- 
moned before  him.  The  King  ordered 
him  seized  but  St.  Patrick,  it  is  said,  in- 
toned the  psalm  “Let  God  arise  and  let 
His  enemies  be  scattered”.  A thick  dark- 
ness enveloped  the  Druid  camp,  and  their 
servants  mistaking  their  own  followers 
for  those  of  the  Saint,  fell  upon  one  an- 
other, slaying  and  being  slain. 

Who  was  this  man  who  had  such 
power  from  God  and  whence  came  he? 
Many  are  the  disputes  as  to  the  birth- 
place of  St.  Patrick  but  he  himself  in- 
forms us  in  his  Confessions  that  he  was 
born  (in  the  decline  of  the  fourth  century) 
in  a village  called  Bonaven  Taberniae , 
which  seems  to  be  the  town  of  Kill- 
patrick,  on  the  mouth  of  the  river  Clyde, 


in  Scotland,  between  Dunbriton  and 
Glasgow.  At  the  age  of  sixteen  he  was 
captured  by  barbarians  and  carried  to 
Ireland  where  he  was  sold  into  slavery 
and  became  a herder  of  sheep.  Until 
then,  as  he  says,  he  had  forsaken  God. 
But  now,  during  the  long  days  which  he 
spent  with  his  sheep  in  the  mountains, 
he  began  to  pray.  Love  of  God  increased 
in  him  and  soon  he  remained  in  the 
woods  and  on  the  mountain  to  pray  at 
night,  also.  And  many  a time,  as  he 
relates,  he  was  awakened  to  prayer  by 
the  snow  and  the  ice  and  the  rain. 

After  six  years  he  escaped  from  Ire- 
land and  returned  to  his  native  land,  but 
with  a determination  to  prepare  himself 
for  the  priesthood  and  go  back  to  con- 
vert the  pagan  people  whose  language 
he  had  learned  and  whose  ways  he  had 
come  to  understand.  That  preparation 
took  no  less  than  thirty  years.  Six  of 
them  were  spent  in  studying  in  Rome  for 
his  reception  of  holy  orders.  Then  the 
Saint,  determined  upon  more  mortifica- 
tion in  preparation  for  his  priestly  call- 
ing, went  to  live  the  hard  and  strict  life 
of  a colony  of  hermits  who  dwelt  on  a 
lonely  island  in  the  Tuscan  Sea.  After 
nine  years  of  this  meagre  existence  he 
journeyed  to  Capua  and  was  ordained 
there  by  St.  Senator.  While  there  he  had 
a dream  in  which  he  heard  the  piteous 
voices  of  Irish  children  calling  to  him 
“O  Patrick,  save  us  from  the  wrath  to 
come!” 
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CONQUEROR 

of  a COUNTRY 

for  CHRIST 


It  was  fourteen  years  before  St.  Pat- 
rick answered  that  call.  When  he  did, 
he  went  to  Ireland  as  Bishop,  with  the 
blessing  of  Pope  Celestine,  in  the  year 
432.  Accompanying  him  were  many 
learned  men  from  Rome,  for  the  Druid 
priests,  though  pagan  and  superstitious, 
were  clever  and  very  powerful.  They 
knew  not  only  the  secrets  of  the  Druid 
religion  but  all  that  was  then  known 
about  nature  and  all  that  was  command- 
ed by  the  customs  of  the  tribe.  It  would 
not  be  easy  to  convert  them. 

The  story  is  told  of  how  Patrick  first 
landed  on  the  south-east  coast  of  Ire- 
land but  was  attacked  by  the  Chieftain 
of  Wicklow  and  driven  back  to  his  ship. 
Then  he  attempted  a landing  at  the 
mouth  of  the  river  Slane.  The  Lord  of 
the  County,  Dichu,  came  to  defend  his 
land  from  what  he  thought  were  pirates. 
When  he  saw  that  he  had  to  deal  with 
unarmed  priests  he  laughed  and  ordered 
two  vicious  dogs  to  be  set  upon  them. 
But  Patrick  prayed  and  the  dogs  became 
quiet  and  did  no  harm  to  him  and  his 
followers.  When  Dichu  saw  this  he  re- 
ceived them  kindly,  listened  to  what 
Patrick  had  to  say  and  was  baptized 
with  all  his  family. 

Then  the  Saint  travelled  over  the 
whole  of  Ireland  converting,  baptizing 
and  blessing  numberless  people.  He 
ordained  priests,  consecrated  bishops, 
founded  monasteries,  distributed  alms  to 
the  poor,  dedicated  virgins  to  Christ 


and  induced  men  and  women  to  lead 
holy  and  virtuous  lives.  In  short,  he 
kindled  a love  of  Christ  and  His  Church 
that  burned  so  fierce  and  strong  in  the 
hearts  of  the  Irish  that  to  this  day  their 
land  is  known  as  the  country  of  saints. 
Sometimes,  too,  when  necessity  arose, 
he  denounced  sinners  in  stern  tones  of 
authority,  but  even  then  he  expressed 
most  tender  love  for  them. 

A story  is  told  which  illustrates  St. 
Patrick’s  manner  of  dealing  with  his 
flock.  It  is  related  in  the  “Book  of 
Armagh”  (Armagh  being  the  place  where 
St.  Patrick  established  his  Metropolitan 
See)  that  St.  Patrick  came  to  the  well 
called  Clebach  on  the  side  of  Crocham 
toward  the  east.  There  he  met  the  two 
daughters  of  King  Laoghaire,  Ethne  the 
fair,  and  Fedelm  the  ruddy,  who  had 
come  to  the  well  to  wash,  as  was  their 
custom. 

“Who  are  you,  and  whence  do  you 
come?”  the  virgins  asked  him. 

St.  Patrick  replied:  “It  were  better  for 
you  to  confess  to  our  true  God  than  to 
enquire  concerning  our  race.” 

The  first  Virgin  then  said:  “Who  is 
God?  And  where  is  God?  Out  of  what 
nature  is  God?  Where  does  He  live? 
Has  He  sons  and  daughters,  gold  or 
silver?  Is  He  in  Heaven  or  on  earth? 
In  the  sea?  In  rivers,  mountains  and 
valleys?  Declare  to  us  the  knowledge  of 
Him.  How  shall  He  be  seen,  loved  and 
found?” 


Scarboro  Missions  23 


And  St.  Patrick,  full  of  the  Holy 
Ghost,  answered  and  said : 

“Our  God  is  the  God  of  all  men; 
the  God  of  Heaven  and  earth,  of  the 
sea  and  rivers,  of  the  sun,  the  moon  and 
all  stars.  He  inspireth  all  things,  quicken- 
eth  all  things,  sustaineth  all  things  and 
is  over  all  things.  He  gives  light  to  the 
sun  and  makes  springs  in  the  dry  ground 
and  dry  islands  in  the  sea,  and  hath 
appointed  the  stars  to  serve  the  greater 
lights.  He  hath  a Son  co-eternal  and  co- 
equal with  Himself.  And  the  Holy  Spirit 
breathes  in  them.  The  Father  and  the 
Son  and  the  Holy  Ghost  are  not  divided. 

“And  I desire  to  unite  you  to  this 
Heavenly  King,  inasmuch  as  you  are 
the  daughters  of  an  earthly  king.” 

And  so  the  virgins  were  baptized  and 
asked  to  see  the  Face  of  Christ.  But 
Patrick  replied:  “Ye  cannot  see  the  Face 
of  Christ  except  ye  taste  of  death  and 
except  ye  receive  the  Sacrifice.” 

And  they  answered:  “Give  us  the 
Sacrifice,  that  we  may  behold  the  Son 


our  Spouse.” 

And  so  they  received  the  Eucharist  of 
God  and  slept  in  death,  and  they  were 
placed  by  St.  Patrick  under  one  garment 
and  were  buried  in  the  same  grave. 

Thus  did  Patrick  fill  Ireland  with 
saints,  and  churches  raised  to  the  glory 
of  God,  and  schools  of  great  learning 
which  attracted  to  them  many  from  dis- 
tant lands.  For  forty  years  he  travelled 
through  the  country  he  loved  until  no 
corner  of  it  had  failed  to  hear  his  voice 
or  remain  unmoved  by  it.  During  that 
time  he  is  said  to  have  healed  the  sick, 
given  sight  to  the  blind,  and  restored 
nine  dead  persons  to  life. 

When  he  was  old  the  Saint  wrote 
his  Confessions  as  a testimony  to  his 
mission,  and  in  them  he  does  not  hesi- 
tate to  confess  his  faults  humbly  and  to 
extol  God’s  goodness  to  him  and  to 
men.  They  are  full  of  piety  and  express  a 
great  desire  of  martyrdom,  but  this  was 
not  to  be.  He  lived  a 120  years  and  died. 
He  was  buried  at  Down  in  Ulster. 


Priest  Hero  on  Kinmen  Island 

Recently  the  Chinese  Government  had  Father  Joseph  Bernard  Druetto,  a 
French  Franciscan  Missionary  priest,  flown  from  the  beleagured  Kinmen 
(Quemoy)  Island  to  Taipei  where  General  Wang  Shu-ming,  Chief  of  the  Chinese 
Armed  Forces  presented  him  with  the  Kwang  Hwa  (Brilliant  Flower)  Medal 
citing  him  for  the  meritorious  work  that  he  did  in  rendering  medical  assistance 
to  the  civilians  of  Kinmen  Island  during  the  intensive  shelling  by  the  Reds. 

Father  Druetto  is  both  a famous  and  popular  personage  on  Kinmen;  he  is 
liked  by  American  advisory  men,  Chinese  servicemen  and  by  the  civilians.  He 
came  to  work  on  Kinmen  Island  when  he  was  expelled  from  the  mainland  by 
the  Chinese  Communists.  Four  years  ago  the  50  year  old  missionary  built  his 
church  on  Kinmen  and  then  another  on  Little  Kinmen.  He  spent  the  entire  44 
days  on  the  island  during  the  intense  shelling  by  the  Communists  and  during  that 
time  showed  great  devotion  and  self-sacrifice  in  caring  for  the  wounded  and 
destitute.  His  own  church  was  hit  fifteen  times  but  not  destroyed;  the  church  on 
Little  Kinmen  was  completely  destroyed.  He  has  1200  civilian  Catholics. 

WORLD  MISSION  FIDES  SERVICE 
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LITTLE 

FLOWER'S 

JUNIOR 

MISSIONARIES 

<4  SAINT  THERESE 


Dear  Junior^Missionaries : 

Meet  Father  Martin,  one  of  our  missionary  priests.  He  is  pictured  on  the 
cover  teaching  catechism  to  these  Filipino  children.  I think  it  is  a catechism  lesson 
because  they  are  smiling  and  happy — the  way  everybody  is  when  learning  about  God 
and  all  the  beautiful  things  of  God.  Am  I right? 

By  the  time  you  get  this  letter  Lent  will  soon  be  over.  How  is  it  going?  Tough? 
Well,  a hundred  years  from  now  it  will  all  be  over;  you’ll  be  in  Heaven  enjoying  the 
company  of  God  and  Mary  and  Joseph — all  the  angels  and  saints ! 

But  in  the  meantime  (and  not  for  a hundred  years  either)  you  have  much  to  do* 
And  part  of  that  “much”  is  the  work  of  helping  your  missioners.  Perhaps  the  part 
you  are  playing  in  the  search  for  souls  is  not  very  glamorous ; perhaps  few  people 
ever  see  what  you  are  doing.  But  that  doesn’t  make  it  less  important,  less  needed. 
Look  at  a big  ocean  liner — you  may  travel  on  one  when  you  become  a Scarboro 
Missioner.  You  will  see  the  captain  all  blue  and  gold  braid,  the  officers  and  sailors 
in  spic  and  span  uniforms.  Everyone  sees  them  and  what  they  are  doing.  Down  be- 
low you  will  find  the  engine  room  hot  and  humid  with  men  stripped  to  the  waist, 
sweating  and  blackened  with  coal-dust.  Nobody  sees  them.  Yet  what  they  are  doing 
is  absolutely  necessary;  without  them  the  ship  wouldn’t  move.  The  captain  knows 
all  this;  he  has  praise  for  these  unseen  men  and  knows  how  to  reward  them  for  a 
job  well  done. 

Now  when  you  pray  a silent  prayer  for  your  missioners,  when  you  quietly  slip 
an  alms  into  your  mite  box  instead  of  buying  a coke  or  a cone,  when  you  do  the 
dishes  to  help  Mom  and  not  let  on  you  wanted  to  watch  a TV  show  that  was  on, 
God  sees  and  He  has  a way  of  thanking  you  for  your  help  to  His  missioners.  Yes? 
Yes.  So  keep  up  the  good  work ! 

Your  friend  always 

Father  Jim . 
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SOMETHING  NEW  IN 
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You  can  now  send  your  personally  signed  Spiritual  Bouquet  card  to  inform  the 
one  you  name  that  he  or  she  will  be  remembered  in  Scarboro’s  monthly 
Novena  of  Masses  in  honor  of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima.  The  month  you  select 
will  be  certified  by  a Scarboro  Father. 

There  are  cards  for  all  those  special  occasions  you  meet  with.  The  card  pictured 
above  is  “ The  Birthday  Gift ” greeting  beautifully  done  in  gold , blue  and  white. 

CHOOSE  YOUR  OWN  CARDS 
YOU  MAY  PICK  ANY  KIND  YOU  LIKE 

Enclose  no  money  with  order.  Just  send  us  $1.00  for  each  card  used. 


CARDS  FOR  YOUR  SELECTION 

Birthday  — Wedding  — Wedding  Anniversary  — Thank  You  — Get  Well  — 
New  Baby  — Father’s  and  Mother’s  Day  — All  occasion  cards. 


OUR  ADDRESS 
Promotion  Department 

Scarboro  Missions,  2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 


HUmORETTES 


SJLENCE 

SILENCE 

; ■ ^ "7 

We  have  to  admit  that  the  Russians  have 
turned  out  many  leaders. 

Harold  Coffin 

* * * 

The  trouble  with  some  parents  is  that  they 
spare  the  rod  and  spiel  the  child. 

Frank  G.  Mclnnis 
* * * 

The  ace  sales  agent  returned  after  six  weeks 
on  the  road  and  presented  his  expense  ac- 
count to  the  manager.  “What’s  this  big 
item  here  on  the  account?”  growled  the  boss. 

“Oh,”  replied  the  salesman,  “that’s  my 
hotel  bill.’* 

“Well,”  grunted  the  boss,  “don’t  buy  any 
more  hotels!” 

Oral  Hygiene 

* * * 

A passenger  in  a plane  sat  relaxed  at  a 
window  observing  the  spectacle  of  the 
heavens.  Suddenly  a parachutist  appeared 
and  drifted  by. 

“Going  to  join  me?”  cried  the  parachutist. 
“No,  I’m  very  happy  where  I am.” 

“Just  as  you  like,”  called  the  parachutist, 
“but  I’m  the  pilot.” 

American  Mercury 
* * * 

Women  are  creatures  who  wrap  men  either 
around  their  little  fingers,  or  around  their 
front  bumpers. 

Dan  Bennett 

* * * 

There  was  a funeral  recently  in  the  South 
End  of  Lorldon  which  was  attended  by  many 
old  time  comedians  who  had  gathered  to 
say  a last  farewell  to  one  of  their  members. 
During  the  ceremony,  one  man  looked  up 
at  his  neighbor  and  asked, 

“ ’Ow  old  are  you,  Charlie?” 


“Ninety,”  replied  the  old-timer. 

“ ’Ardly  worth  going  ’ome,  eh?” 

Atlas  News 

* * * 

Hollywood  is  chuckling  over  a fellow  on 
producer  Darryl  Zanuck’s  crew  who  just 
returned  to  the  movie  colony  after  several 
months  in  the  Belgian  Congo  filming  Roots 
of  Heaven.  While  there,  he  collected  a truck- 
ful of  shrunken  heads  from  one  of  the 
cannibal  tribes. 

He  decided  they  might  be  worth  some- 
thing and  called  up  Saks  5th  Ave.,  Beverly 
Hills. 

“To  whom,”  he  asked  the  switchboard 
operator,  “do  I speak  about  selling  some 
shrunken  heads?” 

“One  moment,  please.” 

There  was  a clicking  sound,  then  a firm, 
business-like  voice:  “This  is  the  head  buyer 
speaking.” 

E.  E.  Kenyon 

An  elderly  Scotsman  concerned  about  the 
wild  oats  he’d  sowed  in  younger  days  paid 
a visit  to  his  minister.  “Tell  me,”  he  asked, 
“will  I be  placed  among  the  elect  if  I leave 
10,000  pounds  to  the  Free  Kirk  sustenta- 
tion?” 

“Well,”  replied  the  canny  clergyman, 
glancing  around  at  the  patched  windows  of 
the  chapel,  “it’s  an  experiment  worth  tryin’.” 

Property 

* * * 

Contrary  to  opinion,  many  a woman  is  able 
to  tell  the  truth,  the  whole  truth,  and 
nothing. 

Dorothy  Janke 

* * * 

NO  JOKE 

You-know- where  is  paved  with  good  in- 
tentions! Renew  your  subscription  now. 
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by  Rt.  Rev.  John  M.  Fraser,  S.F.M. 

Monsignor  Fraser’s  autobiography  began  in  the 
January  issue  of  Scarboro  Missions. 

Recently  I received  a letter  that  recalls  old  memories.  It  was  from 
Mrs.  Mary  (Young)  Hart  of  Colborne,  Ontario.  She  writes:  “I  wish 
to  offer  congratulations  to  you  on  attaining  your  Silver  Jubilee  in 
the  Priesthood.  I look  back  with  pleasure  to  the  occasion  of  your 
leaving  for  China  so  many  years  ago.  I was  attending  St.  Joseph’s 
School,  Toronto,  at  the  time,  and  had  the  honor  to  be  chosen  to 
present  a bouquet  of  lilies  to  you  at  the  school  “good-bye.”  I remem- 
ber so  well  your  letters  from  China,  read  by  the  Sisters.  You  may  be 
interested  to  know  we  have  a son,  Raymond,  ordained  in  1951.  We 
live  in  Peterboro  diocese  and  have  six  children.” 

It  was  a sad  parting  at  the  Union  Station,  Toronto,  for  the  family 
and  the  few  friends  who  were  there.  I was  going  alone  into  the  great 
unknown — to  the  mysterious  land  of  China,  to  tackle  an  outlandish 
language  and  to  meet  with  I did  not  know  what  fate.  The  anti-foreign 
Boxer  uprising,  in  which  many  persons  were  martyred,  had  barely 
been  quelled.  I did  not  expect  to  last  more  than  a year. 
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At  Vancouver  I was  disappointed  at  seeing  my  ship,  the  “Athenian.” 
It  looked  so  small,  too  small  to  cross  the  great  Pacific.  There  were 
few  passengers  on  board.  An  American  and  I were  the  only  ones 
travelling  first-class.  There  was  another  but  he  was  in  uniform,  getting 
a free  passage  as  assistant  purser.  (He  fell  and  broke  his  nose  during 
the  storm.)  The  American  was  an  architect  on  his  way  to  Peking  to 
build  the  U.S.  Embassy.  He  said  that  if  he  were  attacked  by  Boxers 
he  would  die  game ; he  had  six  rifles  at  the  bottom  of  his  trunk. 

One  day  he  called  to  me:  “Have  you  ever  seen  a storm?” 

I answered,  “I  have  seen  nothing  else  since  I came  on  board  this 
ship.” 

“Look  outside,”  he  said. 

The  waves  were  mountain  high.  The  air  was  filled  with  spray.  The 
sky  had  turned  pink.  The  wind  was  howling  and  blowing  heavy  steel 
cables  into  curves  as  if  they  were  clotheslines.  We  had  run  into  a 
typhoon.  The  architect  and  I went  upstairs  to  the  music  room,  but 
soon  came  down,  afraid  that  the  upper  structure  would  be  blown 
away.  At  that  moment  something  happened.  The  captain,  seeing  that 
he  could  not  steer  in  the  face  of  the  storm  and  that  the  ship  was 
being  driven  backward  instead  of  forward,  turned  the  boat  completely 
around  to  run  with  the  storm.  At  that  moment,  however,  when  the 
ship  got  into  the  trough  of  the  waves,  a gigantic  wave  struck  her 
broadside  and  went  completely  over  her,  falling  like  a ton  of  bricks 
smashing  the  skylights  of  the  music  room  where  we  had  been  a 
moment  before  and  came  pouring  down  through  the  ship.  The  dining 
room  was  a foot  deep  in  water  which  dashed  from  side  to  side  carry- 
ing everything  with  it,  even  chairs  which  had  been  bolted  to  the  floor. 
We  hung  on  to  the  bannisters  for  dear  life.  For  150  miles  we  ran  with 
the  storm  in  the  direction  of  America,  before  turning  and  continuing 
our  journey  westward.  Itwas  some  time  before  I could  get  to  myroom, 
and  when  I did  I nearly  met  with  an  accident.  As  I undid  the  door 
hook,  the  door  swung  inward,  and  then  back  and  forth,  with  me  hang- 
ing on  to  it  and  making  desperate  efforts  to  get  it  rehooked.  When 
finally  I was  able  to  enter  with  safety  I expected  to  find  everything  in 
my  trunk  ruined  as  it  had  been  a foot  deep  in  water;  but,  to  my  joy, 
everything  was  all  right.  The  trunk  was  waterproof,  that  same  little 
trunk  given  to  me  by  my  father  and  which  I had  nearly  lost  in 
Naples. 

As  my  room  was  all  wet  I was  given  another  cabin.  In  the  middle 
of  the  night  I heard  someone  screaming.  The  captain  and  officers 
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came  running  through  the  corridor.  They  found  the  inch  thick  glass 
in  one  of  the  portholes  smashed  by  the  waves  and  the  water  pouring 
in.  The  ship  was  rolling  badly.  In  the  morning  I could  not  find  my 
socks  which  I had  left  on  the  floor  the  night  before.  I found  them 
finally — away  under  the  bed.  I thought:  “At  what  an  angle  the  ship 
must  have  been  for  woollen  socks  to  slide  along  a carpeted  floor! 
Surely  God  was  protecting  us.” 

I had  been  on  ships  before,  when  a person  would  slide  sidewise 
towards  the  bulwarks;  but  this  ship  went  up  and  down  the  mountain- 
ous waves  like  a toboggan  and  at  such  an  angle  that  you  would  slide 
down  the  deck  lengthwise. 

One  sailor  was  killed — struck  on  the  head  by  a block  and  tackle 
hurled  by  the  wind.  Another  was  injured  by  a flying  rope.  I went  to 
see  him.  One  could  see  the  impression  of  the  rope  on  his  chest.  The 
captain  remained  on  the  bridge  for  forty-eight  hours.  When  he  came 
down  we  asked  him  how  fast  the  wind  was  blowing.  He  said  it  could 
not  blow  faster  and,  that  when  he  arrived  in  China,  he  was  going  to 
have  the  name  of  that  ocean  changed  to  “Terrific”  instead  of  “Pacific.” 
The  first  officer  said  that  at  one  juncture  he  was  up  to  his  neck  in 
water  and  but  for  the  rope  around  his  waist  he  would  have  been  wash- 
ed overboard.  The  engineer  said  that  all  through  the  storm  he  had  had 
to  slow  down  the  engines  every  time  the  propellor  came  out  of  the 
water,  which  was  every  few  seconds. 

“Why?  What  would  have  happened?”  I enquired. 

“The  propellor  might  have  dropped  off,”  he  said,  “and  we  would 
have  been  left  helpless  in  mid-ocean.” 

The  first  officer  said  jokingly,  “All  this  comes  of  having  a priest 
on  board.” 

“Well,  then,”  I said,  “why  not  throw  me  overboard,  like  Jonas?” 

“No,”  said  the  captain,  “perhaps  the  priest  is  the  only  one  prepared 
to  die.” 

One  evening  I was  enjoying  a conversation  with  the  captain  in  his 
cabin  on  the  top  deck.  The  ship  was  rolling  badly.  (He  said  it  was 
at  an  angle  of  45  degrees).  He  was  swaying  to  and  fro,  hardly  able 
to  keep  his  feet,  when  the  dinner  bell  rang  and  I prepared  to  go. 
When  I turned  the  knob  of  the  door  it  flew  open  like  a hatchway  and 
I went  dashing  downward. 

“Hold  on !”  shouted  the  captain,  but  it  was  of  no  use;  I went  sliding 
toward  the  bulwarks.  Fortunately  there  was  a long  board  tied  there 
which  prevented  me  from  shooting  out  into  the  ocean.  When  finally 
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I reached  the  dining  room  and  told  the  first  officer  of  my  adventure 
and  how  thoughtful  it  was  to  have  that  board  there  as  a safety  device, 
he  said:  “You  are  a lucky  man.  We  are  bringing  that  board  to  China; 
it  was  only  tied  there  because  it  was  too  long  to  put  in  the  hold.” 

I had  to  tie  myself  to  each  side  of  the  cabin  in  order  not  to  slide 
off  the  sofa  while  reading  my  breviary. 

One  Sunday  morning  at  breakfast  the  first  officer  asked  me  what 
day  of  the  week  it  was. 

I answered,  “Sunday.” 

“No,”  he  said.  “It  was  Sunday  up  until  eight  o’clock,  but  now  it  is 
Monday.  We  have  crossed  the  date  line  and  lost  a day.  I had  just 
finished  a long  Sunday  Office,  and  it  was  long  in  those  days,  twice 
as  long  as  now;  so,  after  breakfast  I had  to  say  all  the  Divine  Office 
over  again,  for  Monday.  But  I had  plenty  of  time  to  pray.  For 
twenty  days  there  was  nothing  to  see  but  sky  and  sea,  not  an  island, 
nor  ship,  nor  a puff  of  smoke,  not  even  a bird.  Yes,  I had  plenty  of 
time  for  prayer. 

The  captain  announced  one  evening  that  we  would  see  a lighthouse 
at  ten  o’clock,  the  first  lighthouse  of  Japan,  and  sure  enough  it  shone 
out  at  that  very  hour.  I marvelled  at  how  exactly  he  had  calculated 
his  course  in  spite  of  the  storms  and  delays. 

As  I had  no  Mass  kit  I was  deprived  of  celebrating  the  Holy 
Sacrifice  for  twenty  days.  I resolved  to  leave  the  ship  at  Yokohama, 
cross  Japan  by  train,  and  stop  at  different  places  to  say  Mass.  That 
would  cost  me  twenty  dollars  extra  but  it  was  worth  it.  I could  catch 
the  same  ship  again  at  Nagasaki. 

On  landing  at  Yokohama  we  were  amused  at  reading  in  the  papers 
that  our  ship  had  probably  foundered.  It  was  eight  days  late,  and  in 
those  days  there  was  no  wireless.  I needed  no  passport  on  landing. 

Those  were  the  good  old  days!  One  could  travel  anywhere  in  the 
world  without  a passport , no  questions  asked.  All  one  had  to  do  was 
to  buy  a ticket. 

I did  not  like  to  see  men  pulling  rickshaws ; it  seemed  to  me  to  be 
too  humiliating — treating  men  like  horses.  I was  soon  rid  of  that  idea. 
In  the  afternoon,  having  to  go  to  a certain  station  and  not  knowing 
the  way,  I was  surrounded  by  a crowd  of  rickshaw  men,  all  eager  for 
the  job.  I thought:  “Well,  if  you  are  so  anxious  to  pull  me,  why 
should  1 object?”  and  jumped  in.  And  was  it  comfortable!  Much 
more  so  than  any  vehicle  I had  ever  ridden  and  it  brought  me  exactly 
to  the  place  where  I was  going. 
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I said  Mass  in  Yokohama  and  in  Kobe  and  then  entrained  for 
Nagasaki.  Little  did  I think  that  I would  be  building  a church  in 
Nagasaki  fifty  years  hence! 

After  a few  days  my  ship  came  to  port.  I embarked  and  crossed  the 
Yellow  Sea  to  Shanghai.  I discovered  why  it  was  called  the  Yellow 
Sea.  The  silt  brought  down  by  the  great  Yang-tse-kiang  and  other 
rivers  turns  the  water  yellow  for  hundreds  of  miles  out  to  sea.  All 
we  got  out  of  the  taps  that  day  was  muddy  water. 

I had  telegraphed  the  time  of  my  arrival  and  Father  Asinelli 
came  from  Ning-po,  an  overnight  journey,  to  receive  me.  He  waited 
so  long  at  the  wharf  that  he  thought  the  ship  would  never  come.  So, 
he  went  to  the  Procure  for  lunch.  I had  difficulty  in  finding  the  place 
and  was  at  first  brought  to  the  Jesuits’  Procure.  The  other  priests  had 
the  laugh  on  Father  Asinelli  when  I walked  in.  I wanted  to  leave  right 
away  for  Ning-po  but  he  would  not  hear  of  it;  he  wanted  to  show  me 
the  sights  of  Shanghai,  especially  the  Jesuits’  headquarters  at  Sic- 
ca wei,  a beehive  of  religious  activity.  It  was  December  18,  1902. 

I was  anxious  to  get  to  work  on  the  language,  and  wanted  to  buy 
books  for  that  purpose.  But,  Father  Asinelli  told  me,  there  were 
no  books  to  help  one  learn  the  dialect  of  Ning-po,  that  one  had 
to  learn  it  by  ear  from  the  natives.  That  was  discouraging.  Noticing 
a European  standing  at  the  door  of  a store,  I enquired  if  he  knew 
where  I could  procure  a Ning-po  grammar. 

“If  any  place,”  he  said,  “you  might  find  one  at  the  mission  on  the 
next  street.”  We  went  in  that  direction,  Father  Asinelli  protesting 
that  there  was  no  mission  there.  On  arriving  he  said,  “Oh,  it’s  a 
Protestant  mission.  You’d  better  go  in  alone.  If  they  see  me  dressed 
as  a priest  in  soutane,  they  may  not  wish  to  sell  the  books.”  I went  in. 

“Have  you  a Ning-po  grammar?”  I asked. 

“No,  but  we  have  a Ning-po  dictionary.”  Was  I glad!  I would  have 
bought  it  at  any  price. 

We  left  by  coastal  steamer  and  arrived  next  morning,  December  21, 
1902,  in  Ning-po,  at  the  wharf  in  front  of  the  cathedral.  Bishop 
Reynaud  gave  me  a hearty  welcome  and  I said  Mass.  He  called  a tailor 
to  fit  me  out  with  soutane  and  clerical  overcoat,  at  his  expense. 

Even  with  my  precious  Ning-po  dictionary  I felt  I was  going  to 
find  learning  that  Chinese  dialect  rather  difficult.  I had  no  teacher. 
Also,  nobody  spoke  English — only  French,  and  I knew  little  of  that 
tongue.  Father  Asinelli  volunteered  to  teach  me,  but  after  a couple 
of  days  I found  the  servants  laughing  at  my  pronunciation.  Father 
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was  teaching  me  the  dialect  of  his  mission,  hundreds  of  miles  away 
and  totally  different.  Then  I got  an  ex-seminarian  to  undertake  the 
job,  but  he  took  sick  and  quit.  One  day  a priest  came  from  the 
Minor  Seminary  of  Chusan  with  the  welcome  news,  for  me,  that  the 
boys  knew  Latin  well.  It  was  news  also  for  me  that  there  was  a Minor 
Seminary.  If  I could  only  go  there , I thought,  I could  soon  learn  the 
language.  I requested  the  Bishop  to  let  me  go.  He  took  some  time 
before  consenting  since  it  was  not  the  custom  for  priests  to  reside 
there  unless  they  belonged  to  the  staff. 

The  five  months  I spent  there  gave  me  a foundation  in  the  language. 
When  the  boys  were  at  recreation  I was  with  them,  trying  to  talk; 
and  when  they  were  at  class  I was  studying  in  my  room.  The  most 
talented  student,  one  in  philosophy,  was  given  to  me  as  professor. 
Later,  in  1926,  he  became  the  Bishop  of  Taichow.  After  a month  and 
a half’s  study  I wrote  a sermon  in  Latin  and  he  helped  me  to  translate 
it  into  Chinese.  It  took  me  another  month  and  a half  to  memorize 
it  so  that  I could  understand  and  pronounce  the  words  properly.  I 
delivered  it  in  the  Seminary  chapel  on  Holy  Thursday,  1903.  I pre- 
pared another  sermon  on  the  Blessed  Sacrament  and  delivered  it  in 
the  Seminary  as  well  as  in  the  Cathedral  of  Ning-po  at  May  devotions. 

The  Vicar-General,  Father  Faveau,  (who  later  became  the  Bishop 
of  Hangchow)  now  recalled  me  from  Chusan  saying  that  I knew 
Chinese  well  enough  to  do  missionary  work.  I was  stationed  in  the 
big  church  in  the  middle  of  Ning-po  city  where  for  eight  years  I 
acted  as  curate.  At  the  same  time  I took  care  of  the  district  of 
Fenghwa,  thirty  miles  to  the  south.  There  was  a big  orphanage  across 
the  road  in  Ning-po  with  seven  hundred  foundlings.  Nearly  every  day 
I was  called  there  to  baptize  newly  received  babies. 

I had  to  confirm  many  of  them  because  they  were  dying.  Little 
unpainted  coffins,  covered  with  a white  cloth  would  be  placed  in  the 
centre  of  the  chapel  for  me  to  recite  the  prayers  of  the  Church  over 
the  remains  of  those  who  had  winged  their  way  to  Heaven.  I had, 
besides,  to  give  two  instructions  daily  to  boys  and  girls.  This,  with 
preaching  on  Sundays  and  hearing  many  Confessions,  kept  me  busy. 
After  memorizing  six  sermons  with  the  help  of  a Chinese  priest,  I 
began  to  compose  my  own — in  Chinese. 

During  my  first  year  in  Ningpo,  when  walking  through  the  narrow 
streets,  I often  expected  to  be  run  through  by  a Boxer’s  lance  upon 
turning  a corner;  but  nothing  happened.  Towards  the  end  of  1903 
my  fellow  curate,  Father  Andrew  Tsu,  who  occupied  the  room  next 
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to  mine,  had  to  go  on  a sick  call  to  the  southern  part  of  the  parish. 
He  was  captured  and  put  to  death  by  the  Boxers.  They  had  wanted 
to  kill  him  in  the  city  of  Ninghai,  but  the  people  objected  “fearing 
lest  his  ghost  remain  to  haunt  them.”  So  he  was  dragged  by  the  feet 
outside  the  city  gates  and  beheaded.  The  mandarin  who  should  have 
protected  him  was  frightened  lest  he  be  blamed  for  what  happened. 
He  had  the  dead  priest’s  body  clothed  in  silk  and  placed  in  a coffin 
in  a beggar’s  shelter.  The  revolutionaries  had  taken  Father  Tsu’s 
head  with  them  but  on  meeting  with  some  Christians  agreed  to  sell  it 
to  them  for  a few  dollars.  The  head  was  then  placed  in  the  coffin 
along  with  the  body.  Some  years  later  I gave  Father  Tsu  Christian 
burial  in  a tomb  properly  prepared  by  the  civil  authorities. 

Shortly  after  his  death  I had  to  go  on  a sick  call  to  the  same 
district  and  pass  through  the  home  town  of  the  instigator  of  the  re- 
volt. By  this  time  he  had  been  executed  and  his  house  burned.  The 
authorities  sent  eight  soldiers  to  protect  me.  I said  that  I did  not  want 
the  soldiers  but  they  insisted,  saying  that  they  were  also  protecting 
themselves  for  if  anything  happened  to  me  they  would  be  blamed.  In 
those  days,  before  motor  roads  were  built  and  buses  introduced, 
answering  a sick-call  meant  a lot  of  hardship.  A seminarian,  Mr. 
(afterwards  Father)  Liu  accompanied  me  on  that  one.  With  our  bag- 
gage— bedding  and  Mass  kit — tied  to  each  end  of  a pole  our  carrier 
followed  along  behind  us.  We  boarded  a river  boat,  the  kind  that  is 
rowed  by  a long  paddle  affixed  loosely  to  the  stern.  There  were  about 
twenty  passengers  packed  just  like  sardines  in  a tin.  There  was  a head 
at  either  side  of  my  feet  and  two  pairs  of  feet  for  my  own  head  to  rest 
between. 

It  took  us  all  night  to  row  thirty  miles  against  the  current.  We 
then  walked  seven  miles  to  the  nearest  chapel  where  I said  Mass. 
After  that  we  hired  two  chairs  with  two  men  to  carry  each  one.  These 
reclining  chairs  rested  on  long  bamboo  poles  which  produced  a 
bouncing,  swinging  motion.  To  make  things  worse,  it  started  to  rain. 
Towards  evening  we  came  to  the  foot  of  a range  of  mountains.  The 
bearers  stopped  to  eat  supper.  We  went  on  and  came  to  a fork  in  the 
path.  We  had  to  wait  here  until  our  guide  came  up. 

“Where  is  the  Mass  kit?”  I enquired. 

“I  left  it  with  the  chair-bearers.” 

“And  how  can  1 give  your  father  the  Last  Sacraments  without 
the  Mass  kit?  . . . But  don’t  go  back  now.  Lead  the  way.” 

The  rains  became  torrential,  cascading  down  the  mountain  path. 
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We  had  to  wade  through  cold  rushing  water.  I began  to  get  cramps  in 
my  legs.  The  seminarian  sat  down,  fatigued.  He  suggested  we  get 
something  to  eat.  We  started  again  and  came  to  the  pass  at  the  top  of 
the  mountain  we  were  climbing.  There  was  a “food  stall”  there,  but 
it  was  closed  for  the  night.  The  owner  refused  to  prepare  food  for  us 
saying  he  had  no  firewood  with  which  to  cook  it. 

“We  have  some,”  I said,  determined  to  chop  up  the  door  if  neces- 
sary and  pay  for  it.  But  he  did  have  wood.  Reluctantly  he  made  a fire 
and  prepared  rice  and  hot  wine. 

Refreshed,  we  continued  our  journey.  On  nearing  the  village  the 
guide  cried  out:  “Oh,  my  father  is  dead!” 

“How  do  you  know?”  I asked. 

“Listen.  Hear  the  women  wailing.” 

It  was  so.  Two  villagers,  travelling  all  night,  went  back  for  my 
Mass  kit  and  the  next  morning  I said  Mass  and  held  the  funeral  serv- 
ice. The  man  had  died  about  the  time  we  were  leaving  Ningpo. 

There  was  a map  of  our  big  parish  hanging  on  the  parlour  wall  of 
the  rectory.  One  day  my  parish  priest,  Father  Faveau,  V.G.,  pointed 
to  the  central  district,  Fenghwa,  and  said,  “That  is  your  mission 
field.”  It  was  completely  dotted  with  towns  and  villages  with  only  one 
poor,  miserable  chapel  in  the  central  city.  I began  work  there  by 
making  a big,  geographical  sign  of  the  cross  over  it,  travelling  first 
from  north  to  south,  and  then  from  east  to  west,  several  hundred 
miles.  The  district  of  Fenghwa  was  about  five  hundred  square  miles 
in  extent.  One  of  its  inhabitants  was  the  now  famous  Chiang  Kai- 
shek,  at  that  time  a young  man,  and  now  President  of  Nationalist 
China,  Formosa.  While  continuing  my  work  as  curate  in  Ningpo  I 
would  often  go  to  Fenghwa  to  propagate  the  Faith,  opening  chapels 
here  and  there  and  finally  building  the  Sacred  Heart  Church  in  the 
central  city  in  1908. 

TO  BE  CONTINUED 


MARCH  MISSION  INTENTION 


Get  out  of  Africa!  This  is  the  latest 
demand  made  upon  the  West  by 
Khrushchev,  leader  of  atheistic  Com- 
munism’s onslaught  against  Christ- 
ianity. Those  who  read  the  encyclical 
“The  Gift  of  Faith”  by  the  late  Pius 
XII  will  recall  his  urgent  plea  that 


missioners  and  more  missioners  be 
sent  to  Africa.  If  you  cannot  meet 
this  challenge  by  going  to  Africa  as 
a priest,  Brother  or  Sister,  you  can 
pray  and  sacrifice  to  help  those  who 
will.  Do  so  now;  begin  today!  This 
is  a battle  to  the  finish. 
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2,360  MORE 
PLEDGES  WILL 


have  Ymm  sen; 


REMEMBER  l 

Msgr.  Fraser's  autobiography  began  in  January.  Don't  miss  it! 
Subscribe— or  have  your  subscription  brought  up-to-date— now! 
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SCARBORO 


Item  of  Interest 

from  the 

DOMINICAN  REPUBLIC 

The  Dominican  Government  co-operates  willingly  in  the  building  of 
churches  and  has  recently  restored  the  ancient  sanctuary  of  Nuestra  Senora 
de  la  Aquasanta  (Our  Lady  of  Holy  Water)  in  Boya,  pictured  here. 

The  church,  which  is  centuries  old,  is  said  to  have  been  built  to  the 
memory  of  the  last  Indian  chief,  Enriquillo,  at  the  request  of  his  wife.  En- 
riquillo  was  converted  to  Christianity  as  a youth,  but  was  reduced  to  slavery 
by  Spanish  conquerors  and  led  a rebellion  against  them.  Later,  through  the 
intercession  of  a military  captain,  Francisco  de  Barrio-Nuevo,  and  a famous 
priest-champion  of  the  Indian  race,  Padre  Bartolome  de  las  Casas,  he  made 
peace  with  Spain  and  settled  to  rule,  wisely  and  well,  over  four  thousand  of 
his  subjects  in  the  village  of  Santa  Maria  de  Boya.  It  is  believed  that  the 
ashes  of  both  Enriquillo  and  his  wife  Mencia  lie  beneath  the  marble  floor  of 
the  church. 

The  passage  of  time  contributed  to  its  deterioration  until  it  was  restored 
a few  years  ago  by  President  Trujillo,  but  an  earthquake  on  August  4,  1946 
almost  levelled  it  to  the  ground.  This  is  the  second  time  it  has  been  re-built 
by  the  present  government. 

Boya  has  been  a Scarboro  mission  territory  since  1943,  and  religious 
progress  has  been  rapid.  It  is  now  served  by  Father  Keeler,  S.F.M. 
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Fr . Dave  Fitzpatrick, 

a veteran  of  our  mis- 
sions in  Japan  gives 
our  readers  some  plain 
facts  about  the  need  of 
Catechists  in  that  coun- 
try, and  how  you  can 
help.  Page  12. 


Fr.  Vincent  Daniel, 

works  in  Scarboro’s 
Promotion  Department . 
In  his  story  he  gives 
our  readers  a humor- 
ous account  of  one  of 
the  Society’s  fund-rais- 
ing Projects.  Page  10. 
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viewpoint 


by  the 

editor 


The  Lay  Apostolate 

A great  deal  is  being  written  about  the  Lay  Apostolate.  It  is 
comprised  of,  as  the  words  indicate,  lay  apostles,  men  and 
women  who  have  been  baptized  into  the  Catholic  Faith  and  who 
work  to  extend  the  Catholic  religion  among  all  men,  so  that 
all  men  may  eventually  be  brought  (if  possible)  to  know,  love 
and  serve  God  in  this  world  and  to  be  happy  with  Him  forever 
in  the  next. 

This  is  by  no  means  a new  function  for  the  Catholic  laity. 
Such  an  obligation  has  rested  upon  them  ever  since  Pentecost. 
But  somehow  or  other  the  idea  never  found  full  expression, 
never  exerted  the  full  influence  in  the  world  of  which  it  was 
capable;  its  roots  never  took  deep  hold  among  the  laity.  The 
historian  must  search  out  the  reasons  which  will  explain  such 
a situation  and  why  it  persisted  so  long. 

While  the  idea  is  not  new,  the  activity  it  is  now  stirring  up 
is  fresh  and  dynamic.  The  Catholic  mind  (which  is  essentially 
universal)  but  which  for  too  long  and  in  too  many  places  has 
been  afflicted  by  a paralysing  “parochialism”  is  upgrading  and 
expanding  its  thinking  in  a universal  way;  and  consequently 
the  resultant  activity  is  likewise  becoming  universal.  It  may  be 
hard  to  swallow  but  it  took  the  world-wide  attack  by  Communism 
to  make  it  come  to  its  senses,  so  to  speak.  The  sense  of  rising 
power  and  greater  ability  to  do  something  “for  God  and  the 
Church”  in  and  through  the  Lay  Apostolate  can,  conceivably, 
lead  to  a certain  rashness — in  some,  at  least.  Whatever  is  at- 
tempted must  be  done  under  authority.  Our  late  Holy  Father 
Pius  XII  states  this  clearly:  “But  all  these  lay  apostles  must  be, 
and  remain,  under  the  authority,  leadership  and  watchfulness  of 
those  who  by  divine  institution  are  set  up  as  teachers  of  Christ’s 
Church.  In  matters  involving  the  salvation  of  souls,  there  is  no 
teaching  authority  in  the  Church  not  subject  to  this  authority  and 
vigilance.” 

The  immense  and  wonderful  opportunities  for  missionary  work 
in  the  Lay  Apostolate  are  limitless.  For  instance,  there  are  millions 
of  persons  who  need  to  be  taught  catechism.  There  are  number- 
less little  tasks  of  which  the  ordained  missioner  can  be  relieved 
for  work  that  only  he  can  do. 

A mighty  challenge  faces  the  Catholic  Church  today.  There 
is  a place  for  the  activity  of  everyone  who  is  a member  of  it.  Find 
out  where  yours  is. 
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LEST  WE  FORGET  series 


by  OBSERVER 


REMEMBER  THEM! 


Just  outside  of  my  window  I can 
see  and  hear  our  fine  young 
Scarboro  seminarians  playing  an  en- 
thusiastic game  of  hockey.  The  weather 
is  bright  and  sunny.  Some  day,  before 
very  long,  those  boys  will  leave  home 
and  loved  ones  for  the  cause  of  Christ 
— through  Him,  and  with  Him,  and 
in  Him,  to  search  for  souls. 

But  somehow  another  image,  of 
darkness  filled  with  pain,  seeks  to 
crowd  out  the  sight  and  sounds  of  these 
happy  students.  Somewhere  in  the 
whirling  hurricane  of  persecution  that 
is  roaring  through  the  hills  and  valleys 
of  China,  there  are  priests  I once  knew 
and  with  whom  I have  worked.  Some 
of  them  were  newly  ordained,  fresh 
and  eager  young  apostles  setting  forth 
to  bring  their  own  ancient  civilization 
under  the  benign  sway  of  the  Man 
from  Galilee.  Where  are  they  now? 
Only  God  knows,  for  sure.  Languish- 
ing in  prison,  manacled,  brain-washed 
until  they  cannot  call  their  souls  their 
own?  In  some  labour  battalion,  their 
sacred  hands  calloused,  their  bodies 
emaciated  from  beatings  and  starva- 
tion? This  is  not  “unabashed  rhetoric” 
meant  to  fire  anyone’s  imagination. 
Somewhere  in  China — and  if  they  are 
still  alive — these  “other  Christs”  are 
treading  the  via  dolorosa. 

These  shepherds  of  souls — and  all 
like  them  wherever  they  are— are 
worthy  of  much  more  than  our  admir- 


ation; they  are  worthy  of  our  love. 
Father  Joseph  McNamara*  wrote  last 
month,  “If  we  really  love  [people]  then 
we  desire  their  good,  their  happiness. 
It  is  not  sufficient  merely  to  say  that 
we  love  them.  St.  John  says  so  clearly: 
‘My  dear  children,  let  us  not  love  in 
word,  neither  with  the  tongue,  but  in 
deed  and  in  truth.’  ” (Italics  mine.) 

How  can  you  show  your  love  for 
these  Chinese  priests,  show  it  in  deed? 
By  sacrifice,  sacrifice  that  is  made,  and 
made  over  and  over,  till  it  hurts,  and 
hurts  still  more;  by  doing  without  many 
of  the  luxuries  to  which  you  have 
become  accustomed,  so  that  you  can 
contribute  to  the  preparation  of  a con- 
stant procession  of  “other  Christs”  who 
will  carry  on  the  work  their  brothers 
are  forcibly  kept  from.  You  can  show 
your  love  for  them  in  deed  by,  as  often 
as  you  can,  getting  out  of  your  warm 
bed  in  the  morning  and  going  to  Mass 
and  receiving  the  Holy  Eucharist  that 
the  grace  of  God  may  sustain  them  in 
their  misery.  That  is  practising  the 
doctrine  of  the  Communion  of  saints 
—which  you  believe. 

Remember  your  divine  Saviour’s 
words:  “As  long  as  you  did  it  to  one 
of  these  least,  you  did  it  to  Me.”  It  is 
what  you  do  for  love  of  Him  that  will 
assure  your  happiness  for  all  eternity, 
as  well  as  obtain  strength  and  consola- 
tion for  those  now  in  chains. 

*(Go  into  My  Vineyard.  March  1959) 
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Photograph  of  deceased  Satoko  “Maria”  Kitahara  is  exposed  before 
the  altar  where  Solemn  High  Requiem  Mass  was  offered  for  the  repose 
of  her  soul.  This  custom  is  also  followed  at  Catholic  funerals  in  Japan. 


She  lived  her  Faith 


by  Paul  Flaherty,  s.f.m. 


IT  WAS  A NOVEMBER  EVENING,  and  it 
was  cold  in  the  little  theatre.  But  the 
warmth  and  poignancy  of  the  story 
gradually  unfolding  itself  on  the  screen 
before  us  had  long  since  caused  us  to 
forget  the  nagging  numbness  in  our 
feet.  The  final  scene  was  especially 
touching,  and  more  than  enough  to 
defy  any  poor  attempt  I might  make  at 
description — a small  shabby  hut  fur- 
nished with  the  usual  matting  of  woven 
straw,  a mere  wisp  of  a girl  lying  on  a 
cheap  mattress,  her  rosary  clutched  in 
her  hand,  struggling  for  breath  in  her 


death  agony.  Kneeling  around  her  was 
a small  group  of  friends  solemnly  re- 
citing the  prayers  for  the  dying — 
friends  to  whom  she  had  given  her  all 
for  the  love  of  Christ,  and  who  for 
some  time  past  had  rightly  come  to 
consider  her  a saint.  Thus  ended  the 
filmed  version  of  the  dramatic  best- 
seller, “Mary  of  Ants’  Town.”  It 
ranked  among  the  year’s  top  ten  in 
popularity.  The  story  was  written  by 
Mr.  Matsui,  himself  a resident  as  well 
as  a leading  official  of  Ants’  Town. 
Daily,  for  nearly  eight  years,  he  had 
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come  into  close  contact  with  his 
“Maria”  and  he  knew  whereof  he 
wrote. 

Miss  Satoko  Kitahara  (Maria)  was 
born  on  August  22,  1929,  into  a non- 
Catholic  upper  middle-class  family, 
her  father  being  one  of  the  professors 
of  Tokyo’s  Agriculture  University.  In 
1949,  she  herself  graduated  from  the 
Showa  University  School  of  Pharmacy, 
and  in  October  of  the  same  year,  on 
the  Feast  of  Christ  the  King  was  bap- 
tized Elizabeth.  The  name  “Maria”  by 
which  she  became  known  to  all  is  ac- 
tually her  Confirmation  name.  About 
a year  after  becoming  a Catholic,  she 
happened  to  meet  one  Brother  Zeno, 
a white-bearded,  patriarchal  and  saint- 
ly Black  Franciscan  Brother,  whose 
years  of  devoted  work  among  the  poor 
in  Tokyo  is  almost  legendary.  No  im- 
practical visionary  she,  Maria  told 
Brother  Zeno  how  she  yearned  to  live 
her  Christianity,  to  prove  in  a concrete 
way  the  love  for  Christ  burning  in  her 
heart.  Brother  Zeno  thereupon  sug- 
gested she  accompany  him  on  a visit 
to  Ants’  Town.  Without  the  slightest 
hesitation,  Maria  agreed  to  go  along 
with  him  and  that  very  day  she  went 
there,  never  to  return  to  her  former 
way  of  life. 

To  avoid  getting  ahead  of  my  story, 
I should  really,  at  this  point,  tell  you 
something  about  Ants’  Town,  this  un- 
usual community  presently  located  in 
a desperately  poor  section  on  one  bank 
of  the  Tokyo  River.  Its  one-hundred- 
and-fifty  inhabitants  are  exclusively 
rag-pickers,  of  which  there  are  an  esti- 
mated 7,000  in  Tokyo  alone.  These 
men  and  women  eke  out  a meagre 
livelihood  by  spending  their  days  (and 
sometimes  also  a good  portion  of  their 


nights)  picking  up  discarded  papers, 
pieces  of  scrap-iron,  bottles,  straw,  and 
the  like.  In  January,  1950,  fifteen  of 
these  men,  under  the  leadership  of  Mr. 
Osawa,  the  present  “Mayor”,  decided 
to  pool  their  resources  and  energies, 
and  thus  avoid  some  of  the  overlapping 
in  their  work.  Their  idea,  little  short 
of  inspired,  as  subsequent  events  have 
proved,  was  to  put  trash  collection  on 
a sort  of  assembly-line  basis.  Whereas 
before  they  had  worked  independently, 
they  now  wished  to  be  members  of  a 
team.  They  were  convinced  that  by  such 
collaboration  there  would  be  both  less 
work  for  each  individual,  and  more 
net  profit.  And  thus  was  born  the  co- 
operative enterprise  and  legal  corpora- 
tion now  known  as  Ari  no  machi  — 
Ants’  Town.  The  individuals  and  fami- 
lies who  make  up  this  unique  com- 
munity in  downtown  Tokyo  live  in 
their  own  little  houses,  but  if  for  the 
purpose  of  greater  mutual  saving  they 
so  wish,  for  a relatively  small  charge 
they  may  also  avail  themselves  of  a 
common  dining  - hall,  bath  - house, 
recreation  room,  push  carts  et  cetera. 
Working  independently,  the  most  en- 
terprising of  rag-pickers  can  earn  very 
little  more  than  the  equivalent  of  one 
dollar  a day,  so  the  necessity  of  cut- 
ting operating  expenses  to  a minimum 
and  the  obvious  advantages  of  using 
the  co-operative  facilities  afforded,  are 
clearly  evident. 

But  back  to  Maria  and  our  story. 
On  her  first  visit  to  Ari  no  machi,  she 
was  so  impressed  at  seeing  what  the 
people  there  were  trying  to  do,  she  de- 
cided to  join  them.  She  took  no  vow 
of  poverty,  but  few  religious  would 
claim  to  have  given  up  any  more. 
From  association  with  the  cream  of 
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Tokyo  Society  she  freely  chose  to 
come  to  live  in  the  City  of  Rag-pickers. 
And  mark  it  well,  she  came,  not  as  a 
mere  social  adviser,  but  to  be  just  what 
these  people  were,  to  become  one  with 
them,  to  share  intimately  their  joys, 
sorrows,  and  labour.  Each  day  she 
took  her  cart  and  went  with  her  fel- 
low townsmen  and  women  into  the 
streets  and  alleys  of  Tokyo’s  East  Side. 
When  her  cart  was  filled,  she  pulled  it 
back  to  Ari  no  machi,  sorted  out  its 
contents,  and  received  her  meagre  pay. 
She  rarely  spent  anything  on  herself, 
and  shortly  after  her  arrival  the  chil- 
dren of  the  town  began  to  find  little 
things  in  their  rooms  that  they  had 
wished  for  but  never  dreamed  of  get- 
ting. In  her  precious  little  free  time, 
besides  teaching  catechism  to  the  lit- 
tle ones,  she  bought  school  books  and 
taught  many  to  read  and  write  who 
otherwise  would  not  have  received  any 
formal  education. 

In  the  early  years  at  least,  her  life 
with  her  chosen  people  proved  to  be 
anything  but  a bed  of  roses  filled  with 
sweetness  and  light.  At  that  time,  few 
if  any  of  the  inhabitants  were  Chris- 
tians. They  did  not  understand  her 
lofty  spiritual  motivation  and  sus- 
pected her  of  being  a rich  girl  sated 
with  the  luxury  and  pleasures  of  her 
social  class,  “slumming  it”  among 
them  temporarily  for  the  novelty  and 
thrills  it  afforded.  Many  others  con- 
sidered her  an  immature  young  girl  in 
the  first  elation  of  a spiritual  fervour 
which  would  surely  spend  itself  in  the 
not  too  distant  future.  Some  among  the 
leaders  of  the  town  thought  her  a 
hypocrite,  and  even  resorted  to  open 
persecution  in  the  form  of  direct  ver- 
bal beratings.  Indeed,  Maria’s  gener- 


ous and  sensitive  heart  must  have  been 
cut  to  the  quick  by  such  treatment,  but 
never  once  was  she  known  to  have 
shown  any  resentment.  On  the  con- 
trary, undaunted  in  her  total  dedica- 
tion, she  merely  continued  to  smile, 
work  and  pray. 

The  years  passed,  and,  inevitably,  so 
did  the  suspicions  and  persecutions  of 
the  townspeople.  Her  selfless  devotion 
to  their  welfare,  spiritual  and  temporal 
eventually  touched  their  hearts,  and 
gradually  they  all  came  to  respect  and 
love  not  only  Maria  but  the  Christ 
whom  she  served  so  well.  And  why? 
Simply  because  in  Maria,  the  people 
of  Ari  no  machi  saw  a concrete  tang- 
ible proof  of  God’s  love  for  men,  one 
modelled  after  the  greatest  proof  ever 
given — the  Incarnation  of  the  Son  of 
God,  Who  “being  rich,  became  poor 
for  our  sake.”  Thanks  to  Maria’s 
heroic  example,  they  have  been  shown 
that  the  Christ  who  walked  among  the 
poor  of  Galilee  still  walks  among  the 
poor  of  to-day. 

Before  Maria  came  to  Ari  no  machi 
some  of  the  inhabitants  had  studied  the 
catechism,  but  few  showed  more  than 
a speculative  appreciation  of  the  won- 
derful content  of  Catholicism.  When, 
however,  this  saintly  girl  came  to  show 
them  that  there  really  are  people  in  the 
world  who  live  the  teaching  of  the 
Mystical  Body  of  Christ  with  all  its 
practical  implications,  the  town  sent 
a delegation  to  Father  Chiba,  pastor 
of  the  nearest  parish,  to  inform  him 
that  they  too  wished  to  be  members 
of  this  church.  And  at  the  time  of  this 
writing,  perhaps  half  of  the  rag-pick- 
ers of  Ants’  Town  are  fervent  Catho- 
lics. Many  others  are  under  instruc- 
tion preparing  for  Baptism. 
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Although  Almighty  God  had  en- 
dowed Maria  with  a robust  will  which 
He  continually  strengthened  with  the 
abundant  outpouring  of  His  Divine 
Grace,  He  did  not,  in  His  inscrutable 
Providence,  see  fit  to  confer  on  her  a 
strong  physical  constitution.  From  her 
earliest  years,  she  was  threatened  with 
consumption,  a condition  which,  by 
the  way,  proved  to  be  the  one  stumb- 
ling block  against  Maria’s  attaining 
her  heart’s  desire  ...  to  enter  a con- 
vent and  become  a nun.  The  years  of 
gruelling  manual  labour  eventually 
took  their  toll  of  her  frail  body.  She 
fell  sick,  and  after  a lingering  illness, 
gave  her  soul  back  to  her  Creator  on 
January  23,  1958. 

I never  met  Maria  during  her  rela- 
tively short  life-span  of  28  years,  but 
recently,  along  with  Father  Geier, 
S.F.M.,  I was  privileged  to  attend  a 
ceremony  in  her  honour  on  the  first 
anniversary  of  her  death.  The  day  be- 
gan with  a Solemn  High  Mass  at  the 
parish  church,  and  ended  with  the  un- 
veiling of  a bronze  bust,  cast  and  do- 

Inated  by  one  of  Japan’s  leading  sculp- 
tors. A crowd  of  over  200  people  in- 
cluding Maria’s  parents,  city  officials, 
representatives  of  the  clergy  and  the 
motion  picture  industry  were  on  hand 
to  pay  tribute  to  the  memory  of  this 
valiant  woman.  Needless  to  say,  many 
and  eloquent  were  the  speeches  ex- 
tolling her  virtues  and  achievements. 
But  the  most  eloquent,  though  silent, 
testimony  to  Maria’s  singular  greatness 
lies,  I think,  in  the  evident  spirit  of 
peace  and  contentment  pervading  Ari 
no  machi  itself.  As  soon  as  one  enters 
the  town  gate  one  is  struck  by  this 
spirit,  for  everywhere  can  be  seen  peo- 
ple, admittedly  poor,  busy  at  their 


Father  Paul  Flaherty,  S.F.M.  has  re- 
covered from  his  illness  and  is  back 
in  Japan. 


work,  happy  and  cheerful,  poverty  not- 
withstanding. When  the  founders  first 
conceived  the  idea  of  forming  a cor- 
poration they  had  only  two  ideas  in 
mind — to  make  money  and  to  have 
to  do  less  work.  But  after  receiving  in- 
struction in  Catholic  social  teaching, 
they  set  out  to  make  an  ideal  Catholic 
community-life  town.  The  best  of  their 
poor  structures  in  the  centre  of  town 
was  converted  into  a chapel.  A Lourdes 
grotto  was  built  nearby.  And  although 
there  is  no  set  time  for  rising,  every 
morning  at  7 the  Angelus  is  broadcast 
over  the  town’s  loudspeaker,  at  the 
conclusion  of  which  the  day’s  work 
begins.  At  6 p.m.  the  Angelus  is  again 
broadcast  over  the  system  to  announce 
the  end  of  the  day’s  work.  “And  the 
Word  was  made  flesh  and  dwelt 
amongst  us.”  Morning  and  evening, 
the  manifestation  of  God’s  greatest 
mercy  to  mankind  is  thus  reverently 
recalled  in  Ants’  Town.  And  how 
could  these  good  people  help  but  be 
reminded  of  another  manifestation  of 
His  Mercy  made  particularly  to  them 
in  the  person  of  their  own  beloved 
Satoko  Kitahara  Maria,  now  surely  in- 
terceding on  their  behalf  before  the 
Throne  of  God! 
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Roll  out  the  barrel! 

by  Vincent  Daniel,  S.F.M. 


Amissionary  priest  is  called  upon 
to  do  many  strange  things.  Per- 
haps one  of  the  strangest  is  collecting 
articles  containing  old  gold  and  silver. 
The  following  story  is  true.  Even  the 
names  are  authentic;  so  no  one  is 
protected! 

In  a bright  blue  (and  borrowed)  sta- 
tion wagon  loaded  with  eight  varnished 
beer  barrels,  brightened  up  by  silver 
and  gold  paint  on  their  hoops,  and 
eight  poles  to  hold  up  signs  for  the 
barrels,  I set  out  to  travel  the  1 80  miles 
from  Toronto  to  Kingston.  What  a 
contrast  between  the  colorful  cargo 
and  my  black  clerical  clothes!  It  caused 
many  a motorist  to  look  twice,  and 
made  passing  pedestrians  stop  in  their 
tracks  to  stare  at  the  unusual  sight. 

I drove  merrily  along  as  though 
nothing  out  of  the  ordinary  was  taking 
place;  as  if  it  was  a common  every  day 
occurrence  for  a Scarboro  Father  to 
be  transporting  a load  of  beer  barrels 
along  highway  401.  But  the  jig  was  up 
when  I had  to  stop  for  gas.  Then  I 
met  an  old  friend,  Bill,  pumping  petrol 
at  a “Happy  Motoring!”  sign. 

I said:  “Fill  up  the  tank,  please. 
Leave  the  barrels  empty  for  now,  Billy 
boy!” 

He  laughed  and  asked  me  what  I 
intended  to  do  with  the  kegs;  he  was 
used  to  seeing  them  filled  with  his  fav- 
orite beverage. 

“These  barrels,”  I said,  “are  going  to 
help  a lot  of  people  help  the  missions. 
Through  the  courtesy  of  Archbishop 


O’Sullivan  and  many  of  his  pastors, 
we  have  arranged  several  preaching 
dates  in  Kingston  Archdiocese.  We 
will  preach  there  on  a Sunday  and 
tell  the  people  that  that  day  week  will 
be  Salvage  Sunday  for  the  Scarboro 
Missions.  They  will  be  asked  to  bring 
on  that  day  such  articles  as  old  rings, 
watches,  eye-glass  frames,  trophy  cups, 
silverware,  bracelets,  ear-rings,  and 
dental  fillings.  In  fact,  Bill,  we’ll 
give  them  each  a pamphlet  as  each 
leaves  the  church.  Take  a look  at  this 
one;  it  gives  a rather  complete  list  of 
anything  that  may  contain  old  gold  or 
silver.” 

Bill  looked  at  the  pamphlet  and 
agreed  that  we  had  covered  the  field 
pretty  well.  He  then  asked:  “What  do 
you  do  with  all  the  salvage,  Father?” 
“We  sort  it  out  and  sell  it  to  various 
dealers  in  Toronto,  Bill.” 

“Do  you  make  much  money  on  it?” 
“Well,  we  don’t  expect  to  make  a 
fortune  out  of  it,  exactly.  But  it  also 
gives  us  a chance  to  preach  to  the 
Catholics  of  Canada  and  this  helps 
them  to  become  more  mission-minded. 
It’s  important,  you  know,  to  educate 
everyone  to  the  fact  that  each  and  all 
of  us  have  an  obligation  to  support  the 
work  of  the  foreign  missions.” 

Bill  thought  that  over  for  awhile — 
in  fact  until  the  gas  he  had  been  pump- 
ing into  the  tank  backed  up  and 
splashed  over  his  hands.  He  took  this  in 
his  stride,  wiped  it  off  carefully  and 
said:  “You  know,  Father,  that’s  a 
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Salvage  Sunday  is  coming  up 

Obtaining  money  to  fill  the  growing  needs  of  Scarboro  Fathers  in  their  self-sacrificing  efforts  to 
convert  unbelievers  is  a task  we  have  to  face  daily.  To  collect  articles  with  gold  or  silver  in  them  we 
have  a Salvage  Sunday  in  as  many  parishes  as  we  can.  You  may,  if  you  wish,  send  your  own  parcel 
of  such  things  directly  to  us. 


J 

ji 

: 


darn  good  idea!  There  are  lots  of  peo- 
ple who  may  not  have  ready  cash  when 
you  Fathers  come  to  talk  to  them.  But 
nearly  everyone  has  an  article  or  two 
with  gold  or  silver  in  it  which  can  be 
given  to  your  drive.  I have  a number 
of  trophies  at  home;  maybe  some  of 
them  would  be  of  use.  Of  course,  you 
can’t  have  my  ‘World’s  Greatest  Liar’ 
one,  but.  . . .” 

I told  him  that  I’d  be  around  some 
day  to  challenge  him  and  perhaps  win 
it  from  him — if  he  didn’t  give  it  to  the 
missions  before  that! 

“By  the  way,  Father,”  Bill  said, 
“how  long  were  you  on  the  missions?” 

At  that  point  I was  very  much 
tempted  to  say:  “Why,  / went  to  China 
with  Monsignor  Fraser  in  1902!”  That 
might  win  me  the  liar’s  cup,  but  this 
wasn’t  the  moment  to  try.  So  I stuck 
to  the  truth  and  said:  “One  full  month 
in  the  Dominican  Republic.” 

Bill  looked  skeptical. 

“OK,”  I said,  defending  myself,  “it 
wasn’t  a long  time.  But,  you  see,  my 
Superior  assigned  me  to  this  work  in 
Canada.  However,  I can  say  I was 
there  and  saw  the  missions  and  learned 
something  of  the  needs  of  the  people 
in  that  country.  Besides,  I correspond 
regularly  with  many  of  my  priestly 
friends  on  the  missions;  thus  I add 
to  my  store  of  knowledge  which  I use 
when  I preach.” 

Bill  was  growing  more  enthusiastic 
and  when  I started  to  pull  away  he  told 
me  he  would  be  on  the  look-out  for  old 


gold  and  silver  for  Scarboro. 

When  I arrived  in  Kingston  I de- 
livered the  barrels  to  Saint  John’s  par- 
ish where  I received  a very  cordial 
welcome  from  Father  Pickett.  In  fact, 
all  of  the  priests  in  the  Archdiocese  re- 
ceived me  very  well,  and  the  way  they 
reminded  the  people  to  remember  Sal- 
vage Sunday  helped  enormously.  The 
final  phase  of  the  campaign  took  place 
when  Scarboro  Fathers  came  to  do  the 
preaching.  The  following  week  the  bar- 
rels and  their  contents  were  picked  up. 

Part  of  my  work  was  to  scout  around 
the  Archdiocese  while  I was  there,  to 
arrange  preaching  dates.  I also  visited 
schools  where  I talked  to  the  students 
about  the  priesthood  and  the  Foreign 
Missions.  That  can  be  saved  for  an- 
other article,  so  I won’t  go  into  it  now. 

We  are  indeed  grateful  to  all  who 
have  cooperated  in  making  our  Salvage 
Sunday  appeals  such  successes.  We 
have  completed  them  in  Kingston 
Archdiocese  and  the  diocese  of  Peter- 
boro.  Now  we  have  started  in  the  dio- 
cese of  London,  Ont. 

Because  of  the  success  of  this  pro- 
ject our  Promotion  Department  has 
been  able  to  finance  the  buying  of  three 
grey  station  wagons;  they  have  been 
needed  for  some  time.  So,  if  you  see 
a priest  driving  along  the  Queen  Eliz- 
abeth Highway  some  day  with  a ve- 
hicle full  of  barrels,  don’t  be  alarmed! 
It  is  only  a Scarboro  Missioner  rolling 
along  in  search  of  salvage  for  the  sal- 
vation of  souls. 
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This  plea  of  Scar  boro 
Father  David  Fitzpatrick 
is  one  that  could  be  made 
by  every  Catholic  mls- 
sioner . Imagine  one  priest 
trying  to  care  for  1 00,- 
000  people!  Yet  that  is 
not  unusual  in  Japan. 
What  a tremendous  field 
is  open  for  the  activities 
of  the  Lay  Apostolate! 
Although,  because  of 
their  specific  duties,Cate- 
chists  must  be  native  to 
the  country  in  which  they 
work,  there  are  multiple 
tasks  which  a dedicated 
Catholic  Canadian  laity 
could  perform.  There  are 
those  who  could  give  their 
personal  services;  others 
there  are  who  could  assist 
financially.  The  challenge 
is  ours  to  accept — or  run 
from.  Which  will  it  be? 


j^fter  seven  years  in  our  Japanese  mission 
Scarboro  Fathers  are  brought  back  to  Canada 
for  a rest;  that  is  why  I am  now  at  home.  Dur- 
ing the  months  I have  already  spent  here  I have 
been  happily  surprised  and  gratified  to  > learn 
how  interested  in  Japan  our  Catholic  Cana- 
dians have  become.  As  a matter  of  fact  such 
interest  has  been  growing  steadily  since  World 
War  II. 

I find  it  difficult  at  times  to  describe  the  won- 
derful opportunities,  as  well  as  the  very  real 
obstacles,  that  make  the  mission  of  Japan  such 
a challenge.  Since  most  Canadians  cannot  go 
there  and  see  at  first  hand  evidence  of  what  I 
mean,  it  remains  for  me  to  attempt  to  describe 
the  situation  as  best  I can. 

Fitzpatrick,  If  I only  had 

S.F.M. 

To  me  a formidable  obstacle  which  every 
missionary  in  Japan  must  cope  with  is  the  dif- 
ficulty of  making  contact  with  the  people.  Con- 
sidering the  vast  number  of  souls  in  Japan  who 
must  still  come  to  know  and  love  Christ,  and 
share  in  His  blessings,  the  task  before  any  mis- 
sionary seems  insurmountable.  At  present  the 
entire  population  of  that  country  is  reckoned  to 
be  over  90  million  people,  of  whom  a mere 
250,000  have  been  converted  to  the  Faith.  There 
are  few  (if  any)  missionary  priests  in  Japan 
who  have  a territory  assigned  to  them  popu- 
lated by  less  than  100,000  souls.  In  my  own 
case,  my  first  mission  was  comprised  of  about 
15  small  towns,  containing  from  5,000  to  40,- 

000  people  each,  in  all  more  than  150,000 
souls.  Only  50  of  these  were  Christian!  Later 

1 was  assigned  to  a new  parish  in  central  Japan 
which  included  three  cities  and  fifteen  towns. 
Within  the  boundaries  of  that  territory  lived 
over  half  a million  souls,  and  scattered  among 
them  were  only  400  Christians.  There  is  a simi- 


lar  situation  in  most  of  the  mission 
districts.  Usually  there  is  only  one 
priest  trying  to  spread  the  Faith  among 
such  numbers.  Sometimes  there  are 
two. 

I mentioned  that  making  contact 
with  the  people — endeavouring  to  in- 
terest them  in  Christ  and  His  Church, 
and  attempting  to  foster  that  interest 
once  it  has  been  aroused — is  a major 
problem.  How  can  a priest  hope  to 
visit — with  any  regularity — the  many 
scattered  communities  in  the  territory 
assigned  to  him?  All  too  often  the 
initial  interest  shown  in  the  teachings 
of  Christ  by  groups  of  pagans  in  these 


assigned  to  him.  They  are  lay  men  and 
women  who  assist  in  directing  catech- 
ism classes,  in  preparing  individuals 
for  Baptism  and  the  other  Sacraments, 
in  visiting  the  sick  and  the  poor  . . . 
assisting  the  missionary  in  all  the 
corporal  and  spiritual  works  of  mercy. 
Through  catechists  the  missionary  is 
able  to  keep  well-informed  on  condi- 
tions in  each  town  and  city  in  his  par- 
ish. Further,  catechists  also  show 
Christianity  in  action  in  their  own 
lives.  . . . through  their  example  many 
of  their  fellow  countrymen  can  be 
brought  to  the  realization  that  Chris- 
tianity is  not  some  foreign  religion,  the 


MORE  CATECHISTS  . . . 


varying  centres  dies  away.  This  is  so, 
because,  lacking  personnel,  he  is  un- 
able to  foster  it  by  further  teaching.  In 
many  cases  each  time  he  re-visits  some 
particular  town  he  must  make  almost 
a fresh  start;  he  finds  the  effects  of  a 
previous  visit  have  been  practically 
nullified  due  to  this  lack  of  “follow 
up.” 

Since  the  shortage  of  priests  is  so 
acute  there  is  a great  need  for  more 
and  more  qualified  catechists  for  this 
apostolic  work.  To  many  Catholics 
here  at  home  the  term  “catechist”  has 
very  little  meaning,  other  than  that 
catechists  are  often  spoken  of  in  the 
history  of  the  early  Church  and  ex- 
tensively employed  in  any  missionary 
endeavour.  To  a missionary,  well- 
trained  catechists  are  the  means  where- 
by the  Church’s  influence  can  be 
spread  to  every  corner  of  the  district 


acceptance  of  which  would  make  them 
less  patriotic,  but  is  rather  the  way  of 
life  God  has  pointed  out  for  all  . . . 
a way  of  life  which  is  supra-national, 
and  is  not  restricted  to  any  chosen 
group  or  country  alone,  but  is  the  way 
to  happiness  for  souls  in  every  clime 
and  country.  In  Canada  we  are  bless- 
ed with  Catholic  schools,  Catholic 
hospitals,  many  Religious  Orders  of 
Sisters  and  Brothers  to  help  teach  and 
direct  children  and  young  people  in 
the  ways  of  God.  On  the  missions, 
these  situations  which  we  tend  to  take 
so  much  for  granted  here  at  home,  are 
sadly  missing.  We  must  satisfy  this 
need  by  employing  trained  and  dedi- 
cated lay  men  and  women  to  assist  us 
in  the  spread  of  God’s  teaching,  so  that 
many  more  souls  will  be  brought  to 
share  in  the  blessings  Christ  has  won 
for  them. 
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In  my  work  in  Japan  I also  employ- 
ed the  services  of  a catechist.  I could 
have  used  ten  to  fifteen  more,  placing 
one  in  each  of  the  large  districts  under 
my  care.  Then  I would  have  been  able 
to  have  a number  of  Catholic  Centres 
to  which  enquiring  Japanese  could  go. 
And  the  catechist  in  charge  of  it  could 
form  and  direct  a study  club.  Thus, 
when  I came  to  visit  that  particular 
place,  I would  find  a group  ready  to 
listen  to  what  I had  to  say;  the  con- 
tacts would  already  have  been  made 
by  the  catechist. 

But,  as  is  all  too  often  the  case,  none 
of  us  has  the  money  to  finance  such  a 
program,  vital  though  it  is.  We  can 
get  reputable,  well-instructed  men  and 
women  to  become  catechists.  We  can- 
not, however,  pay  them  a wage  suffi- 
cient for  their  livelihood,  cannot,  that 
is,  with  the  limited  funds  at  our  dis- 
posal up  to  now.  All  things  consider- 
ed, a just  wage  would  be  the  Japa- 
nese equivalent  of  fifty  dollars  in  Cana- 
dian money. 

Here  is  an  opportunity  for  Catholics 
at  home  to  do  something  specific  to 
help  our  Scarboro  Fathers  in  Japan. 
You  may  be  blessed  with  worldly 
wealth  to  the  extent  of  being  able 
to  “adopt”  a catechist,  to  pay  his 
salary  for  a month,  a year — or  longer. 
Such  an  intimate  way  of  co-operating 
in  the  work  of  a missionary  must 
bring  greater  success  to  his  efforts  and 
a heavenly  reward  to  yourself.  Please 
give  some  thought  to  it;  the  need  is 
vital.  If  you  find  that  you  cannot  “go 
it  alone”  perhaps  you  could  bring  to- 
gether a group  of  mission-minded  peo- 
ple like  yourself,  whose  combined  ef- 
forts would  achieve  the  desired  end. 
How  about  a try?  Thank  you! 
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Ihave  long  had  it  in  mind  to  share 
a great  discovery  with  the  readers 
of  Scarboro  Missions;  to  tell  you  about 
the  City  of  God,  by  Mother  Mary  of 
Agreda.  It  is  a prodigious  work  of 
four  volumes,  totalling  around  2,500 
pages  and  it  deals  entirely  with  the 
revelations  made  to  this  humble  nun 
by  the  Blessed  Mother  of  God.  This 
“discovery”  has  long  been  one  of  the 
greatest  events  of  my  life.  I have  no 
difficulty  in  making  my  own  the  ver- 
dict of  the  late  renowned  Cardinal 
D’Aguirre  who  stated  that  he  consid- 
ered all  the  studies  of  fifty  years  of  his 
previous  life  to  be  of  little  consequence 
compared  to  the  doctrine  of  these 
books.  The  saintly  Father  Solanus 
Casey,  a Capuchin  for  more  than  sixty 
years  and  who  died  in  1957,  was  one 
of  the  most  ardent  and  enthusiastic  de- 
votees of  Mother  Mary  of  Agreda.  For 
fifty  of  these  years  her  writings  con- 
stituted his  daily  meditation  and  in  his 
latter  days,  when  freedom  from  rou- 
tine duties  left  him  more  time,  he 
spent  hours  on  his  knees  each  day 
reading  from  those  precious  volumes, 
often  completely  oblivious  to  all 
around  him.  During  his  entire  life  he 
constantly  urged  his  penitents  and  ac- 


quaintances to  become  acquainted 
with  this  inspirational  work  which  he 
regarded  as  a spiritual  treasure  beyond 
compare. 

Although  more  than  300  years  have 
elapsed  since  the  completion  of  this 
work  (in  1645)  it  was  not  till  after 
the  turn  of  this  century  that  it  became 
known  in  America.  It  was  Father 
George  Blatter,  a priest  of  the  Arch- 
diocese of  Chicago,  who  conceived  the 
idea  of  translating  it  into  English.  In 
the  year  1900,  quite  by  accident,  he 
came  across  the  German  edition  and 
so  impressed  was  he  by  the  inspiring 
revelations  of  this  amazing  work  that 
he  decided  to  learn  Spanish  in  order 
to  make  a translation  of  the  authentic 
original  available  to  the  English- 
speaking  world.  It  took  him  twelve 
years  to  accomplish  this  prodigious 
task  and  in  1912  the  first  English  edi- 
tion appeared.  When,  many  years 
later,  Pope  Pius  XI  granted  a private 
audience  to  the  publisher,  he  said: 
“You  have  done  a great  work  in  honor 
of  the  Mother  of  God.  She  will  never 
permit  herself  to  be  outdone  in  gener- 
osity and  will  know  how  to  reward  a 
thousandfold.  We  grant  the  Apostolic 
Benediction  to  all  readers  and  pro- 
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moters  of  the  Mystical  City  of  God” 

Have  you  ever  wondered  why  the 
sublime  prerogatives  of  the  Blessed 
Mother  should  have  been  so  long  hid- 
den from  the  Christian  world?  The 
Gospel  narrative  is  surprisingly  reticent 
in  her  regard.  More  than  1800  years 
passed  before  the  definition  of  her  Im- 
maculate Conception,  and  another 
century  before  the  doctrine  of  the 
Assumption  became  an  article  of  faith. 
Mother  Mary  of  Agreda  was  regarded 
as  suspect,  chiefly  by  the  Jansenists 
of  her  day,  when  she  wrote  that  the 
Blessed  Mother  was  the  Mediatrix  of 
all  graces;  and  Saint  Simon  de  Mont- 
fort  was  subject  to  unbelievable  perse- 
cution because,  in  his  writings  about 
Mary  he  was  “300  years  ahead  of  his 
time.”  I was  always  inclined  to  believe 
that  the  Jansenistic  “hangover”  was  to 
a great  extent  responsible  for  the 
“fear  of  unduly  extolling  the  Blessed 
Mother”  and  the  perpetual  playing 
down  of  her  sublime  and  incomparable 
role  in  the  Redemption  of  humankind. 
But  that  explanation  did  not  quite 
suffice.  Nobody  could  have  accused 
the  Apostles  and  Evangelists  of  any 
tinge  of  Jansenist  heresy. 

In  the  City  of  God  we  find  the  ans- 
wer. Truly  did  God  regard  the  humility 
of  His  handmaid.  It  was  at  her  request 
that  He  permitted  her  great  preroga- 
tives to  remain  so  long  unknown  to  the 
Christian  world.  In  the  fourth  volume 
(p.  769)  we  find  the  following  words 
of  Mary  addressed  to  Mother  Mary  of 
Agreda:  “As  thou  art  now  again  aston- 
ished that  the  Evangelists  should  not 
have  made  any  mention  of  these  won- 
derful favors  of  the  Lord  towards  me, 

I will  repeat  what  I have  already  told 
thee;  for  I wish  that  all  mortals  should 


remember  the  reason  for  the  reticence 
of  the  Gospels.  I myself  have  com- 
manded the  Evangelists  not  to  write 
anything  about  my  privileges  except 
what  is  contained  in  the  articles  of 
faith  and  in  the  commandments  of  the 
divine  law  and  what  was  necessary  for 
the  establishment  of  the  Church.  For 
as  teacher  of  the  Church,  I knew  by 
the  infused  science  of  the  Most  High 
what  would  then  be  proper  for  its  be- 
ginning. The  manifestation  of  my 
prerogatives,  being  included  in  the  dig- 
nity of  Mother  of  God  and  in  my  being 
full  of  grace,  was  reserved  by  the  di- 
vine Providence  for  a more  opportune 
and  convenient  time,  namely  when  the 
faith  should  be  better  known  and  es- 
tablished. God  in  His  kindness  wishes 
to  offer  this  opportune  remedy  to  me 
in  order  that  all  of  them  may  seek 
help  and  eternal  salvation  through  my 
intercession  ” 

No  words  are  adequate  to  describe 
the  sacrifice  voluntarily  made  by  the 
Blessed  Mother  when  she  acquiesced 
in  the  terrible  sufferings  and  death 
of  her  beloved  divine  Son.  Never  was 
sorrow  like  unto  her  sorrow,  “exceed- 
ing the  sufferings  of  all  the  martyrs 
who  have  died  or  will  die  for  love 
of  God  to  the  end  of  the  world.”  On 
Thursday,  the  eve  of  His  Passion  and 
Death  “at  earliest  dawn  the  Lord 
called  upon  His  most  beloved  Mother 
and  she,  hastening  to  prostrate  her- 
self at  His  feet,  responded:  ‘Speak, 
my  Lord,  for  Thy  servant  heareth.’  ” 
Raising  her  up  from  the  ground,  He 
spoke  to  her  in  words  of  soothing 
and  tenderest  love:  “My  Mother,  the 
hour  decreed  by  the  eternal  wisdom 
of  My  Father  for  accomplishing  the 
salvation  and  restoration  of  the  human 
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WE’RE 


ALMOST 

THERE! 


I 

ONLY 

2222 

PLEDGES 
TO  GO! 


$600,000.00 


$400,000.00 


$200,000.00 


$700,000.00 


$500,000.00 


$300,000.00 


$100,000.00 


SO  WE  ASK  YOU* 


LOCATION: 

2685  Kingston  Rd. 
Toronto  13,  Ontario. 


(construction  completed) 


(completed) 


PRESENT 

SEMINARY  CHAPEL 


ARE  YOU  ONE  Ol 


Sounds  like  just  another  foolish  question.  Let’s  clear  it  up  a bit. 
There’s  enough  foolishness  in  the  world  without  us  adding  to  it ! 
We’re  asking  if  you’re  one  of  those  2222  Canadian  Catholics  still 


Interior 

of 

Chapel 


MOTHERHOUSE 

instruction  completed) 


2222  CATHOLICS? 


needed  to  help  us  finish  the  job.  How?  By  pledging  $100.00  to 
complete  our  building  program.  If  you  are  one  of  those  2222  your 
name  will  be  put  in  *Scarboro’s  Book  of  Perpetual  Remembrance. 
] *see  page  33 

i Are  you  one  of  2222?  Then  turn  the  page 


^ And  choose  the  payment  plan  best 
suited  to  your  means.  Each  plan  totals  $100 

PLAN  1:  $100.00  in  1 payment 

PLAN  2:  $50.00  a year  for  2 years  (2  payments) 

PLAN  3:  $25.00  each  6 months  for  2 years  (4  payments) 

PLAN  4:  $20.00  each  5 months  for  25  months  (5  payments) 

PLAN  5:  $1  5.00  each  4 months  for  28  months  (7  payments  — 

last  payment  $10.00) 

PLAN  6:  $10.00  each  2 months  for  20  months  (10  payments) 
PLAN  7:  $5.00  each  2 months  for  40  months  (20  payments) 

PLAN  8:  $2.50  a month  for  40  months  (40  payments) 

NOTE:  Full  payment  may  be  made  at  any  time  within  the  pledge  period. 


MY  PLEDGE 

Yes,  I’m  one  of  2222  Catholics  to  give  $100.00  to  Canada’s 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society’s  Building  Fund. 

I choose  plan  number 

I will  make  my  first  payment 

(date) 

Lest  I forget,  please  send  me  a reminder  one  week  in  advance  of  payments. 

Name  

Address  

Instruction:  Cut  out  and  mail  to: 

Father  Thomas  McQuaid,  S.F.M.,  2685  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto  13,  Ont. 


All  contributions  acknowledged  by  official  receipt  usable  for  Income  Tax  deductions. 
If  not  acknowledged  within  two  weeks,  please  notify  us. 


race  and  imposed  upon  Me  by  His 
most  holy  and  acceptable  Will,  has 
now  arrived.  It  is  proper  that  now  We 
subject  to  Him  our  own  will  as  We 
have  so  often  offered  to  do.  Give  Me 
thy  permission  to  enter  upon  my  suf- 
fering and  death  and,  as  My  true 
Mother,  consent  that  I deliver  Myself 
over  to  my  enemies  in  obedience  to 
My  Eternal  Father.” 

Thus  did  the  gentle  Mary  answer: 
“The  greatest  sacrifice  which  I can 
make  is  that  I shall  not  be  able  to  die 
with  Thee  and  that  our  lot  should  not 
be  inverted,  for  to  suffer  in  imitation 
of  Thee  and  in  Thy  company  would 
be  a great  relief  and  all  torments 
would  be  sweet  if  undergone  in  union 
with  Thine.  Receive  also  the  agonies 
of  my  sorrow  to  see  the  inhuman 
cruelty  of  Thy  enemies  executed  on 
Thy  exalted  Person  because  of  the 
wickedness  of  human  kind. 

“O  ye  heavens  and  elements  and 
all  creatures  within  them,  ye  sovereign 
spirits,  ye  Patriarchs  and  Prophets, 
assist  me  to  deplore  the  death  of  my 
Beloved  Who  gave  you  being  and 
bewail  with  me  the  misery  of  men 
who  are  the  cause  of  this  death  and 
who,  failing  to  profit  of  such  great 
blessings,  shall  lose  that  eternal  life 
so  dearly  bought.  O unhappy  you  that 
are  foreknown  as  doomed!  And  O ye 
happy  predestined  who  shall  wash  your 
stoles  in  the  Blood  of  the  Lamb,  you 
who  knew  how  to  profit  by  this  blessed 


sacrifice,  praise  ye  the  Lord  Almighty. 
O my  Son  and  infinite  delight  of  my 
soul,  give  fortitude  and  strength  to 
Thy  afflicted  Mother;  admit  her  as 
Thy  disciple  and  companion  in  order 
that  she  may  participate  in  Thy  Pas- 
sion and  Cross  and  in  order  that  the 
eternal  Father  may  receive  the  sacri- 
fice of  Thy  Mother  in  union  with 
Thine.”  (Abridged  ed.  P.  479) 

These  precious  volumes  abound  in 
passages  of  unparalleled  sublimity. 
Within  their  covers  may  be  found 
material  for  a lifetime  of  spiritual 
reading  and  meditation.  Father  James 
Keane,  O.S.M.,  editor  of  “The  Age 
of  Mary”  (the  whole  130  pages  of  the 
January  1958  issue  being  devoted  to 
the  City  of  God”)  tells  me  that  he 
strongly  recommends  the  complete  set 
of  four  books  in  preference  to  any  of 
the  abridged  volumes.  But  because  of 
the  cost,  this  will  be  out  of  the  question 
for  many  of  our  readers.  We  append 
here  the  information  as  to  where  the 
books  may  be  procured.  Purchase  of 
all  four  or  of  one  of  the  abridged 
resumes  will  be  a spiritual  investment 
you  will  never  regret. 

Available  from  Immaculate  Heart  Center, 
59163^  Madison  St.,  Chicago  44,  111.  Com- 
plete set  $27.00.  Single  abridged  volume 
$8.00.  Words  of  Wisdom  (spoken  by  the 
Blessed  Mother)  $7.00.  This  latter  volume 
Father  Keane  recommends  for  priests  and 
Religious. 


APRIL  MISSION  INTENTION 

Well-trained  Lay  Workers  for  the  Missions. 

We  call  your  attention  to  articles  on  pp.  4,  6,  and  12  of  the  present  issue.  We 
feel  that  the  thoughts  expressed  in  them  will  be  of  value  and  help  in  under- 
standing why  there  is  such  great  need  for  spiritually  qualified  and  properly 
trained  lay  people  on  the  mission  fronts  of  today. 
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LITTLE 
FLOWER'S 
JUNIOR 
MISSIONARIES 

« 4 SAINT  THERESE 

Dear  Junior  Missionaries: 

Last  night  I sat  down  in  my  rocking  chair,  turned  off  the  light  and  took 
part  in  a meeting  attended  by  Guardian  Angels.  Well,  not  really . Like  you,  I 
just  love  to  pretend,  sometimes.  Anyway,  they  were  beautiful,  like  nothing  on 
earth.  They  were  comparing  notes — maybe  the  ones  they  will  put  in  the  Golden 
Book  each  of  us  has.  I could  hear  them  saying:  “My  Jaymer  did  this!”  And 
another:  “Well,  my  Jaymer  did  this\”  For  a long  time  I wondered  how  Jaymer 
could  have  so  many  Guardian  Angels;  weren’t  each  of  us  supposed  to  have  only 
onel  And  then  I caught  on;  their  pronunciation  wasn’t  too  good!  Imagine,  Angels! 
They  must  have  seen  me  writing  “Dear  J.M’ers  as  I sometimes  do  and  they 
were  trying  to  say  it.  But  I didn’t  interrupt  to  teach  them  the  right  way — Jay- 
Em-ers,  Junior  Missionaries. 

Whether  or  not  I dozed  off  for  a minute,  I don’t  know.  Suddenly  I heard 
them  talking  about  you  and  me.  They  were  talking  about  you  writing  letters 
to  me.  Honest  Injun,  I never  mentioned  that  I’d  like  to  get  more  letters  from 
you.  Well,  maybe  I did  tell  my  Guardian  Angel.  But  I never  thought  he  would 
tell  the  others — yours,  too.  But  he  was  really  telling  them,  almost  like  scolding. 
“Why  don’t  you,  and  you,  and  you  (he  looked  at  each  one)  tell  your  child 
to  write  Father  Jim?”  Then  they  began  to  answer.  “Well,”  said  one,  “I’ll  see 
to  it  that  ...” 

“Father  Jim!  . . . Father  Jim!  . . . F-a-t-h-e-r  J-i-m!  The  Editor  is  looking  for 
you!” 

Now  I’ll  never  find  out  what  that  Angel  was  going  to  say.  Oh  well,  it  was 
a nice  dream.  ’Bye  for  now.  Write  soon. 

Your  friend  always 

Father  Jim. 
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HUmORETTES 


SILENCE 

SILENCE 

A young  mother  paying  a visit  to  her  doc- 
tor, made  no  attempt  to  restrain  her  five- 
year-old  son,  who  was  ransacking  an 
adjoining  treatment  room.  But  finally  an 
extra-loud  clatter  of  bottles  did  prompt  her 
to  say,  “I  hope,  doctor,  you  don’t  mind 
Billy  being  in  your  examining  room.” 

“No,”  said  the  doctor  calmly.  “He’ll  be 
quiet  in  a moment  when  he  gets  to  the 
poisons.” 

Edith  C.  Rock . 

* * * 

Two  nurses  were  wearily  folding  diapers  in 
the  maternity  ward.  “You  know,”  observed 
one,  looking  over  the  room  of  squealing 
infants,  “I  just  can’t  believe  they’re  only 
80  percent  water!” 

E.  E.  Kenyon . 

* * * 

To  fill  out  the  regimental  boxing  team,  a 
soldier  was  prevailed  upon  by  his  buddies  to 
enter  the  divisional  tournament.  He  had 
never  been  in  a fight  in  his  life  and  looked 
forward  to  his  first  bout  with  ill-concealed 
panic. 

When  he  came  back  to  the  barracks  after 
the  fight,  he  was  in  terrible  shape.  “You  poor 
guy,”  said  the  man  in  the  next  bunk. 

“That’s  not  the  half  of  it,”  gasped  the 
boxer.  “I  gotta  fight  again.  I won.” 

Wall  Street  Journal . 

* * * 

The  nearest  we  have  to  a cave  man  today  is 
the  fellow  who  beats  his  wife  up— and  gets 
his  own  breakfast. 

Maurice  Seitter. 

* * * 

The  best  way  to  win  an  argument  with  a 
woman  is  to  be  on  her  side. 

Maurice  Seitter. 


A patient  was  pleading  with  a doctor  that 
he  really  didn’t  need  an  operation.  “There’s 
nothing  wrong  with  me,”  he  argued,  “ex- 
cept that  my  appendix  itches.” 

“Good,”  replied  the  doctor.  “We’ll  take 
it  right  out.” 

“Just  because  it  itches?” 

“Certainly,”  the  doctor  boomed.  “Have 
to  take  it  out  before  we  can  scratch  it.” 

Veld  Breezes. 

* * * 

Watching  one  of  his  pitching  discoveries 
chucking  the  ball  all  over  the  lot,  the  veteran 
scout,  Charlie  Barrett,  went  out  to  consult 
with  him.  “What’s  the  matter  with  your 
control?”  he  asked. 

The  rookie  explained,  “I’m  nervous  today 
and  can’t  keep  my  hand  dry.” 

“Here’s  a resin  bag,”  replied  Barrett.  “It 
will  help  dry  your  hand.” 

When  the  kid  kept  bouncing  the  ball  all 
over  the  screen,  Charlie  went  out  again. 
“Didn’t  that  resin  bag  help?”  he  asked. 

“Gee,  I don’t  know,”  the  kid  answered. 
“I  couldn’t  get  the  dern  bag  open.” 

Scholastic  Coach. 

* * * 

Parents  find  it  hard  to  handle  some  children 

and  the  neighbours  find  it  even  harder  not 
to. 

Caroline  Clark. 

* * * 

“Miss  Glammer,”  said  the  employer  re- 

gretfully, “your  work  has  been  very  per- 
functory.” 

“Thank  you,  sir,”  replied  the  delighted 
typist.  “That’s  the  first  word  of  praise  I’ve 
had  for  some  time.” 

Liverpool  Echo. 
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mmm 


<JH  S\ayei  fo%  fMoifie* 


'May  th<f  God  of  AbrnHsm,  tb«  Cod  of  1«uk;< 
d»  God  of  Jacob,  be  with  yoa,  and  may  H« 
fedd  w>  yosj  Mi»  bJesrattg,  to  that  ytm  may  $e* 
yow  cfcddw’*  chiidrea  to  the  t$md  and  foorth 
genaratfam  and  a ftaawards  possess  ercriaslteg 
aod  bo«ocfk*s  life  THroogh  tfc*  belp  of  our 
Lord  i**B»  Christ,  who  with  tbc  Fatbar  «ttd  tb« 
HoJy  Ghost,  lives  and  ffttgoa,  Cod,  for  war  and 
aver.  AtoKi  * 

— from  tha  Msmriase  ■ 


c3f^  Special  Qift  jfo%  Qjeu 


Si  my  own  prayers  for  you 
this  day,  5 have  arranged  for  ym  to  be 
ibcktded  fa  a No  vena  of  Masses  in 
bone*  of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima  to  be  offer- 
e4  fey  the  Scsrboro  Foreign 
Society  in  the  month  of  May, 

With  a8  my  love,  (mm 


Certified; 


„£FM. 


A remembrance  from  a girl  or  boy 
Can  fill  a Mother's  Day  with  joy 


Arrange  to  have  her  remembered  in  a Novena 
of  Masses  during  the  month  of  May,  celebrated 
then  in  honour  of  our  Lady  of  Fatima  by  the 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society.  This  will  be 
certified  on  the  card  which  will  be  signed  by  a 
Scarboro  Father. 


Send  her 
one  of  our 
Beautiful 
Mother’s  Day 
Greeting  Cards 
[in 

color 


Order  as  many  of  these  Mother's  Day  cards  as 
you  wish , or  make  up  a box  of  ten  cards  from  the 
selection  listed  below. 


SEND  NO  MONEY  WITH  YOUR  ORDER 


You  pay  for  the  cards  as  you  use  them , at  the 
rate  of  $1.00  each.  This  money  helps  finance  the 
works  of  our  Society. 


FOR  YOUR  CHOICE 


order  from 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS 
PROMOTION  DEPT. 
2685  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto  13,  Ont. 


Birthday — Wedding 
Wedding  Anniversary — Thank  You 
Get  Well — New  Baby — Father’s  Day 
All  occasion  cards 
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by  Rt.  Rev.  John  M.  Fraser,  S.F.M. 

Monsignor  Fraser’s  autobiography  began  in  the 
January  issue  of  Scarboro  Missions. 

When  Father  Fraser  returned  to  Ningpo  after  his  missionary  journeys 
through  Fenghwa  county  in  1904-5,  he  sent  home  letters  describing  them. 
We  interrupt  the  autobiography  to  bring  their  subject  matter  to  our  readers. 
They  were  first  published  in  the  Sacred  Heart  Messenger,  Montreal,  Que., 
in  1906.  EDITOR. 

On  Christmas  eve  I went  to  Si-u,  a place  where  the  Faith  had  been 
preached  two  years  ago  for  the  first  time.  The  chapel  there  was  a 
rented  room  called  “ka-ting”  in  Chinese.  Our  English  word  “parlour” 
expresses  the  same  idea.  However,  in  China,  a great  many  houses 
have  no  permanent  front  wall.  Boards  are  put  up  at  night  and  taken 
down  in  the  morning.  The  room  at  Si-u  was  small,  only  twelve  by 
thirteen  feet.  The  worshippers  filled  it  and  many  others  had  to  stand 
in  the  street.  I can  assure  you  that  I was  not  very  warm  saying  Midnight 
Mass.  And  it  was  very  cold  that  night!  An  icy  wind  was  blowing.  The 
rivers  were  all  frozen  over.  It  was  somewhat  like  the  stable  of' 
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Bethlehem.  There  was  no  crib  and  the  only  ornaments  were  some 
Chinese  lanterns  (not  the  paper  kind)  made  of  painted  glass  and 
fancy  wood;  and  over  the  mantelpiece  which  served  as  an  altar  was 
a picture  of  the  Holy  Trinity.  There  was  only  one  candle  in  each 
lantern  although  there  was  room  for  many  more;  this  made  the  light 
in  the  room  rather  dim. 

After  praying  through  the  night  until  about  two  o’clock  in  the 
morning,  I took  some  rest.  The  people  who  owned  the  house  showed 
me  to  a small  room  to  one  side  of  the  “ka-ting”  where  there  was  a 
bed  and  a chair.  Next  morning,  at  an  early  hour,  I said  the  second 
I J Mass,  and  then  started  for  another  chapel  seven  miles  distant.  The 
Christians  would  not  let  me  walk,  as  I wished  to  do,  and  at  the  same 
time  it  was  hard  for  them  to  procure  a sedan-chair.  At  last  they  got 
something  that  looked  like  a table  turned  upside  down;  a curtain 
was  hung  around  it,  and  it  was  borne  on  a pole  by  two  bearers.  I 
did  not  sit  in  it  long,  however.  It  was  very  hard  and  had  no  springs. 
There  is  not  even  a name  for  “springs”  in  Chinese.  My  hands  and 
feet  were  benumbed  with  cold,  so  I got  out  and  walked  half  the  way. 
I walked  so  fast  that  the  men  must  have  thought  that  I was  better 
able  to  walk  than  themselves.  I always  prefer  walking  when  it  is  at 
all  possible.  But  sometimes  in  China  you  have  to  give  in  to  the 
Christians,  for  “face”  sake. 

I arrived  at  Do-giao,  a place  of  three  thousand  families.  I was  all 
ready  to  say  Mass;  but  first,  the  Christians  had  to  say  the  rosary 
and  morning  prayers,  then  recite  part  of  the  catechism  in  common 
and  listen  to  a sermon;  such  is  the  custom  on  Sundays  and  feast  days. 
Only  the  catechist  went  to  Holy  Communion.  None  of  the  new 
Christians  of  the  place  had  been  instructed  and  prepared  sufficiently 
as  yet  to  make  their  First  Communions. 

I can  tell  you  I had  a good  appetite  for  my  Christmas  dinner,  and 
although  there  was  no  turkey  or  plum-pudding  or  bread,  still  I 
enjoyed  it,  as  there  was  plenty  to  eat  and  it  was  of  good  quality. 

To  tell  you  the  truth  the  Chinese  Christians  always  put  up  a good 
meal  for  the  missionary  although  they  themselves,  the  whole  year 
round,  eat  little  more  than  rice  and  vegetables.  When  visitors  come 
and  especially  when  the  long-looked-for  priest  arrives,  they  manage 
to  have  fish,  eggs  and  meat.  They  send  word  from  one  place  to 
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another  that  the  priest  is  coming  so  all  is  in  readiness  to  receive  him. 
According  to  the  Chinese  way  of  thinking,  one  of  the  principal  things 
to  get  ready  is  a good  meal.  Do  not  think  of  rats  and  such  things,  I 
did  not  come  across  any  such  food  in  China.  On  the  contrary,  they 
prepare  chicken,  pork  and  half  a dozen  vegetables  and,  of  course, 
always  rice.  Oxen  are  too  scarce  to  kill  for  food. 

The  Chinese  Christians  are  very  polite  and  do  not  deem  themselves 
worthy  to  sit  down  to  table  with  the  missionary.  They  call  him 
“Spiritual  Father”  and  refer  to  themselves  as  “sinners.”  In  conversa- 
tion these  words  are  continually  recurring  as  they  do  not  use  the 
pronouns  “you”  and  “I”  when  speaking  with  the  priest.  When  the 
missionary  visits  a family  of  Christians,  or  catechumens,  or  when  they 
come  to  see  him,  they  get  down  on  both  knees  and  make  a profound 
bow,  a sign  of  their  filial  respect. 

When  you  pay  a person  a visit  the  first  thing  the  lady  of  the  house 
does  is  to  heat  water.  There  are  no  chimneys  or,  if  any,  they  are  so 
small  that  the  smoke  escapes  into  the  room  and  goes  wherever  it 
likes.  Sometimes  it  is  so  thick  that  you  have  to  go  out  while  the 
water  boils.  Then  cups  are  placed  on  the  table,  and  in  each  are 
put  a few  leaves  of  green  tea.  Black  tea  is  not  known.  Boiling  water 
is  then  poured  on  the  leaves  and  each  cup  is  covered  with  a little 
saucer.  After  a while,  the  master  of  the  house  rises  and  presents 
you  with  your  cup.  While  sipping  it  you  talk  over  matters  with  him, 
or  perhaps  give  him  and  any  of  his  neighbours  who  may  come  in 
some  instruction  in  Christian  doctrine.  Smoking  is  almost  universal, 
but  they  say  it  does  not  make  much  difference  in  point  of  etiquette 
whether  a priest  smokes  or  not.  The  Chinese  have  two  kinds  of 
pipes : one  is  a water-pipe,  the  smoke  passing  through  water,  and  the 
other  is  a long  bamboo  cane  with  a little  metal  cup  near  the  end  of  it. 
They  put  in  only  a pinch  of  tobacco  at  a time  in  this,  so  that  they 
are  continually  knocking  out  the  burned  tobacco  and  putting  in  fresh. 

The  Chinese,  even  the  pagans,  are  very  polite.  A shopkeeper 
once,  seeing  me  pass  with  my  companions,  and  noticing  that  we 
were  tired  travellers,  invited  us  to  step  in  and  have  a cup  of  tea. 
Of  course  we  did  so,  and  were  glad  to  have  the  chance  of  addressing 
him  a few  salutary  words  in  return  for  his  hospitality.  Whether  the 
friendly  exhortation  took  root  or  not  remains  to  be  seen.  However, 
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I noticed  that  the  good  seed  sown  by  a missionary  in  China  very 
seldom  fell  on  barren  ground. 

Along  the  roads  every  mile  or  so  there  is  a solidly  built  shelter 
in  which  tea  is  served  gratis.  The  Chinese  drink  tea  without  sugar 
or  milk.  At  first  it  is  not  very  nice  to  the  taste,  but  after  a while  you 
get  to  like  it.  However,  in  many  places  I have  visited,  they  have  pre- 
pared for  me  a special  cup  of  tea  with  sugar  in  it ; they  had  heard  that 
foreigners  drink  tea  like  that.  Often  they  did  not  know  where  to  stop 
in  their  politeness  and  filled  the  cup  half  full  of  sugar,  which  was  as 
bad  as  having  none  at  all.  As  for  milk  and  its  products,  the  Chinese 
never  use  them.  However,  in  Ningpo,  at  our  central  residence,  we 
managed  to  get  a little  watery  milk  and  also  beef.  In  the  country  it 
was  a crime  to  kill  an  ox  or  a cow;  they  are  used  only  for  plowing, 
or  such  purposes. 

At  one  place  I baptized  a smart  little  boy  of  six  years.  He  had  been 
at  school  but  two  months,  and  he  could  recite  by  heart  about  fifty 
pages  of  classical  works.  It  was  comical  to  see  how  his  grandmother 
fed  him.  It  was  like  a mother-bird  feeding  her  young.  She  took  a 
mouthful  of  food,  and,  after  chewing  it  well,  emptied  it  into  his 
mouth.  It  is  the  usual  way  of  feeding  young  children  here.  Our 
brave  boy  of  six  was,  they  admitted,  too  big  to  be  fed  thus,  but  he 

is  the  only  son,  and  I suppose  a little  spoiled. 

* * * 

Ningpo,  where  I live,  is  a large  city  and  very  populous.  I don’t 
think  the  exact  census  was  ever  taken,  but  it  was  said  to  contain 
from  three  to  four  hundred  thousand  inhabitants.  The  streets  are 
very  narrow  and  dark.  They  have,  however,  a modern  invention 
which  is  much  admired  by  visitors  from  the  interior:  the  illumination 
of  the  streets  by  coal-oil  lamps.  Very  few  people  walk  the  streets 
by  night,  and  at  nine  or  ten  o’clock  they  are  deserted,  and  the  city 
gates  closed.  Most  of  the  people,  when  they  go  out  at  night  carry 
Chinese  lanterns;  and  one  of  the  attentions  paid  to  the  missionary 
is  the  great  care  taken  tonight  up  the  way  before  him  when  he  goes 
out  after  dark. 

Our  street  is  called  in  Chinese  Medicine  Street  on  account  of  the 
drugstores  in  it.  It  is  the  custom  in  Chinese  cities  for  all  the  shops 
of  one  trade  to  be  placed  on  the  same  street,  or  at  least  in  the  same 
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vicinity.  At  the  end  of  our  street  is  one  of  the  city  gates,  which  is  a 
very  busy  place  for  there  are  only  six  gates  to  the  city,  and  all  traffic 
must  pass  through  them. 

Shanghai,  our  neighbouring  seaport  to  the  north,  is  quite  dif- 
ferent from  Ningpo  and  other  Chinese  cities,  as  it  has  a settlement 
of  about  six  thousand  foreigners  who  live  in  houses  built  in  the 
American  style.  In  Ningpo  there  are  only  about  fifty  foreigners, 
and  very  few  foreign  homes.  The  old  part  of  Shanghai  is  a populous 
Chinese  city  surrounded  by  a wall.  The  large  foreign  settlement 
there,  which  foreigners  are  mostly  acquainted  with,  has  all  been 
built  within  the  last  one  hundred  years.  The  concessions  were 
obtained  from  China  in  1842.  It  is  the  chief  port  of  China.  Often- 
times there  are  many  ocean  liners  and  warships  lying  in  the  harbour, 
while  higher  up  the  river  there  generally  is  an  innumerable  number 
of  native  craft.  There  is  a daily  steamship  service  between  Ningpo 
and  Shanghai;  a one-way  trip  takes  about  twelve  hours.  (The  ships 
remind  me  of  the  ones  on  Lake  Ontario.)  The  Sisters  of  Charity 
travel  on  these  free  and  the  missionaries  at  a reduced  fare.  The 
accommodation  for  first  class  passengers  is  about  the  same  as  that 
on  some  of  the  big  ocean  liners. 

The  inhabitants  of  Ningpo  are  nearly  all  pagan  and  they  do  not 
seem  much  inclined  to  become  Catholic,  on  account  of  their  minds 
being  engrossed  with  business  and  worldly  matters.  In  country 
places  it  is  not  so.  The  people  there  are  very  simple,  often  leading  a 
life  free  from  sin  and  observing  the  law  of  nature  which  God  has 
stamped  upon  their  hearts.  The  country  folk  are  therefore  more  dis- 
posed to  receive  the  light  of  faith  and  eternal  salvation.  For  that 
reason  the  greater  number  of  our  converts  in  Chekiang  are  among 
the  farmers.  As  for  the  people  of  large  cities,  the  rich  and  powerful, 
we  are  making  very  little  headway  among  them.  Those  in  power 
seldom  or  never  turn  Christians.  Some  are  addicted  to  opium  and 
polygamy.  But  the  greatest  obstacle  of  all  for  them  is  that  they  are 
servants  of  the  Emperor,  and  wish  to  follow  him  in  everything,  for 
fear  of  being  dismissed. 

The  people  in  our  villages  are  very  simple  and  make  good  cate- 
chumens. They  are  hemmed  in  by  mountains  and  thus  shut  out  from 
the  busy  world.  They  give  great  hopes  of  a speedy  increase  in  the 
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number  of  catechumens.  Nearly  all  the  members  of  the  Church  in  the 
district  of  Si-u  have  become  such.  When  I first  visited  the  district 
there  were  only  ten  families  of  catechumens  in  it;  now,  by  the  grace 
of  God,  they  have  increased  to  about  seventy  families.  God  seems  to 
be  blessing  our  labours,  and  increasing  the  number  of  the  faithful 
tenfold.  While  a priest  was  present,  I noticed  that  very  few  offered  to 
become  catechumens.  But  after  he  was  gone  many  thought  seriously 
of  what  he  had  said,  and  after  considering  all  the  consequences, 
finally  took  the  step. 

Catholics  in  many  places  have  a picture  of  the  Cross  and  the  ini- 
tials I.H.S.  pasted  on  their  doors  to  replace  the  idolatrous  pictures 
and  inscriptions  which  the  pagans  use.  It  is  really  heartening  to  note 
how  one  family  or  two,  in  a town  of  a thousand  families  is  so  brave. 
On  the  wall,  in  Catholic  homes,  you  will  always  find  the  calendar  of 
Sundays  and  feast-days;  often  it  is  the  only  ornament.  Chinese  have 
a great  liking  for  large  coloured  pictures  coming  from  Europe  or 
America;  it  does  not  matter  whether  they  are  paintings  or  chromos, 
provided  they  are  pretty.  Occasionally  you  will  find  in  their  homes 
cigarette  advertisements  which  came  from  America  and  which  are 
invariably  immodest.  The  Chinese  themselves  do  not  paint  immoral 
pictures.  Of  course,  when  a missionary  enters  the  house  of  a catechu- 
men and  finds  such  immoral  or  idolatrous  pictures,  he  orders  them 
to  be  destroyed  immediately. 

When  I go  to  a new  place  all  the  people  are  curious  to  see  me.  I 
take  advantage  of  their  curiosity  to  tell  them  the  good  news  of  God 
the  Creator  of  heaven  and  earth.  They  are  not  wicked  people.  They 
do  not  know  God;  they  have  no  name  in  their  language  for  our 
Sovereign  Being.  They  do  not  believe  in  Him  simply  because  no  one 
tells  them  about  Him.  In  their  language  they  have  words  for  heaven 
and  hell  and  earth  so  they  easily  grasp  the  idea  of  the  Creator.  At 
first  it  is  rather  a vague  idea,  and  they  are  surprised  when  they  are 
told  that  God  has  no  father  or  mother.  Their  pagan  gods  all  had 
fathers  and  mothers,  and  they  are  quite  familiar  with  their  names. 
Little  by  little  they  grasp  the  Christian  idea  of  God,  and  inside  of 
half-an-hour’s  talk  with  the  missionary,  they  themselves  laugh  at 
their  foolishness  in  adoring  idols. 

The  interior  of  a temple  is  made  to  represent  a judge’s  court.  The 
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principal  idol,  well  dressed,  is  seated  upon  the  altar  with  a nice  canopy 
above  it.  Sometimes  he  has  with  him  his  two  wives,  one  on  each  side. 
Before  him  is  a table  on  which  are  writing  materials ; he  is  about  to 
pronounce  sentence.  Standing  at  his  left  on  the  floor,  which  in  China 
is  the  place  of  honour,  there  is  a nice  looking  idol  made  of  clay  and 
handsomely  decorated.  In  his  hand  he  holds  a book  on  which  is 
written:  “Reward  the  good.5’  Opposite  him,  that  is  to  the  right  of  the 
principal  god,  there  is  an  ugly,  black-faced  idol  with  glaring  eyes, 
ij  In  his  left  hand  he  holds  aloft  the  words:  “Punish  the  wicked.”  Be- 
fore the  altar  there  is  a vase  to  hold  burning  incense,  and  before  the 
table  a stone  or  step,  on  which  the  idolator  kneels  or  bows  down 
three  or  nine  times,  touching  the  ground  with  his  head.  Then  he  takes 
j in  his  hand  two  sticks,  concave  on  one  side  and  convex  on  the  other, 

| made  of  bamboo  roots.  These  he  throws  into  the  air  three  times  and 
! if,  when  they  fall,  the  convex  side  is  always  uppermost  it  is  a sign  that 
the  idol  will  grant  the  request  he  prays  for.  If  the  concave  side  is 
uppermost  it  is  a bad  sign.  If  the  sticks  fall  in  a mixed  way  this  is  a 
fairly  good  sign  that  the  idol  will  favour  him.  There  is  also  a candle- 
stand  in  the  temple  on  which  the  pious  idolator  burns  candles  to 
honour  the  god.  And  there  is  also  an  urn  in  which  he  burns  gilt  and 
silver  paper,  in  order  to  obtain  real  gold  and  silver  from  the  god.  Of 
course,  needless  to  say,  all  prayers  and  adorations  are  made  to  ob- 
tain bodily  health  and  prosperity.  Only  the  Church  of  God  can  raise 
men  to  the  hope  of  eternal  blessedness. 

There  are  many  temples  in  China.  Every  village  has  two  or  three, 
every  town  quite  a few,  and  in  the  large  cities  they  are  innumerable.  V 
In  the  wayside  tea  houses  there  is  always  found  an  altar  with  an  idol 
upon  it,  and  before  it  a stone  step  upon  which  to  kneel  and  adore ; 
but  not  many  do.  The  Chinese,  especially  the  men,  are  losing  all  faith 
in  their  idols. 

My  first  trip  into  the  interior  was  made  in  a large  canal  boat.  The 
boats  on  the  rivers  and  canals  were  thirty  or  forty  feet  long,  and  were 
propelled  by  means  of  an  oar  at  the  stern.  I found  that  a fish  merchant 
accompanying  me  had  gone  to  some  trouble  to  procure  an  extra 
large  boat  with  a bedroom  in  the  centre  of  it.  I chatted  with  my  com- 
panions until  quite  late  at  night;  it  was  seldom  that  they  had  such  an 
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opportunity  of  speaking  with  the  priest.  I told  them  all  about  foreign 
steamships  and  railways,  and,  of  course,  of  the  magnificence  of 
foreign  churches,  thus  introducing  much  necessary  instruction  for 
these  beginners  in  the  way  of  salvation.  We  then  retired  to  rest,  my 
companions  being  content  to  sleep  in  the  prow  of  the  boat,  leaving 
the  central  room  to  me.  However,  I could  not  sleep  much  as  the  boat, 
being  light  and  rowed  from  behind,  did  a great  deal  of  rocking.  A 
month  or  so  later  there  was  a little  steamer  running  from  Ningpo  to 
Si-u  which  made  the  trip  in  two  hours,  whereas  at  the  time,  my  trip 
required  eight  hours. 

By  land  we  travelled  in  sedan  chairs.  I would  often  have  preferred 
to  walk  but  the  Christians  would  not  permit  it.  To  look  at  the  chair- 
bearers,  skinny,  miserable-looking  fellows,  you  would  think  that  they 
had  all  they  could  do  to  carry  themselves;  but  their  endurance  was 
surprising.  They  have  carried  me  twenty  miles  a day  stopping  only 
three  or  four  times  on  the  way.  They  once  carried  me  ten  miles  with- 
out letting  the  chair  down.  The  farthest  they  can  carry  a man  in  a 
day  is  thirty  miles. 

As  soon  as  a missionary  arrived  after  a journey  he  was  presented 
with  a basin  of  hot  water  to  bathe  his  face  and  hands.  This  is  a Chin- 
ese custom.  It  may  seem  strange  to  use  scalding  hot  water  in  the 
middle  of  summer;  but  just  try  it  once  and  see  how  refreshing  it  is. 
In  the  houses  where  the  priest  stayed  the  best  room,  with  a handsome 
bedstead,  was  reserved  for  him.  The  beds  in  China  are  the  most  costly 
furniture  in  the  home.  They  are  made  of  the  finest  wood  with  a 
handsomely  carved  and  inlaid  canopy  often  costing  fifty  dollars  or 
more;  it  would  cost,  I am  sure,  several  hundred  U.S.  dollars  to 
make  it  in  America.  I found  in  my  journeys  that  the  richest  families 
of  Christians  or  catechumens  did  their  best  to  entertain  me  and  you 
may  be  sure  I wanted  for  nothing.  It  was  the  same  everywhere  I 
went;  all  took  a delight  in  ministering  to  the  wants  of  the  missionary. 
Only  in  one  instance  did  I meet  with  coldness.  At  a certain  place  I 
was  going  to  put  up  at  a catechumen’s  house,  where  I had  stayed 
before;  but  we  soon  surmised  that  he  was  not  in  the  humour  to  re- 
ceive us.  He  had  been  a catechumen  for  a long  time,  but  had  not  given 
up  altogether  his  superstitious  practices  so  it  was  impossible  to  bap- 
tize him.  The  catechist  hinted  to  me  that  he  objected  to  receiving  us, 
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To  remember  the  dead  and  console  the  living 


Scarboro’s  Book  °f  Remembrance 

• WHAT  IS  IT? 

A book  which  will  contain  the  names  of  deceased  persons  you  wish  inscribed 
in  it.  There  are  365  pages,  one  for  each  day  of  the  year. 

• WHAT  BENEFITS  CAN  BE  OBTAINED? 

Each  day  a page  will  be  turned.  Those  whose  names  are  listed  thereon  will 
receive  a special  memento  in  the  Masses  read  or  sung  on  that  day  in  the 
Society’s  chapel,  year  after  year. 

• HOW  CAN  A NAME  BE  INSCRIBED? 

By  sending  in  the  name(s)  you  wish  entered  and  the  required  offering  of 
$100.00  for  one  name.  A full  page  can  be  reserved  for  $1 ,000.00. 

• WHAT  ARE  THE  OFFERINGS  USED  FOR? 

To  finance  our  building  program.  See  pp.  17-20. 

• WHERE  DO  I WRITE  ABOUT  THIS  MATTER? 

Write  to:  Scarboro  Missions,  2685  Kingston  Rd., 

Toronto  13,  Ontario. 
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so,  although  it  was  getting  dark,  we  had  to  go  elsewhere.  There  was 
only  one  other  Christian  family  in  the  place  and  though  they  were 
very  poor  and  had  no  extra  accommodation  we  had  to  stop  there  for 
the  night.  They  brought  us  some  supper;  it  was  jellyfish.  I did  not 
enjoy  it  as  it  was  as  tough  as  leather.  I only  ate  a bowl  of  rice,  and 
after  saying  night  prayers  with  the  family,  we  retired.  Naturally  I 
should  have  been  sad  but  somehow  I never  felt  so  happy  in  all  my  life. 

There  was  only  one  room  which  served  as  kitchen  and  bedroom. 
I was  invited  to  occupy  the  bed.  The  others  climbed  a ladder  to  a hay- 
loft to  sleep.  Then,  to  my  surprise,  an  old  woman  came  through  the 
kitchen,  opened  the  door  and  began  to  call  someone  or  something. 
Lo  and  behold,  a big  pig  came  trotting  in  and  took  up  its  quarters  for 
the  night  underneath  my  bed.  That  was  the  first  time  I ever  slept  in 
the  same  room  with  a pig.  But  there  were  other  inmates  too,  as  I 
learned  when  early  next  morning  cocks  began  to  crow  from  their 
perch  on  the  brick  stove. 

On  arising  I inquired  if  there  was  a decent  place  to  say  Mass.  For 
several  years  Mass  had  been  said  in  the  house  where  we  had  been 
coldly  received  the  night  before.  After  searching  for  a while,  the  cate- 
chumen said  that  a place  beside  his  house  was  just  the  thing,  so  we 
took  the  trunk  of  altar  ornaments  there.  I do  not  know  how  to  de- 
scribe that  place.  It  was  open  at  two  sides;  I suppose  you  could  call 
it  a barn.  Two  tables  were  arranged  to  form  an  altar  and  a large 
bamboo  matting  was  put  up  behind  them  to  which  we  attached  a 
picture  of  the  crucifixion.  There  were  a few  Catholics  and  catechu- 
mens there,  and  about  a hundred  pagans  attracted  by  curiosity.  I 
thought  it  was  a good  chance  to  preach  to  those  poor  people.  So, 
with  alb,  stole  and  high  head-dress — which  we  always  used  in  sacred 
functions — I preached  as  best  I could,  inviting  them  to  become 
Christians.  If  we  had  stopped  at  the  place  where  we  had  not  been  re- 
ceived the  night  before,  not  a pagan  would  have  been  allowed  to 
enter;  so,  you  see,  it  was  the  will  of  God.  One  of  the  hearers,  a rich 
man,  has  since  become  a catechumen.  During  the  Mass  I was  much 
distracted  by  the  people  gaping  at  me  from  all  sides,  and  most  of  all 
by  the  bamboo  matting  which  was  swayed  by  the  wind  and  threat- 
ened to  fall  and  upset  everything.  I was  thankful  when  Mass  was  over 
without  any  accident  occurring.  At  another  place  I had  to  say  Mass 
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n a kind  of  barn,  on  the  Feast  of  the  Epiphany.  I Was  sad  to  have  to 
>ay  it  in  such  an  uncouth  place,  but  I felt  happy  to  be  imitating  the 
Three  Kings,  who  adored  Our  Lord  in  a stable. 

I have  passed  through  many  towns  in  which  there  are  as  yet  no 
catechumens.  But  Christianity  is  gradually  working  its  way  and  be- 
fore long  there  will  not  be  a town  in  our  parish  without  its  little 
nucleus  of  believers.  If  we  wish  to  convert  the  Chinese  we  must  build 
churches  at  least  as  fine  as  their  temples.  The  Chinese,  you  know,  are 
highly  civilized,  and  for  that  reason  a miserable  structure  for  a church 
is  a great  drawback  to  the  propagation  of  the  Faith.  In  Si-u,  for  in- 
stance, there  are  six  large  temples  about  the  size  of  St.  Mary’s  Church, 
Toronto,  and  twenty-four  smaller  ones.  Our  chapel  there  is  a little 
room  only  twelve  feet  square.  There  is  no  altar  in  it;  only  a mantel- 
piece serving  as  the  altar.  In  Ningpo  we  have  a respectable  church, 
but  in  the  rest  of  the  parish  there  are  only  a few  little  chapels  which 
were  formerly  Chinese  dwelling  houses,  and  as  a general  rule  they 
are  only  twenty  feet  square. 

I There  are  many  ancestral  halls  in  China,  in  which  is  placed,  upon 
the  death  of  a father  of  a family,  a little  slab  bearing  his  name.  One 
of  the  souls  of  the  dead  man  (each  person  has  three  souls)  remains  in 
that  slab  to  receive  the  adoration  of  posterity.  It  is  heartrending  to 
pass  through  so  many  places  sunk  in  the  darkness  of  idolatry.  When 
a stop  is  made  for  a rest,  and  a few  curious  people  come  around,  we 
endeavour  to  enlighten  them  with  a few  elementary  truths.  It  is  sad 
to  think  of  the  millions  that  are  spent  here  on  idolatrous  worship,  and 
: the  little  that  can  be  obtained  for  the  worship  of  the  true  God. 

In  Si-u,  of  which  I spoke  above,  there  are  many  ancestral  halls, 
worth  on  an  average  five  thousand  dollars  apiece.  With  five  hundred 
dollars,  Canadian  money,  I could  build  here  a respectable  little 
church.  In  the  district  of  Fenghwa,  which  is  one-third  of  the  territory 
attended  from  Ningpo,  there  are  thousands  of  towns,  containing,  I 
am  sure,  several  million  inhabitants  in  all.  In  it  we  have  but  four  little 
chapels,  like  oases  in  the  spiritual  desert.  How  I wish  I could  build 
four,  or  rather,  four  hundred  churches!  In  a few  years,  I am  sure, 
they  would  be  filled  with  devout  worshippers.  Pray,  then,  that  some 
generous  soul  may  come  to  our  aid.  It  is  all  very  well  talking,  but 
here,  for  an  ordinary  missionary  nothing  can  be  done  without  money. 

TO  BE  CONTINUED 
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REMEMBER! 

Msgr.  Fraser’s  autobiography  began  in  January.  Don’t  miss  it! 
Subscribe — or  have  your  subscription  brought  up-to-date — now! 
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To  remember  the  dead.  To  console  the  living. 


Scarboro’s  Book,  of  Remembrance 

0 WHAT  IS  IT? 

A book  which  will  contain  the  names  of  persons,  living  or  deceased,  you 
wish  inscribed  in  it.  There  are  365  pages,  one  for  each  day  of  the  year, 
and  each  page  contains  ten  lines.  You  may  reserve  one  line  for  an  offering 
of  $100.00  and  ten  lines — a complete  page — for  $1,000.00. 

0 HOW  CAN  A NAME  BE  INSCRIBED? 

By  sending  in  the  name(s)  you  wish  entered  and  the  required  offering. 

% WHAT  BENEFITS  CAN  BE  OBTAINED? 

Each  day  a page  will  be  turned.  Those  whose  names  are  listed  thereon  will 
thus  receive  a perpetual  memento  in  the  Masses  read  or  sung  on  that  day 
in  the  Society’s  chapel. 

0 WHAT  ARE  THE  OFFERINGS  USED  FOR? 

To  finance  our  building  program.  See  pp.  17-20. 

• WHERE  DO  I WRITE  ABOUT  THIS  MATTER? 

Scarboro  Missions,  2685  Kingston  Rd., 

Toronto  13,  Ontario. 
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Fr.  George  Courtright 

went  to  the  Dominican 
Republic  in  1945,  soon 
after  his  ordination.  His 
story  which  starts  on 
page  26  is  full  of  that 
sense  of  humour  so 
necessary  in  the  life  of 
a missioned 
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viewpoint 

On  the  pathway  to  heaven 

A great  joy  floods  the  heart  of  a missioner  when  he  baptizes  his 
converts.  The  initial  stages  of  instructing  them  in  religion 
and  the  observance  of  its  demands  on  them  are  oftentimes  diffi- 
cult ones.  There  are  doubts  to  be  resolved,  family  relationships 
to  be  adjusted,  and  sometimes,  pain  and  persecution  to  be  suffered. 
Each  of  them  must  bear  his  cross;  but  the  missioner,  “other 
Christ”  that  he  is,  must  bear  them  all.  As  he  pours  the  saving 
waters  of  Baptism  on  their  heads,  he  sets  their  feet  on  the  path- 
way to  heaven  whereon  they  can  walk  to  their  eternal  destiny 
supported  and  fortified  by  the  grace  of  God. 

Such  a moment  is  glorious  for  him  who  is  thus  newly  born 
again  “of  water  and  the  Holy  Spirit.”  It  is  glorious  for  the  mis- 
sioner, and  it  is  glorious  for  you  who  by  your  prayers  and  alms 
have  helped  so  much.  For  you  have  helped  much,  much  more 
than  we  in  this  world  can  fully  understand,  let  alone  reward.  Some 
of  you  have  given  your  sons  to  the  missionary  priesthood,  thus 
endearing  yourselves  in  a special  way  to  God  and  Mary.  All  of 
you  have  prayed  and  sacrificed  to  maintain  those  sons  in  the 
mission  field,  to  sustain  their  efforts  by  furnishing  them  with  the 
material  means  to  carry  out  their  tasks.  Your  prayers  have  buoyed 
them  up,  giving  them  courage  to  overcome  the  many  obstacles 
they  must  contend  against. 

Admirable  though  your  assistance  has  been,  you  must  not  relax 
your  efforts  to  send  more  and  still  more  missioners  into  the  fields 
whose  harvests  are  ripe  for  gathering.  The  battle  for  possession  of 
men  grows  in  fierce  intensity.  There  can  be  no  let-up  in  this  war 
to  the  finish;  it  will  end  only  when  the  world  ends.  Christ  by  His 
coming  on  earth,  His  passion  and  death,  His  founding  of  the 
Catholic  Church  and  establishing  the  Sacraments  from  which 
flow  unending  streams  of  Grace  to  power  your  efforts,  has  given 
you  the  means  with  which  to  carry  on  the  work  of  extending  His 
kingdom  on  earth. 

Perhaps  there  are  times  when  you  grow  weary  of  the  fight? 
Then  go  to  Mary.  This  is  her  month;  during  it  you  may  hope  that 
she  will  obtain  very  special  graces  for  you  from  her  divine  Son. 
Thus  refreshed  you  will  return  to  do  battle  for  the  salvation  of 
souls,  especially  those  cared  for  by  your  Scarboro  Missioners. 


by  the 

editor 
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A Bair?  Js  Sttllrh 


Death  came  suddenly  to  Father  Desmond  Stringer,  Editor  of  SCAR- 
BORO  MISSIONS,  on  Thursday,  April  23,  1939.  To  his  mother  and 
surviving  sisters,  one  of  whom  is  Sister  Agatha  of  Pembroke,  Ontario,  we 
offer  our  prayerful  sympathy. 

Father  Stringer,  a native  of  Ottawa,  and  a pioneer  member  of  the  Society, 
joined  the  newly-formed  China  Mission  College  in  Almonte,  Ontario  in 
1921.  A year  following  his  Ordination  in  1 928,  he  began  his  missionary 
life  first  in  China  and  later  in  the  Dominican  Republic.  Prior  to  his  ap- 
pointment as  Editor  of  SCARBORO  MISSIONS  he  spent  several  years 
with  Monsignor  Wm.  C.  McGrath  touring  the  United  States  with  the 
Pilgrim  Virgin  of  Fatima  Statue. 

Father  Stringer’s  death  stills  a voice  that  was  dedicated  to  the  Mother  of 
God.  By  word  of  mouth,  in  editorials  and  articles,  and  in  his  book,  HER 
PLAN  FOR  PEACE,  he  spread  Mary’s  Fatima  message  and  our  need  to 
heed  it  if  we  would  live  in  peace,  free  from  the  menace  of  Communism. 
His  was  not  a negative  approach.  It  was  positive!  simple! — Pray  the 
Rosary;  sanctify  the  First  Saturday;  lead  a Christian  life. 

That  voice  is  stilled.  May  those  of  you  who  heard  it,  hearken  to  its 
message  for  peace.  And  may  all  of  us  lend  our  voices  in  a fervent  prayer 
that  he  himself  may — 


tit  Jfcarr 


KIMOCHI  — to  look  with  the  heart 

Majestic  Mt.  Fuji,  snow-capped  and  serene, 
and  the  soul-stirring  beauty  of  cherry  blossoms  greatly 
influence  kimochi  - a power  for  happiness  and 
sorrow  in  the  life  of  every  Japanese. 


by  DAVID  FITZPATRICK,  S.F.M. 

There’s  an  old  Irish  proverb:  “It’s 
easy  to  see  if  you  look  with  the 
heart.”  When  it’s  difficult  to  see  anoth- 
er’s point  of  view,  don’t  examine  only 
the  cold  reasons  for  it  but  look  further 
and  try  to  understand  the  feelings, 
emotions,  likes  and  dislikes  that  in- 
fluence a person’s  thought.  But  to  “look 
with  the  heart”  can  exercise  a very 
strange  influence  over  a person,  mak- 
ing it  almost  impossible  for  him  to  act 


sanely.  This  is  certainly  no  truer  than 
when  a Japanese  “looks  with  the 
heart.” 

There  is  one  word  in  Japanese  that 
conveys  this  idea  of  feeling,  emotion, 
“looking  with  the  heart.”  It  is  kimochi, 
and  this  word  is  used  in  such  meanings 
as  to  hurt  another’s  feelings,  to  feel 
uncomfortable,  ill,  well,  pleasant.  This 
element  of  feeling  in  the  Japanese 
temperament  is  something  that  every 
missioner  must  learn  to  understand 
early  in  his  career.  It  provides  much 
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■humour  in  his  relations  with  the  people 
but  it  can  have  very  strange  effects  on 
i the  spread  of  the  Faith. 

I recall  one  case  in  which  “looking 
with  the  heart”  has  kept  four  brothers 
land  their  families  out  of  the  Church. 
The  brothers  had  been  baptized,  at 
least  so  they  thought,  but  had  never 
gone  any  further  than  that.  They  had 
all  begun  living  with  pagan  women  and 
everything  had  gone  fairly  well  for 
quite  a few  years.  However,  one  day 
the  young  son  of  one  of  the  couples 
died  suddenly.  Although  the  people 
were  not  practising  Catholics,  they 
wanted  a Catholic  funeral  for  the  boy. 
Since  he  wasn’t  baptized  we  couldn’t 
give  him  a Catholic  funeral  but  we 
did  say  a goodly  number  of  prayers — 
more  for  the  parents  than  for  the 
young  child. 

After  the  funeral  we  tried  to  re- 
kindle an  interest  in  the  Faith.  The 
men  invited  us  to  their  homes  on  many 
| subsequent  occasions  and  we  talked 
about  the  Faith.  The  oldest  brother, 
however,  remained  aloof.  He  had  had 
a difference  with  a priest  some  thirty- 
five  years  ago  and  hadn’t  been  to  the 
sacraments  since.  His  wife  was  a 
Catholic  and  there  was  no  reason  why 
he  couldn’t  be  married  in  the  Church. 
Yet  whenever  the  question  of  fixing 
up  the  marriage  was  broached  he  said 
he  couldn’t  do  it — his  feelings  had 
been  hurt;  he  couldn’t  forget  that. 
Despite  the  fact  that  this  had  happened 
years  ago  and  that  now  he  could  get 
his  marriage  validated  quite  easily,  he 
still  held  out.  This  “feeling”  of  his  led 

Caught  in  a pensive  moment.  Have 
these  two  little  ones  heard  the  first 
call  of  God’s  grace? 


to  complications  with  the  younger 
brothers  as  well.  They  kept  insisting 
that  they  could  do  nothing  about  their 
own  cases  if  big  brother  didn’t  take 
the  lead — it  just  wasn’t  right  that  they 
should  take  such  a step  on  their  own 
initiative  and  so,  as  yet,  none  of  them 
has  come  back.  And  they  are  in  their 
forties! 

Kimochi  can  be  most  baffling  at 
times.  There  is  a case  of  a young  girl — 
a catechumen — who  studied  the  cate- 
chism dutifully  for  a full  six  months 
and  had  apparently  grasped  enough 
for  Baptism,  After  becoming  a Chris- 
tian she  continued  to  practise  her 
Faith  for  some  time;  but  it  began  to 
appear  evident  that  she  actually  under- 
stood very  little  of  the  doctrine.  Some- 
one asked  her  if  she  understood  the 
instructions  when  the  foreign  priest 
gave  them.  She  replied  that  actually 
she  couldn’t  understand  him  when  he 
was  explaining  the  catechism.  When 
questioned  as  to  why  she  did  not  ask 
him  to  explain  it  again  so  that  she 


could  understand,  she  said:  “Oh  yes, 
I know  that’s  what  I should  have  done 
but  he  seemed  to  be  trying  so  hard,  and 
he  seemed  so  strong  and  masculine, 
I just  didn’t  have  the  right  ‘feeling’ 
to  ask  him  any  questions!” 

Another  time,  a Japanese  priest  was 
visiting  us  and  among  other  things 
we  discussed  ways  and  means  of  con- 
tacting pagans  and  bringing  them  into 
the  Church.  I was  quite  shocked  when 
he  said  that  a crucifix  is  a horrible- 
looking object  to  a pagan.  We  *ake 
the  crucifix  and  its  meaning  for 
granted.  But,  come  to  think  of  it,  what 
must  it  look  like  to  a pagan  who  sees 
merely  the  bloody  spectacle  of  a man 
nailed  to  a cross?  In  order  not  to  hurt 
the  kimochi  of  a newcomer  we  don’t 
show  him  a crucifix  until  we  have  ex- 
plained it  most  carefully.  Then  he  can 
appreciate  it  as  the  sign  of  greatest 
love. 

On  another  occasion  I was  called 
to  a death-bed.  The  dying  person  was 
the  only  Christian  in  the  home.  Before 
we  left  the  church  the  Catholic  who 
had  come  to  call  me  said:  “Father, 
would  it  be  alright  not  to  light  any 
candles  at  the  bedside?  Pagans  never 
use  candles  at  a sick-bed — only  after 
the  person  has  died.  If  we  light  them 
right  from  the  start  of  the  anointing, 
it  will  be  very  much  against  their 
kimochi. 

Perhaps  kimochi  is  nowhere  more 
of  an  obstacle  to  the  spread  of  the 
Faith  than  in  the  first  meeting  of  the 
pagans  with  the  priest.  It  is  against 
Japanese  kimochi  for  a person  with 
a question  to  pose  the  problem  him- 
self— he  will  invariably  enlist  the  sup- 
port of  a third  party.  Whether  or  not 
we  look  on  this  as  immaturity  or  as 


a “third  man  theme”  it  is  a factor  I 
that  must  be  reckoned  with  no  matter  I 
how  galling  it  may  be  at  times.  Here  ] 
is  one  example  which  actually  con-  1 
cerns  two  Catholic  men.  It  will  show  1 
a problem  the  pagans  must  have  since  I 
they  are  not  at  all  familiar  with  the  1 
priest.  One  Sunday  I had  just  finished  j 
two  Masses  at  the  church  and  on  going  a 
to  the  rectory  I was  met  by  quite  a I 
number  of  questioners  (and  their  I 
spokesman).  Among  them  were  two  I 
men  who  had  come  in  from  one  of  j 
the  missions.  They  wanted  to  see  the  j 
priest.  I knew  both  of  them  so  the  j 
preliminary  “beating  around  the  bush”  j 
was  cut  down  to  about  five  minutes 
and  we  got  right  down  to  the  business  f 
at  hand.  In  the  preliminary,  general, 
“warm-up”  talk,  one  of  the  men  did 
most  of  the  talking;  but  then  he  sud- 
denly became  very  silent  and  his  friend 
took  the  floor.  The  second  man  told 
me  about  a young  Catholic  girl  who 
had  been  living  with  a pagan  man  for 
a short  time  and  now  wanted  to  get 
married  in  the  Church.  Eventually,  I 
had  to  ask  who  the  girl  was  and  it 
turned  out  that  she  was  the  younger 
sister  of  the  silent  man.  It  was  too 
embarrassing  a thing  for  him  to  talk 
about  so  he  had  brought  his  friend 
(along  as  his  second.  If  the  Christians 
feel  kimochi  this  strongly,  how  difficult 
it  must  be  for  pagans  to  come  and 
make  the  first  contact  at  the  church! 

“Looking  with  the  heart!”  Yes,  it 
can  be  a wonderful  way  to  express 
sympathy  but  it  can  also  put  many 
obstacles  in  the  path  of  enquirers  of 
good  will.  Perhaps  it  wouldn’t  be  amiss  ] 
to  pray  for  a degree  of  hard-hearted- 
ness to  hasten  the  victory  of  head  over 
heart.  ■ 
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Lady  altar  in  Jobo  Dulce  del  Cuey  chapel,  with  painting  by  Bernice  Dickson. 

BUILDING  for  worship 

by  JOHN  GAULT,  S.F.M. 

If  a pastor  hopes  to  lead  his  flock  to  a deeper  love  and  practice 
of  the  Faith,  he  must  furnish  them  with  a place  to  worship. 


But  that  is  easier  said  than  done,  as 

As  i write  this,  the  centenary  of  the 
apparitions  of  our  Lady  at  Lourdes 
is  coming  to  a close.  In  this  parish  of 
Santa  Cruz  del  Seibo,  we  were  not  able 
to  celebrate  the  occasion  in  a grandiose 
fashion  but  we  did  do  something 
special.  That  something  was  the  build- 
ing of  a simple  chapel  in  honour  of 
our  Lady  in  one  of  our  missions  called 
Jobo  Dulce  del  Cuey.  During  the  past 
few  days,  Father  John  George,  S.F.M. 
has  been  directing  the  celebration  of 
the  first  feast  of  Lourdes  in  the  new 
chapel.  Two  hundred  people  received 
Holy  Communion  during  the  feast. 

Although  the  chapel  is  a very  simple 
one,  it  was  not  the  easiest  thing  in  the 
world  to  get  it  built.  A very  good 
benefactor  in  Cornwall,  Miss  Irene 


Father  Gault  very  clearly  explains. 

Gadbois,  gave  us  the  push  we  needed 
to  get  started  by  sending  us  a cheque 
for  one  hundred  and  ten  dollars. 
Another  great  impetus  was  given  when 
Miss  Bernice  Dickson,  also  of  Corn- 
wall, did  a beautiful  painting  of  Our 
Lady  of  Lourdes  for  the  altar.  Down 
through  the  years  this  picture  will  be 
venerated  by  the  good  people  of  Jobo 
Dulce  del  Cuey  and  will  be  carried 
in  procession  annually  through  the 
beautiful  tropical  surroundings  in 
which  the  chapel  is  located.  These 
initial  assists  were  soon  followed  by  a 
very  generous  donation  from  the  Star 
of  the  Sea  Society  in  Trujillo  City, 
capital  of  this  island  country. 

When  my  friend,  Napoleon  Alvarez, 
saw  this  response  from  people  he  did 
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not  know,  he  and  his  wife  really  went 
to  town  seeking  the  cooperation  of  the 
residents  of  the  mission  district.  Be- 
sides obtaining  financial  backing  they 

I were  successful  in  having  most  of 
the  wood  (especially  palm  boards) 
donated  for  the  building.  Although 
Napoleon  is  no  carpenter  he  directed 
the  construction  and  did  a very  good 
job  of  it. 

We  were  most  honoured  in  having 
the  Coadjutor  Archbishop,  Rt.  Rev. 
Octavio  Antonio  Beras,  bless  the 
i chapel;  it  was  not  big  enough  for  the 
large  number  of  people  who  showed 
up  for  the  occasion.  One  hundred  and 
ten  persons  received  Holy  Communion 
there  during  the  Mass  and  thirty-four 
youngsters  were  baptised  that  day.  The 
Archbishop  also  confirmed  almost  four 
hundred  persons.  Not  bad  for  just  one 
of  our  fifty  missions. 

This  success  story  should  be  re- 
peated many  times  in  other  parishes 
the  size  of  this  one  which  is  made  up 
of  about  fifty  thousand  Catholics.  To 
date  we  have  the  central  church  of  the 
Holy  Cross  (it  is  over  two  hundred 
years  old)  and  a dozen  small  chapels 
scattered  over  a large  area;  we  need 
many  more  of  them.  At  the  moment  we 
are  trying  to  obtain  five  new  ones.  In 
La  Higuera,  a large  hatey  of  the  La 
Roman  Sugar  Cane  Company,  we  are 
about  to  start  a chapel  in  honour  of 


◄ From  top:  (1)  Chapel  at  Jobo  Bulce  del 
Cuey  built  in  honor  of  our  Lady  to  com- 
memorate the  centenary  of  Lourdes.  (2)  Mr. 
Napoleon  Alvarez— pictured  with  his  wife 
and  family— helped  greatly  in  the  construc- 
tion. (3).  Another  chapel,  in  honor  of  St. 
Joseph  the  Worker,  is  being  built.  Father 
Gault  is  pictured  here  with  Dona  Rosa,  a 
tireless  worker. 


Our  Lady  of  Fatima.  We  hope  to  have 
it  finished  by  1960.  The  chapel  of  St. 
Joseph  the  Worker  in  Sabana  del  Cuey 
is  well  on  the  way.  It  lacks  only  a con- 
crete floor,  doors  and  windows.  My 
good  friend  Dona  Rosa  has  accom- 
plished much  so  far  but  she  needs  some 
help  in  order  to  have  the  place  ready 
for  the  blessing  on  May  1st. 

In  El  Pintado,  St.  Lucy  is  to  be  the 
Patroness  because  the  area  is  already 
dedicated  to  her.  The  foundation  has 
been  started  on  this  building  but  there 
is  a great  deal  more  to  do.  A kind 
friend  from  the  Island  of  Corsica  who 
knows  something  about  construction, 
is  going  to  direct  the  job  for  me.  The 
real  power  behind  this  effort  is  an 
elderly  lady  who  is  suffering  from  a 
heart  ailment.  She  donated  the  land 
and  is  doing  all  she  can  to  see  the 
chapel  blessed  before  she  dies. 

Father  Paul  Ouellette,  S.F.M.  of 
Windsor,  is  working  on  two  of  the 
parochial  projects.  Some  time  ago 
while  in  Canada  he  received  some  gen- 
erous assistance  toward  the  building  of 
a chapel  in  honour  of  St.  Isidore, 
patron  of  farmers.  It  is  to  be  con- 
structed in  a completely  agricultural 
area  called  Magarin.  When  this  is  com- 
pleted he  will  start  another,  dedicated 
to  the  Presentation  of  Our  Lady,  in  a 
section  named  Candelaria. 

One  of  our  undertakings  really  fell 
upon  hard  times.  The  parish  Coopera- 
tive group  started  a concrete  block 
building  for  its  own  needs.  After  finish- 
ing half  of  it  things  became  so  bad 
for  most  of  its  members  that  there  is 
little  hope  of  finishing  it. 

Donations  for  any  of  these  several 
projects  will  be  most  welcome.  Take 
your  choice.  H 
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There  are  a thousand  hacking  at  the  branches 
of  evil  to  one  who  is  striking  at  the  root . 


Henry  David  Thoreau 


What  is  the  root  of  evil?  How  do 
you  strike  at  it  with  any  degree 
of  effectiveness?  What  is  the  greatest 
evil  that  could  possibly  befall  you  or 
me  or  any  of  us?  It  would  be  the  com- 
plete, utter,  irreparable  frustration  of 
the  purpose  for  which  we  were  called 
from  nothingness  into  life.  The  great- 
est, the  only  irreparable  evil  that  could 
befall  us  would  be  the  eternal  loss  of 
our  immortal  souls.  At  times  in  our 
lives  we  have  all  had  a hand  in  frustra- 
ting the  Divine  purpose  of  our  exis- 
tence. But  Divine  Mercy  has  brought 
us  back  to  the  way  of  life  and  of  sal- 
vation. Still  we  live.  Still  we  hope.  Still 
we  stumble  and  rise  again. 

But  how  do  you  strike  at  the  root 
of  evil?  Do  you  go  about  it  on  a cos- 
mic scale?  Do  you  start  out  by  reform- 
ing or  by  attempting  to  reform  the 
world?  Do  you  devote  your  time  and 
talents  and  energy  to  inveighing 
against  the  rampant  and  universal  cor- 
ruption that  today  has  brought  a once 
Christian  civilization  to  the  edge  of  a 
fearsome  abyss?  Do  you  “knock  your- 


self out”  in  a frantic  effort  to  alert 
people  who  do  not  want  to  be  alerted 
to  world  danger?  Do  you  ceaselessly 
remind  them  that  the  enemy  is — as  he 
is — at  the  gates?  Is  all  that  really  strik- 
ing at  the  root  of  evil  or  merely  hack- 
ing at  the  branches? 

It  may  be  no  harm  to  ask  ourselves 
first  of  all  if  we  have  not  had  a part 
in  bringing  the  enemy  to  the  gates,  in 
bringing  civilization  to  its  knees;  if 
“defection”  on  our  part  from  the  ideals 
whose  passing  we  deplore  may  not  in 
very  truth  have  given  aid  and  comfort 
to  the  enemy  and  helped  strengthen  his 
stranglehold  upon  the  world.  For  “no 
man  is  an  island.”  There  is  no  such 
thing  as  a spiritual  isolationist.  For 
good  or  evil  there  are  repercussions 
from  our  own  actions  whose  conse- 
quences will  endure  unto  eternity. 

Have  you  ever  thrown  a stone  into 
the  placid  waters  of  a quiet  lake?  The 
greatest  splash  was  at  the  point  of 
initial  contact.  But  the  effect  did  not 
die  there.  In  concentric  circles  of  di- 
minishing intensity,  ever-widening  rip- 
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pies  branched  out  across  the  peaceful 
surface.  The  effect  was  felt  beyond  the 
visible  circumference  of  the  most  dis- 
tant rippling  ring.  So  it  is  with  our 
actions  for  good  or  for  evil.  Their  re- 
percussions will  rebound  to  the  welfare 
or  to  the  injury  of  every  member  of 
the  Mystical  Body  of  Christ.  We  can 
strike  most  effectively  at  the  root  of 
evil  by  eradicating  evil  from  our  own 
lives , by  exercising  Christian  control 
over  the  only  world  for  which  we  are 
responsible  to  God  in  Heaven,  the 
world  of  our  own  hearts  and  souls.  The 
most  deadly  blow  that  we  can  strike 
at  the  root  of  evil  is  by  making  a seri- 
ous and  sustained  effort  at  personal 
sanctity.  Once  we  do  this  the  reper- 
cussions from  our  efforts  will  spread 
like  the  concentric  rings  on  the  quiet 
lake.  Far  and  away  beyond  us,  into 
lives  of  souls  we  may  never  know,  will 
spread  the  healthy,  vivifying  effect  of 
our  conquest  over  the  Powers  of  Dark- 
ness. Some  soul,  struggling  in  the  dark 
night  of  temptation,  may  suddenly  re- 
ceive the  extra  strength  needed  to  turn 
the  tide  of  victory. 

Listen  to  the  revelations  of  Our 
Blessed  Mother  as  made  to  Mother 
Mary  of  Agreda  and  recounted  in  “The 
City  of  God”:  “The  Lord  continually 
works  in  this  manner  in  His  Church: 
preparing  and  fortifying  some  chosen 
souls  against  which,  as  members  and 
parts  of  His  holy  Church,  the  dragon 
may  exert  all  his  wrath  and  fury.  If 
they  overcome  him  by  the  help  of 
divine  grace  their  victories  redound  to 
the  benefit  of  the  whole  Mystical  Body 
of  the  faithful  and  the  enemy  loses 
some  of  his  right  and  power  over 
them.”  (Vol.  4,  P.  382). 

Just  as  our  individual  victories  are 


victories  for  our  fellow  members  of 
the  Mystical  Body  of  Christ  so  are  they 
literally  defeats  for  the  forces  of  Hell. 
The  tremendous  effect  of  good;  the 
extent  to  which  the  “repercussions”  are 
felt  even  in  those  abysmal  depths  is 
brought  out  most  forcibly  in  the  revel- 
ations concerning  the  effect  of  the  holi- 
ness of  the  lives  of  the  early  Christians  : 
“But  into  this  holy  congregation  no 
discord  found  entrance  because  they 
were  united  in  prayer,  in  fasting  and 
in  the  expectation  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
who  does  not  seek  repose  in  discordant 
and  unyielding  hearts.  In  order  that  it 
may  be  inferred  how  powerful  was  this 
union  in  charity,  not  only  for  disposing 
them  toward  the  reception  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  but  for  overcoming  and  dispers- 
ing the  evil  spirits,  I will  say  that  the 
demons,  who  since  the  death  of  the 
Saviour  had  lain  prostrate  in  Hell,  felt 
in  themselves  a new  kind  of  oppression 
and  terror,  resulting  from  the  virtues 
of  those  assembled  in  the  Cenacle.  Al- 
though they  could  not  explain  it  to 
themselves  they  perceived  a new  terri- 
fying force  emanating  from  that  place 
and  when  they  perceived  the  effects  of 
the  doctrine  and  example  of  Christ  in 
the  behaviour  of  the  disciples,  they 
feared  the  ruin  of  their  dominion.” 
(City  of  God.  Vol.  4.  P.  83  & 84.) 

Many  people  speak  today  of  numer- 
ous strange  and  “unaccountable”  dis- 
asters. Listen  once  more  to  Mother 
Mary  of  Agreda.  Speaking  of  the 
power  of  the  demons  and  the  limits  set 
by  God  to  their  destructiveness  she  re- 
cords the  words  of  the  Blessed  Mother: 

. . . “If  God  would  give  free  scope  to 
their  implacable  malice  they  would 
overturn  the  whole  world.  The  good- 
ness of  the  Creator  will  not  allow  this 
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nor  does  He  wish  to  deliver  over  His 
work  or  the  government  of  inferior 
matters,  much  less  that  of  men,  to  His 
sworn  and  mortal  enemies.  For  the 
demons,  in  His  scheme  of  the  universe, 
hold  the  places  merely  of  vile  execu- 
tioners and  even  in  this  office  they  do 
not  more  than  what  is  commanded  or 
permitted  them.  If  depraved  men 
would  not  join  hands  with  these  ene- 
mies, entertaining  their  deceits  and  by 
their  sins  meriting  punishment,  all 
nature  would  preserve  the  common 
order  of  cause  and  effect  . . . and  there 
would  be  no  occasion  for  such  great 
misfortunes  and  losses  among  the  faith- 
ful in  the  diminution  of  crops , in  con- 
tagious diseases,  in  sudden  deaths  and 
in  other  devastations  invented  by  the 
devil  All  these  and  many  other  evils 
...  we  merit  ourselves  by  uniting  with 
the  demons  for  our  own  chastisement 
and  by  delivering  ourselves  over  to 
their  malice.”  (P.  266) 

“The  result  of  this  torpid  insensi- 
bility to  eternal  damnation  and  to  the 
deceits  of  the  devils  in  fastening  it 
upon  men  is  dreadful.  Without  know- 
ing upon  what  they  rest  their  false 


security,  the  sinners  are  asleep  and 
perfectly  at  ease  as  to  their  ruin  when 
they  ought  justly  to  fear  and  take  heed 
of  the  swiftly  approaching  eternal 
death;  or  at  least  seek  help  by  praying 
to  the  Lord  or  to  me  or  to  the  saints 
...  In  heaven  there  can  be  no  sorrow 
or  pain  but  if  there  could  be  then  the 
saints  would  feel  it  on  account  of  noth- 
ing in  the  world  so  much  as  to  see  the 
justified  souls  falling  back  and  losing 
grace  and  the  sinner  drawing  away  fur- 
ther or  making  it  impossible  for  him 
to  regain  Divine  favor.  Sin  of  its  own 
nature  is  just  as  powerful  to  move 
heaven  to  sorrow  and  pain  as  penance 
and  virtue  are  to  torment  hell.”  (P. 
286). 

Cowering  under  the  effects  of  the 
sanctity  of  the  first  Christians,  the 
devil  once  feared  the  ruin  of  his  do- 
minion. He  need  fear  it  no  longer.  We 
are  in  the  age  of  the  great  apostasy. 
Literally  in  millions  men  have  delivered 
themselves  over  to  him.  There  must  be 
no  part  of  this  apostasy  in  our  lives. 
We  must  strike  at  the  root  of  evil  be- 
fore it  destroys  our  generation,  and, 
perhaps,  many  generations  to  come. 


PLEASE  PRAY 

tfor  Scarboro  Father  Gerard  McKeman’s  beloved  mother  who  died  re-  I 
cently.  May  her  soul  and  all  the  souls  of  the  faithful  departed  rest  in  peace. 


FELICITATIONS 

Scarboro  Father  John  McGoey  has  been  notified  that  his  recent  auto- 
biography “Nor  Scrip,  Nor  Shoes”  was  selected  for  one  of  twelve  Christopher 
Literary  Awards.  It  consists  of  a bronze  medallion  bearing  on  one  side  the 
image  of  St.  Christopher  carrying  the  Christ  Child  and  on  the  other  the 
motto  of  the  Christophers:  “Better  to  light  one  candle  than  to  curse  the 
darkness.” 


14  Scarboro  Missions 


The  other  morning  I went  into  the 
sacristy  of  the  Church  of  the 
Ascension  in  New  Amsterdam,  British 
Guiana,  to  vest  for  the  celebration  of 

I Mass.  I walked  over  to  an  old  iron 
safe  to  take  out  the  chalice  I was  to 
use  and  as  I opened  the  safe  door  I 
glanced  at  the  bottom  shelf.  On  it  was 
a gold  and  silver  chalice. 

I picked  it  up  reverently  and  exam- 
ined it.  It  was  obviously  very  old  but 
still  in  excellent  condition.  So  I de- 
cided to  use  it  for  my  Mass.  I wondered 
how  many  priests  through  the  years 
had  elevated  this  relic  of  the  past. 

Since  I knew  the  chalice  had  an 
ancient  history,  I decided  that  later  in 
the  day  I would  ask  the  pastor,  Father 
McKernan,  if  there  was  anything  writ- 
ten about  it  in  the  parish  files.  After 
delving  through  the  records  of  this  one- 
hundred-and-twenty-five-year-old  par- 
ish together  we  found  the  highly  inter- 
esting story  of  this  chalice. 

It  seems  that  the  first  Catholic 
Church  in  this  county  of  Berbice  was 
built  at  a place  called  by  the  amusing 
name  Nomen  Nescio,  which,  literally 
translated,  means  “I  do  not  know  the 
name.”  This  was  an  estate  fifteen  miles 
up  the  west  bank  of  the  Berbice  river, 
originally  owned  by  a family  named 
Watson,  a branch  of  another  family 
surnamed  Timmers. 

In  the  year  1835  it  was  decided  that 
a church  in  New  Amsterdam  was 

I 


A link  with  the  past 

Story  of  a CHALICE 

by  WALLACE  CHISHOLM,  S.F.M. 

necessary  and  so  a small  edifice  was 
erected  there.  The  church  at  Nomen 
Nescio  was  abandoned.  By  1902  it 
was  necessary  to  re-build  the  church 
at  New  Amsterdam  and  some  of  the 
materials  used  were  taken  from  the 
old  chapel  at  Nomen  Nescio.  One  of 
the  things  that  the  new  church  fell  heir 
to  was  a chalice  of  malleated  gold  and 
silver. 

The  chalice  had  been  given  by  Baron 
Van  Voorst  of  Zwollen,  Holland,  to 
his  cousins  Jacobus  and  Matthias  Tim- 
mers. They  came  to  Berbice,  British 
Guiana,  about  the  year  1838.  Even  at 
that  time  the  chalice  was  old.  It  bore 
on  its  base  a shield  of  red  enamel, 
with  this  ancient  inscription: 

“ This  chalice  belongs  to  Jan  and 
Wouter  Van  Outhvelden,  for  to  serve 
in  the  chapel  of  St.  Catherine  at  Wor- 
cem,  made  in  the  year  1475 . Pray  for 
them ” 

There  it  was!  Scant  information 
about  an  ancient  and  sacred  relic,  but 
enough  to  indicate  the  centuries  that 
had  passed  since  it  was  first  used  to 
celebrate  Mass.  Seventeen  years  before 
Christopher  Columbus  sailed  on  his 
voyage  of  discovery,  this  cup  of  ham- 
mered gold  and  silver  was  being  used 
for  the  Holy  Sacrifice.  It  has  seen  wars 
and  persecutions  of  the  Church,  the 
birth  of  nations  and  the  fall  of  dynas- 
ties. Yet  it  endures,  first  in  the  Old 
World  and  now  in  the  New. 
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LITTLE 

FLOWER'S 

JUNIOR 

MISSIONARIES 

<4  SAINT  THERESE 


Dear  Junior  Missionaries: 

Here  it’s  May  already  and  spring  is  in  the  air;  new  life  is  bursting  out  all 
around  us.  The  music  of  the  birds,  the  perfume  of  a thousand  flowers,  are  filling 
the  air.  No  wonder  it  is  the  month  set  aside  especially  for  Mary  our  beloved 
heavenly  Mother.  Mystical  Rose,  she  is  called.  Her  dazzling  purity  we  hold  up 
the  clean,  clear  whiteness  of  the  lily  to  proclaim.  Beautiful  Mother,  glorious 
Virgin! 

During  Mary’s  month  wouldn’t  it  be  a good  idea  for  you  to  go  off  quietly 
somewhere  and  think  about  Our  Lady  and  pass  from  thoughts  of  her  to  thinking 
about  your  own  mother?  And  father,  too?  I have  you  teenagers  especially  in 
mind.  Just  how  does  your  love  for  your  parents  measure  up?  Oh,  yes,  you  say  you 
love  them — but  how  deep  is  your  love?  Do  you,  for  instance,  force  them  to  fight 
you  every  inch  of  the  way  to  get  you  to  do — or  not  to  do — something  they  con- 
sider harmful  to  you?  Have  you  taught  yourself  to  remember  at  all  times  that 
they  are  God’s  representatives  whom  you  must  honor? 

In  the  last  few  years  I have  noticed  that  you  young  people  are  advised  to 
make  pals  of  your  fathers  and  mothers.  Now,  I am  all  in  favour  of  the  idea  of 
young  folks  being  pally  with  one  another;  it  is  a normal  expression  of  the  desire 
to  be  friendly  in  a special  way.  But  palliness  must  exist  among  equals. 

You  make  a pal  of  your  father  or  mother  and  you  begin  to  undermine 
the  relationship  that  God  has  established  between  you,  a relationship  that  must 
be  marked  by  filial  love  and  reverential  obedience.  The  affection  your  parents 
have  for  you,  and  which  you  have  for  them,  is  a far  stronger  and  nobler  bond 
than  that  which  exists  among  pals.  You  know  how  these  last  are  forever  falling 
in  and  falling  out  amongst  themselves — and  oftentimes  for  such  petty  reasons. 
Don’t  make  pals  of  your  parents,  they  are  more,  much  more  than  that! 

Your  friend  always 

Father  Jim 
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WE’RE 


ALMOST 

THERE! 

ONLY 

2137 

PLEDGES 
TO  GO! 


$700,000.00 


$600,000.00 


SO  WE  ASK  YOU* 


LOCATION: 


/ 


2685  Kingston  Rd. 
Toronto  13,  Ontario. 


PRESENT 

SEMINARY 

(completed) 


CHAPEL 

(construction  completed) 


ARE  YOU  ONE  Ol 


Sounds  like  just  another  foolish  question.  Let’s  clear  it  up  a bit. 
There’s  enough  foolishness  in  the  world  without  our  adding  to  it! 
We’re  asking  if  you’re  one  of  those  2137  Canadian  Catholics  still 


Interior 

of 

Chapel 


MOTHERHOUSE 

istruction  completed) 


2137  CATHOLICS? 


needed  to  help  us  finish  the  job.  How?  By  pledging  $100.00  to 
complete  our  building  program.  If  you  are  one  of  those  2137  your 
name  will  be  put  in  *Scarboro’s  Book  of  Perpetual  Remembrance. 

*see  page  2 

Are  you  one  of  2137?  Then  turn  the  page 


► And  choose  the  payment  plan  best 
suited  to  your  means.  Each  plan  totals  $100 

PLAN  1:  $100.00  in  1 payment 

PLAN  2:  $50.00  a year  for  2 years  (2  payments) 

PLAN  3:  $25.00  each  6 months  for  2 years  (4  payments) 

PLAN  4:  $20.00  each  5 months  for  25  months  (5  payments) 

PLAN  5:  $1 5.00  each  4 months  for  28  months  (7  payments  — 
last  payment  $10.00) 

PLAN  6:  $10.00  each  2 months  for  20  months  (10  payments) 
PLAN  7:  $5.00  each  2 months  for  40  months  (20  payments) 

PLAN  8:  $2.50  a month  for  40  months  (40  payments) 

NOTE:  Full  payment  may  be  made  at  any  time  within  the  pledge  period. 


MY  PLEDGE 

Yes,  I’m  one  of  2137  Catholics  to  give  $100.00  to  Canada’s 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society's  Building  Fund. 

I choose  plan  number 
I will  make  my  first  payment 

(date) 

Lest  I forget,  please  send  me  a reminder  one  week  in  advance  of  payments. 

Name  

Address  

Instruction:  Cut  out  and  mail  to: 

Father  Thomas  McQuaid,  S.F.M.,  2685  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto  13,  Ont. 


All  contributions  acknowledged  by  official  receipt  usable  for  Income  Tax  deductions. 
If  not  acknowledged  withm  two  weeks,  please  notify  us. 


The 

ULAHIPAN 

by  RODERICK  MACNEIL 

The  centipede  (or  ulahipan  as  it  is 
called  in  the  Philippines)  comes  in  two 
or  three  colors,  and  in  well-defined  sec- 
tions. Its  name  specifies  that  it  has  a 
hundred  legs  but  actually  this  is  not  so. 
I have  never  been  able  to  add  how  many 
he  has  since  they  are  not  visible  when  he 
is  in  a condition  that  makes  it  safe  to 
draw  near  and  count.  But  he  certainly 
has  plenty  of  legs. 

I have  killed  a surprisingly  large  num- 
ber of  these  insects  in  the  house  here, 
and  have  been  bitten  or  stung  several 
times.  So  has  the  curate.  All  of  the  bites 
I received  were  insignificant,  except  one. 
After  it,  my  arm  was  swollen  for  over  a 
week  and  numb  for  two.  The  encounter 
took  place  in  April.  I am  writing  this  in 
September  and  I still  have  two  marks  on 
my  arm  from  its  pincers. 

Outside  of  his  poisonous  sting,  the 
most  striking  characteristic  of  this  fellow 
is  his  toughness  and  independent  atti- 
tude. Step  on  him,  throw  upon  him  all 
your  weight,  and  you  will  see  him  run 
off*  when  you  remove  your  foot.  Usually 
he  will  run  for  only  a few  feet  and  then 
stop.  If  you  cut  him  with  a shovel,  knife 
or  axe  the  sections  will  move  off  in  dif- 


The  ulahipan  will  bite  you  if  you 
don" t watch  out ! He  may  be 
small  but  he  sure  knows  how 
to  handle  himself 

ferent  directions.  What  does  not  run, 
wriggles,  bites  or  stings. 

The  ulahipan  resembles  somewhat  a 
train  of  closely-knit  armoured  cars, 
flexible  at  the  joints.  He  travels  with 
snake-like  movements;  and  when  he  is 
really  alarmed  moves  so  quickly  that  he 
seems  to  dissolve  into  a flying  streak, 
three-quarters  of  an  inch  in  length.  He 
is  very  heavy,  due  probably  to  his  hard 
covering  and  if  a light  person  were  to 
jump  on  him  while  he  is  moving  he 
would  roll.  It  would  be  like  jumping  on 
a pencil.  He  has  a mouth,  with  teeth, 
and  a formidable  tail  with  two  pincers. 
These  may  be  slightly  over  an  inch  in 
length,  and  are  the  reason  for  his  inde- 
pendence. Like  the  skunk,  he  would  not 
hesitate  to  wander  among  lions,  if  need 
be,  since  he  bears  such  a weapon. 

The  favorite  haunts  of  ulahipan  are 
old  lumber,  rock  piles,  or  a plank  on 
damp  ground.  Many  have  been  found 
inside  old  bamboo  in  the  house.  Scorp- 
ions may  be  found  there  also,  but  I have 
never  been  bitten  or  stung  by  one  of 
these.  So,  in  my  estimation,  the  ulahipan 
reigns  supreme  as  the  insect  to  be  avoid- 
ed in  this  part  of  the  world. 


do  you  know  when  and  where  ? 

Dear  Father: 

Here  is  the  remainder  of  your  mission  allowance  for  February  — $15,000,000.00 
and  $2,000,000.00  for  Dolu  Church.  It  is  a small  parcel  this  time. 

Try  to  make  a go  of  $20,000,000  for  this  month  as  it  is  very  difficult  to  get 
money  these  days. 
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ottings 

I sy  EUGENE  G-.  DOYLE,  S.fM. 


Passing  the  convent  school,  just  a 
block  away  from  St.  Mary’s  Church 
here  in  Kingstown,  St.  Vincent,  I could 
see  a group  of  girls  and  small  boys 
having  class  under  a big  shade  tree. 
Through  open  doors  the  Sisters  could 
be  seen  teaching  classes  of  older  girls. 

The  value  of  Sisters  on  the  missions 
cannot  be  overestimated  and  we  are 
very  glad  that  five  Sisters  of  that  ex- 
perienced missionary  order,  the  Sisters 
of  St.  Joseph  of  Cluny  are  cooperating 
with  us  here  in  St.  Vincent.  While  the 
Mother  Provincial  resides  in  Port  of 
Spain,  Trinidad,  the  Motherhouse  is 
in  Paris,  France;  but  their  Sisters  are 
in  houses  all  over  the  world,  including 
the  United  States,  Ireland  and  Canada. 

Three  of  the  Sisters  teach  in  the 
convent  school,  assisted  by  several  lay 
teachers,  while  the  other  two  Sisters 
teach  in  the  government  school  in  the 
parish. 

* * * 

Across  the  bridge  from  our  little 
church  in  Colonarie  is  the  district  clinic 
in  charge  of  District  Nurse  Anastasia 
Lewis.  While  a doctor  makes  a weekly 
visit  to  the  clinic,  one  of  several  under 
his  supervision,  the  bulk  of  the  work 
is  taken  care  of  by  Nurse  Lewis,  who 
supervises  the  distribution  of  powdered 
milk  to  the  poor,  treats  the  sick  and 
injured  in  the  clinic,  and  also  goes  into 


their  homes  to  minister  when  neces- 
sary. In  her  nurse’s  uniform  she  is 
frequently  seen  in  the  cab  of  a truck, 
or  in  a jeep,  or  walking  along  the  road 
to  visit  the  sick. 

“The  most  fatiguing  part  of  my 
work,”  she  told  me  recently,  “is  mid- 
wifery. I may  be  called  at  any  time, 
even  at  night.  It  can  be  hard  work.” 

Hs  * ❖ 

Visitors  to  St.  Vincent  are  not  num- 
erous, because  of  the  expense  and  the 
uncertainty  of  transportation  to  and 
from  the  island;  so  the  recent  visits 
of  Father  John  Fullerton  and  Father 
Kenneth  MacAulay,  two  of  our  Scar- 
boro  missionaries  who  are  already  in 
the  Caribbean  area,  were  doubly  wel- 
come. 

On  a trip  up  the  narrow  road  to 
Georgetown  Father  Fullerton  and 
Father  MacAulay  started  to  count  the 
many  twists  and  turns  in  the  road,  but 
gave  up  after  reaching  one  hundred 
and  ten,  and  still  not  a quarter  of  the 
way  there. 

“How  would  you  describe  driving 
on  a road  like  this?”  I asked  Father 
Fullerton. 

“It  would  be  almost  impossible,”  he 

Across  from  our  church  at  Colonarie 
is  the  district  clinic.  Here  the  sick 
come  for  treatment,  others  to  get 
powdered  milk. 

RICHARD  HARRINGTON  PICTURE 
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Take  time  with  loving  thought  to  pray 
For  him,  upon  this  Father's  Day. 


Arrange  to  have  him  remembered  in  a Novena 
of  Masses  during  the  month  of  June,  celebrated 
then  in  honour  of  our  Lady  of  Fatima  by  the 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society.  This  will  be 
certified  on  the  card  which  will  be  signed  by  a 
Scarboro  Father. 


Send  him 
one  of  our 
Beautiful 
Father’s  Day 
Greeting  Cards 
in 

color 

order  from 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS 
PROMOTION  DEPT. 
2685  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto  13,  Ont. 


Order  as  many  of  these  Father's  Day  cards  as 
you  wish , or  make  up  a box  of  ten  cards  from  the 
selection  listed  below. 


SEND  NO  MONEY  WITH  YOUR  ORDER 

You  pay  for  the  cards  as  you  use  them , at  the 
rate  of  $1.00  each.  This  money  helps  finance  the 
works  of  our  Society. 


FOR  YOUR  CHOICE 


Birthday — Wedding 
Wedding  Anniversary — Thank  You 
Get  Well — New  Baby — Mother’s  Day 
All  occasion  cards 
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replied.  “One  would  have  to  experi- 
ence it  personally.  These  blind  turns 
around  the  edges  of  bluffs,  the  big 
trucks  and  busses  suddenly  appearing 
from  nowhere,  and  seemingly  occupy- 
ing all  the  narrow  road,  give  a sensa- 
tion that  I cannot  describe.  And  added 
to  that  I am  accustomed  to  traffic  mov- 
ing on  the  right  side  of  the  road.  Here, 
when  you  swerve  to  the  left  to  pass 
oncoming  vehicles,  my  foot  automat- 
ically puts  on  imaginary  brakes.  I can 
vouch  for  the  strength  of  the  floor 
boards  of  this  little  car!”  While  going 
down  to  the  beach  during  Father  Mac- 
Aulay’s  visit,  the  little  car  climbed  hill 
after  hill.  Finally  Father  Ken  com- 
mented: “I  never  knew  you  had  to 
climb  so  many  hills  to  get  down  to  the 
beach!” 

* * * 

Although  we  are  close  to  the  sea, 
sometimes  several  weeks  pass  without 
an  opportunity  to  swim  in  the  salt 
water  which  we  find  very  healthful. 
But  in  spite  of  the  infrequent  swims 
Father  Leo  Curtin  has  made  progress 
and  is  now  able  to  float  and  to  swim 
a few  strokes. 

“Why  didn’t  I learn  to  swim  years 
ago?”  he  asked  recently.  “Think  of  all 
the  fun  I missed.” 

But  Father  Edward  Moriarty,  hav- 
ing spent  a few  years  in  British  Guiana 
where  the  sea  water  near  the  coast  is 


yellow  and  muddy,  is  the  one  who 
really  appreciates  the  clear  salt  water 
off  the  shores  of  St.  Vincent. 

Only  recently  I learned  that  British 
Guiana,  where  our  Scarboro  mission- 
aries are  working,  is  several  feet  below 
sea  level  at  high  tide,  the  coast  being 
protected  by  dikes.  The  country  is  very 
flat  and  even  a rise  of  five  feet  is  con- 
sidered a hill.  Many  of  the  houses  are 
on  stilts,  as  a precaution  against  the 
sea  coming  in. 

Shortly  after  the  building  of  the 
Church  of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima,  in  the 
capital  city,  our  priests  noticed  how 
bare  the  ground  was  around  the  church 
and  residence— the  result  of  building 
operations.  They  tried  to  purchase 
grass  seed,  but  without  success.  None 
of  the  shops  carried  it  and  after  about 
a week  they  found  out  why.  Grass 
from  nearby  plots  was  creeping  in  and 
growing  and  soon  it  was  bare  no  more. 
Now  it  requires  cutting  every  week. 
* $ * 

Our  time  here  in  St.  Vincent  is  one 
hour  ahead  of  Eastern  Standard  Time. 
So  when  we  say  Mass  here  during 
the  week  at  six-thirty  in  the  morning, 
it  is  just  five-thirty  in  Toronto  and 
other  places  in  that  time  zone.  We  do 
not  have  Daylight  Saving  Time  here 
so  for  a few  months  our  time  happens 
to  be  the  same  as  Eastern  Daylight 
Saving  Time.  m 


MISSION  INTENTION 

CONVERSION  OF  MOHAMMEDANS  THROUGH  MARY 

One  of  the  most  potent  religious  forces  in  the  world  today  — especially  in  Africa  — is 
Mohammedanism.  During  the  month  of  May  Catholics  are  asked  to  pray  and  offer  acts 
of  self-denial,  beseeching  our  Blessed  Mother  especially,  that  these  people  may  be 
converted  to  the  Catholic  Faith  through  her  powerful  intercession  with  her  divine  Son. 
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Do  goblins  drink  milk?  If  a black  cat 
crosses  your  path  on  Friday  13,  is  it 
because  you  spilled  the  salt?  Bad 
omens  are  as  old  as  man.  Here  are 
some  from  the  Caribbean. 

by  George  Courtright,  s.f.m. 

Almost  everyone  has  a little  pet 
taboo  or  bad  luck  sign.  Some  shudder 
at  seeing  a black  cat.  Others  will  walk 
anywhere  except  under  a ladder. 
Throwing  a pinch  of  salt  over  the  left 
shoulder  to  counteract  the  bad  luck  of 
spilling  it  is  a favourite  with  many. 
And,  of  course,  Friday  the  13th  is 
really  a date  to  make  you  shiver.  Hu- 
man nature  being  what  it  is,  it  is  not 
surprising  that  we,  too,  have  a few 
bad  omens  of  our  own  down  here. 

For  instance  there  is  an  old  Spanish 
refrain  which  goes  like  this: 


“El  martes,  no  te  cases,  ni  de  tu 
familia  te  spartes”  A free  translation 
would  read  something  like  this:  “Don’t 
get  married  on  Tuesday,  or  take  a sea 
voyage,  or  leave  home.” 

On  my  visits  to  the  mission  stations 
of  the  parish  of  Hato  Mayor  in  the 
Dominican  Republic,  it  is  my  habit  to 
bring  along  a small  replica  of  Dopey 
the  seventh  of  the  famous  little  people 
created  by  Walt  Disney  in  his  movie 
“Snow  White  and  the  Seven  Dwarfs.” 
This  little  doll  helps  me  to  “break  the 
ice”  by  making  the  people  laugh.  From 
then  on  it  is  easier  to  get  them  to  listen 
to  my  religious  doctrine  class.  Dopey 
is  not  always  looked  upon  with  friend- 
ly eyes.  All  the  women  who  are  ex- 
pecting refuse  to  gaze  at  him  because 
if  they  do  so,  they  have  been  warned, 
their  respective  children-to-be  will 
look  like  him! 

Another  custom  concerns  the  recep- 
tion of  Holy  Communion  for  the  first 
time.  The  youngsters  preparing  for  it 
are  solemnly  told  that  they  must  make 
three  separate  Confessions  before  re- 
ceiving their  First  Communion,  in  or- 
der, I suppose,  to  get  all  sins  properly 
forgiven.  It  is  also  considered  a “half” 
sin  to  go  to  Confession  if  they  are  not 
fasting  since  they  will  not  be  able  to 
receive  Communion  then,  and,  they 
are  warned,  it  is  even  more  of  a sin  to 
make  their  First  Communion  before 
Confirmation. 

Then  there  was  the  lady  who  went 
to  the  parish  priest  and  assured  him 
that  her  cow  was  suffering  because 
someone  had  put  the  evil  eye  upon  it; 
for  that  reason  the  cow  gave  very  lit- 
tle milk.  The  priest  must  have  guessed 
the  real  reason  because  he  gave  her  a 
slip  of  paper  enclosed  in  an  envelope. 


26  Scarboro  Missions 


“Now,”  he  ordered,  “go  down  to  the 
corral  every  morning  at  2 a.m.  and 
touch  the  cow  with  the  paper.”  The 
first  night  she  found  the  gate  open. 
She  presumed  that  she  had  left  it  open 
carelessly  at  milking  time.  The  second 
night  she  found  the  maidservant’s 
brother  hidden  behind  a bush,  but  he 
jumped  over  the  fence  and  got  away. 
Then  she  opened  the  envelope  and 
read  the  message  written  by  the  priest : 
“If  you  will  watch  very  closely,  the 
spell  cast  upon  your  cow  will  soon  dis- 
appear.” It  did. 

We  hope  that  no  one  will  ever  go  so 
far  as  to  believe  in  the  traditional  Sat- 
urday meeting  of  witches  at  midnight 
beneath  a hawthorn  tree,  with  the  devil 
presiding  in  the  form  of  a male  goat. 
Nor  attempt  to  get  a witches’  broom 
powered  by  a mysterious  fuel  compos- 
ed of  a black  ointment  like  tar  which 
must  be  rubbed  over  the  body  while 
repeating  a saying  that  is  definitely 
sacrilegious,  ending  with  the  words 
“up  the  chimney  we  go!” 

And  I suppose  that  if  people  in 
Latin  America  consider  it  bad  luck  to 
be  married  on  a Tuesday,  there 
doesn’t  seem  to  be  much  that  can  be 
done  about  it;  it  is  similar  to  the  belief 
that  bad  luck  comes  from  walking  un- 
der a ladder.  Other  harmless  or  inno- 
cent convictions  abound  which  are  al- 
most impossible  to  eradicate  because 
they  are  an  integral  part  of  social  cus- 
toms and  traditions.  But  when  certain 
practices — such  as  voodoo — border  on 
what  is  evidently  improper  or  obvious- 
ly forbidden,  we  are  grateful  to  the 
Government  authorities  for  their  rapid 
and  efficient  action  in  squelching  what 
could  easily  lead  to  something  akin 
to  devil  worship. 
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HUmORETTES 


*0 

HO 


SILENCE 

SILENCE 

The  hill-billy  father  was  puzzled  by  the 
draft  classification  sent  to  his  son.  “What 
does  ‘F-X’  stand  for?”  he  asked  the  draft 
board  official. 

“It  means,”  the  other  replied  gravely, 
“even  if  we’re  invaded  by  the  enemy,  don’t 
come!” 

Dr.  Ronald  Bridges. 
* * * 

Keep  your  nose  to  the  grindstone.  The 
shorter  it  is,  the  less  trouble  it  will  get  you 
into. 

Fifth  Wheel. 

* * * 

What  most  children  learn  by  doing  is  how 
to  drive  their  parents  crazy. 

Imogene  Fey . 

* * * 

Memo  from  Robert  Q.  Lewis: 

“My  cousin’s  been  saving  all  winter  for  a 
vacation  at  a ski  camp  for  men — now  they 
won’t  accept  her  application.” 

E.  E.  Kenyon . 

* * * 


I was  scheduled  to  be  operated  on  at  8.00 
a.m.  that  morning,  but  the  attendant  did  not 
arrive  to  take  me  to  the  operating  room 
until  9.45.  As  he  transferred  me  from  my 
bed  to  the  cart,  I remarked,  “They  must  be 
awfully  busy  in  the  operating  room  this 
morning.  You’re  one  hour  and  forty-five 
minutes  late.” 

One  of  his  aides  clapped  his  hand  to  his 
head  and  exclaimed,  “Oh,  man,  it’s  been 
murder  up  there  this  morning!” 

Ernest  Blevins. 

* * * 

A mother  listening  to  the  evening  prayers 
of  her  sleepy  little  daughter  was  astonished 
and  amazed  to  hear  the  following : 

“Now  I lay  me  down  to  sleep, 

I pray  the  Lord  my  soul  to  keep. 

When  he  hollers  let  him  go, 

Eemie,  meenie,  miny  mo.” 

Balance  Sheet. 

* * * 

Cocktail  party:  Where  alcohol  removes 
the  finish  from  furniture  and  people. 

Dan  Bennett. 

* * * 


Picture  business  has  been  suffering  from 
a slight  depression,  as  we  all  know.  So  it’s 
nice  to  hear  about  a small-town  movie  house 
proprietor  who’s  managed  to  keep  his  head 
above  water. 

“Mainly,”  says  the  gentleman,  “because 
of  the  loyalty  of  people  like  the  Smiths. 
Why,  every  night  the  four  Smith  boys  drive 
their  father  to  the  theater  and  carry  him  to 
a seat.  And  every  night,  after  the  movie, 
they  come  back,  pick  him  up  and  carry  him 
out  again.” 

“Well,  that’s  very  nice,”  commented  a 
friend,  “but  why  does  it  take  four  boys  to 
carry  him?” 

“Because,”  was  the  answer,  “the  old 
man  fights'.” 

E.  E.  Kenyon . 


A man  went  to  the  Malay  Peninsula  to 
hunt  tigers  and  when  he  came  back  a friend 
demanded:  “Why  does  a successful  man 
like  you  risk  his  life  hunting  tigers?” 

“You  don’t  understand,”  replied  the 
hunter.  “This  was  a safari  to  end  all  safaris. 
There  is  no  thrill  like  stalking  through  the 
jungle,  knowing  that  a great  man-eating 
tiger  may  leap  at  you  any  minute.” 

“How  many  tigers  did  you  kill?”  asked 
the  friend. 

“None,”  admitted  the  hunter. 

“Then  your  safari  was  a failure,”  said  the 
friend. 

“Not  at  all,”  said  the  hunter.  “It  was  a 
glorious  success.  Listen,  when  you’re  hunt- 
ing tigers,  none  is  plenty  J” 

Dan  Bennett. 
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completes  the  ensemble. 
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When  Father  Fraser  returned  to  Ningpo  after  his  missionary  journeys 
through  Fenghwa  county  in  1904-5,  he  sent  home  letters  describing  them. 

Last  month  we  interrupted  the  autobiography  to  bring  their  content  to  our 
readers.  They  are  concluded  in  this  issue.  EDITOR. 

Nearly  opposite  our  house  in  Ningpo  is  the  “House  of  Mercy” 
kept  by  the  Sisters  of  Charity  of  St.  Vincent  de  Paul.  There  are  four 
hundred  inmates  in  their  establishment,  all  supported  by  the  alms 
sent  from  Europe  and  America.  Two  hundred  are  little  girls,  who, 
when  small,  were  given  by  their  parents  to  the  Sisters.  The  Chinese 
are  very  poor,  and  in  many  cases  cannot  afford  to  bring  up  a girl, 
who,  instead  of  being  a help  to  the  family,  is  a continual  expense, 
and,  when  married,  has  to  be  provided  with  costly  garments  and  so 
forth.  The  girls,  you  know,  do  not  go  to  school,  unless  they  are 
Christians,  and  very  few  girls  earn  wages.  Many  of  the  infants  given 
to  the  Sisters  are  sickly  and  die  soon  after  baptism.  For  those  who 
survive,  the  Sisters  procure  nurses  and  pay  them  forty  or  fifty  cents 
a month.  There  are  a hundred  of  these  infants  in  the  care  of  Christian 
or  pagan  nurses,  who  keep  the  children  in  their  families  and  bring 
them  back  at  the  age  of  three  or  four  years.  Other  departments  of  the 
Sisters’  establishment  are  a free  hospital  for  women,  Christian  or 
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pagan ; a workshop  in  which  the  finest  fancy  work  is  done ; a home  for 
old  women,  whether  Christian  or  pagan;  a catechumenate  in  which 
women  from  the  country  are  lodged  and  instructed;  and  lastly,  a 
school  for  girls,  boarders  and  day-scholars.  All  this  is  managed  by 
about  a dozen  Sisters,  with  very  scanty  funds.  What  is  most  necessary 
is  a large  catechumenate  for  country  women,  and  we  must  do  all  in 
our  power  to  erect  one,  as  there  are  hundreds  of  women  ready  to 
come.  The  women  cannot  read;  so  the  only  way  for  them  to  learn 
the  catechism  is  to  come  to  the  Sisters’  institute  for  a few  months, 
where  they  are  instructed  and  baptized.  Then  they  return  to  their 
homes  and  become  a help  to  other  women  who  want  to  believe  in 
God.  We  can  count  thousands  of  such  women  in  our  parish. 

One  cannot  but  feel  sorry  for  the  poor  women  in  the  country 
towns.  They  cannot  walk  more  than  a mile  or  so,  and  that  with  great 
difficulty,  on  account  of  their  tiny  feet.  Since  a sufficient  number  of 
large  catechumenates  for  the  instruction  of  women  is  a practical  im- 
possibility, the  only  alternative  would  seem  to  be  the  placing  of  a 
chapel  and  a catechist  in  their  midst.  The  former  is  easy  to  have  but 
we  have  very  few  catechists  to  spare. 

Many  pagan  boys  and  girls  wear  a silver  ring  around  their  necks. 
It  is  a superstitious  practice.  They  think  that  by  this  means  the  gods 
will  grant  them  a long  life.  I noticed  one  of  our  catechumens  with  the 
ring;  so  I instructed  him  in  how  vain  it  was  to  hope  for  a long  life 
here  in  this  miserable  world,  and  that  now,  since  he  believed  in  God, 
he  should  only  hope  for  an  everlasting  life  in  heaven.  I told  him  to 
take  the  ring  off.  The  poor  boy  had  worn  it  ever  since  he  was  a baby; 
but,  with  a generosity  above  his  years,  he  immediately  obeyed.  And, 
as  though  liberated  from  the  devil,  his  face  shining  with  contentment, 
he  joined  his  hands,  saying:  “Oh!  God  is  now  my  only  hope.”  I told 
him  to  give  the  ring  to  a jeweller  who  could  easily  make  a cross  out 
of  it.  But  the  boy  would  have  me  bring  it  to  Ningpo  to  make  the  cross. 
So  I did,  and  the  silversmith  here  formed  a beautiful  silver  cross, 
according  to  a pattern  which  I brought  from  America.  The  boy’s 
father  seemed  not  to  know  what  to  make  of  it  when  he  saw  his  only 
son  without  the  ring;  but  he  soon  understood  and  was  delighted  with 
my  proposal.  More  than  that,  he  said  he  would  bring  the  boy  to 
Ningpo  and  leave  him  in  our  school  to  learn  the  catechism,  and  to 
receive  from  my  own  hands  the  cross  which  I promised  him. 

I had  another  extraordinary  conversion  in  the  case  of  a bright 
little  boy  twelve  years  of  age,  whose  father  is  dead,  and  whose  mother, 
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grandmother  and  two  brothers  are  pagans.  The  poor  boy  is  praying 
hard  for  their  conversion.  He  knows  the  catechism  by  heart.  I gave 
him  a medal  of  the  Immaculate  Conception  and  a string  of  beads  and 
he  knelt  down  and  thanked  me.  I told  him  to  be  careful  not  to  let  his 
mother  see  them  lest  she  should  destroy  them;  but  she  would  not,  he 
assured  me.  He  says  that  his  mother  does  not  get  angry  and  scold 
him,  but  only  cries  and  says  she  has  given  him  birth  in  vain.  The  little 
boy,  filled  with  the  knowledge  God  imparts  to  good  children,  asked: 

“And  why,  mother,  are  you  sad?” 

“Because,”  said  she,  “when  I am  dead  you  cannot  offer  me  food 
and  eat  of  it  yourself.” 

“Do  not  fear,  mother,”  said  the  child.  “If,  after  death,  you  can  eat, 
I will  kill  a pig  and  a sheep  for  you  to  eat.  It  is  nonsense  to  say  the 
dead  can  eat.  When  my  father  died  I saw  everyone  else  eating  but  my 
father  did  not  eat  a bite.” 

I told  a catechumen  to  send  his  wife  to  the  boy’s  mother,  to  instruct 
her  in  the  Christian  doctrine  and  to  correct  her  false  ideas  about 
Catholics. 

One  old  man,  who,  of  late,  has  become  interested  in  the  Catholic 
Church,  came  to  see  me.  Being,  as  it  appears,  fond  of  joking,  he  be- 
gan by  asking  how  old  I was.  I said  I was  twenty-eight. 

“Well,  I am  much  older,”  he  replied;  “I  am  seventy-five.  And  are 
your  father  and  mother  living?” 

“Yes,”  said  I,  “and  my  brothers  and  sisters.” 

“Well,”  said  he,  “mine  are  dead  long  ago;  so  I am  old  and  exper- 
ienced, and  you  are  only  a child.” 

What  he  was  trying  to  imply  was  that  he  had  no  need  of  listening 
to  what  I had  to  say  about  religion,  but  I surprised  him  by  saying: 
“No,  indeed,  I am  much  older  than  you.  It  is  over  twenty  years  since 
I came  to  the  use  of  reason,  while  you  have  not  yet  come  to  it.”  Then 
I explained  to  him  that  a person  comes  to  the  use  of  reason  only  when 
he  begins  to  believe  in  God.  That  seemed  to  bring  him  to  the  right 
use  of  reason,  because  he  came  to  me  afterwards  and  expressed  the 
desire  of  studying  the  catechism. 

St.  Thomas  Aquinas  says  that  if  a pagan  lives  up  to  the  light  of 
reason  and  observes,  as  well  as  he  can,  the  law  of  nature  written  in 
the  hearts  of  all  men,  God  will  send  an  angel  or  a missionary  to  in- 
struct and  baptize  him  before  he  dies.  The  following  consoling  in- 
stance would  seem  to  be  a confirmation  of  this  doctrine.  On  a certain 
journey,  I was  forced  by  a coming  storm  to  take  shelter  in  a little 
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town  which  I had  not  intended  visiting.  When  the  bearers  lowered  my 
chair  in  front  of  a door  the  rain  began  to  pour  down  in  torrents  and 
I hastened  to  rush  into  the  nearest  house,  leaving  my  companions  to 
take  care  of  my  things.  As  I entered,  I saw  lying  on  the  bed  an  old 
man  well  up  in  his  seventies.  He  turned  his  haggard  eyes  toward  me 
and  asked  feebly:  “Who  is  this  coming?”  I could  tell  by  his  look  that 
he  was  near  the  end.  Just  as  I was  taking  a seat  one  of  my  companions 
came  in  to  tell  me  that  I had  made  a mistake  and  entered  the  wrong 
door,  and  that  I was  in  a pagan’s  house.  He  insisted  that  I should  go 
to  his  friend’s  house  next  door.  I complied,  but  lost  no  time  in  sending 
to  ask  the  sick  man  if  he  would  like  to  become  a Catholic  before  he 
died.  To  my  great  joy  he  replied,  “Yes.”  I then  sent  the  catechist  to 
instruct  him  in  the  necessary  doctrine,  and  in  half  an  hour  he  returned 
saying  that  the  man  wanted  to  be  baptized.  I entered  the  sick  man’s 
room  and  found  him  delighted  with  the  thought  of  dying  a Catholic. 
As  I went  in  he  made  an  effort  to  rise,  joining  his  hands  and  saying 
that  he  wished  to  adore  God  and  to  go  to  heaven.  I found  upon  in- 
quiring that  he  had  been  a good  man,  never  injuring  anyone.  After 
saying  a few  words  of  consolation  to  him  I poured  the  saving  waters 
over  his  head.  He  was  the  first  person  baptized  in  that  part  of  our 
parish,  and  the  only  Christian  to  be  found  in  a range  of  a hundred 
square  miles.  It  is  strange  what  an  effect  Baptism  produces  in  a family. 
The  other  members  generally  become  Catholics,  as  happened  in  this 
case.  The  sick  man’s  brothers,  and  several  others,  declared  them- 
selves believers  in  God.  (I  learned  afterwards  that  the  sick  man 
lived  a week  after  his  baptism  and  died  in  a Christian  manner).  After 
the  ceremony  the  sky  cleared  up  and  we  proceeded  on  our  journey. 

One  evening  at  nightfall  I arrived  at  a town  of  about  two  thousand 
families.  I cannot  describe  the  commotion  of  the  people  upon  my 
arrival.  All  had  heard  of  the  Europeans,  but  very  few  had  seen  them, 
and  fewer  still  had  seen  a priest  in  ecclesiastical  dress.  There  was  a 
rush  from  all  sides  to  see  me.  The  word  passed  like  wildfire  through- 
out the  whole  town,  and  everyone  made  it  a point  to  come  and  have 
a look.  The  Catholic  Church  has  a great  name  in  China ; it  is  known 
far  and  wide.  That  is  another  reason  why  they  came;  I was  the  first 
representative  of  the  world-wide  Church  to  appear  in  their  midst. 
Men,  women,  old  and  young,  all  came  to  gaze  at  me.  The  house  was 
jammed  to  the  door;  the  windows  were  besieged  with  eager  faces.  The 
little  children,  who  could  not  see  in  the  crowd,  were  held  aloft  by 
their  parents.  Of  course,  as  you  may  well  imagine,  I have  long  since 
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lost  all  sense  of  bashfulness  at  being  looked  at.  Nor  is  it  with  them 
one  look  and  be  done  with  it;  they  remain  as  long  as  you  remain, 
and  seem  not  to  be  able  to  take  their  eyes  off  you.  There  was  hustling 
and  elbowing  such  as  I have  never  seen,  and  I think  that  inside  of  an 
hour  everyone  in  the  town  had  seen  me.  They  passed  all  sorts  of  re- 
marks, but  all  good  naturedly,  without  ever  uttering  an  impolite 
word.  It  has  been  my  experience  that  these  simple  people  never  laugh 
at  foreigners  or  make  unkind  remarks  about  them.  Of  course,  we  use 
such  an  opportunity  to  speak  of  God  and  to  praise  His  Holy  Name. 
Then  they  wonder  how  it  is  that  you  can  speak  Chinese,  and  again  we 
say  that  it  is  the  gift  of  God.  And  if  they  begin  to  doubt  that  foreign 
languages  are  really  different  from  Chinese,  we  settle  the  doubt  by 
naming  in  our  native  tongue,  some  of  the  objects  we  see  around  us. 
The  catechist  and  I spoke  to  them  till  all  hours  of  the  night,  and  ex- 
plained the  doctrine  of  the  Church  from  the  creation  down  to  our 
own  times.  We  then  put  up  a sacred  picture,  the  first  one  that  had 
ever  found  its  way  into  that  place.  Kneeling  down  before  the  picture 
we  said  night  prayers  in  Chinese,  which  takes  about  half  an  hour,  and 
then  we  retired  to  rest. 

On  another  occasion  when  a number  of  people  came  around  as 
usual  to  see  the  foreigner  and  hear  about  the  Church,  there  were 
among  them  many  bright  little  boys,  some  of  them  having  silver  rings 
around  their  necks.  I amused  them  by  saying  that  by  that  silver  ring 
they  were  bound  to  the  devil  and  I proved  the  assertion  very  simply 
to  them.  They  seemed  to  take  it  all  in  and  to  be  ashamed  of  being  so 
superstitious.  There  was  a big  dragon  head  in  one  corner  made  of 
painted  paper.  It  is  carried  in  procession  once  a year  and  the  proprie- 
tor of  each  shop  into  which  it  is  poked  has  to  give  a few  cents.  I ex- 
plained to  the  little  boys  how  foolish  it  was  to  think  that  a paper 
dragon  head  could  bring  a blessing  on  a place  and  they  all  agreed  that 
it  was  only  a joke  to  make  money.  Of  course  I told  the  catechumen, 
in  whose  house  we  were,  that  he  must  burn  the  dragon  head.  Al- 
though such  elementary  instructions  would  be  useless  for  a foreign 
Catholic  child,  still  it  is  not  so  here;  everything  I said  against  idolatry 
was  new  to  them.  They  are  born  and  brought  up  in  idolatry  and  have 
no  idea  of  any  other  worship.  The  pagans  have  no  idea  of  God  like 
we  have;  their  ideas  of  Him  are  something  like  the  ideas  we  have  of 
fairies,  ghosts  and  devils.  One  old  woman  came  to  listen  while  I was 
talking  to  the  boys  about  the  folly  of  idolatry,  and  as  I saw  that  she 
was  attentive  to  what  I was  saying  I asked  her  abruptly  if  she  said 
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prayers  to  the  idols  every  day. 

‘‘Why,  of  course  I do,”  she  promptly  replied.  “Do  not  all  the  old 
women  do  so?” 

“And  why,”  said  I,  “do  you  say  those  prayers?”  The  particular 
prayers  I spoke  of  are  said  on  a string  of  beads  something  like  our 
rosary  beads. 

“Why,  to  be  sure,”  she  said,  “to  make  a little  money.” 

Then  I explained  to  her  that,  although  she  made  a few  cents  every 
day  by  selling  these  prayers  to  superstitious  persons,  she  was  forfeit- 
ing thereby  her  eternal  happiness  in  heaven.  Whether  she  believed  me 
or  not,  I do  not  know.  I hope  and  pray  that  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary, 
who  sees  all  those  simple  old  women  with  their  false  rosaries,  will 
have  pity  on  them,  and,  crushing  the  Dragon’s  head,  will  place  true 
rosaries  in  their  hands  and  true  “Aves”  on  their  lips. 

MONSIGNOR  FRASER’S  AUTOBIOGRAPHY  WILL  BE  RESUMED  IN  JUNE. 


James 

Walsh 


Ronald 

Bates 


Patrick 

Kelly 


Joseph 

McGuckin 


John 

O’Grady 


Robert 

Smith 


SCARBORO  APPOINTMENTS 


After  serving  in  the  Dominican  Republic  since  1944,  Father  James  Walsh 
returns  to  Canada  to  join  the  Promotion  Department.  His  home  town  is 
Toronto  where  he  was  ordained  in  1938.  After  completing  his  studies  in  1939 
he  worked  in  various  parishes  in  Ontario  until  his  departure  for  the  Caribbean. 

The  rest  of  the  Fathers  represent  the  class  of  1959.  Ronald  Bates , from  New 
Waterford,  N.S.  will  go  to  Laval  University  for  post-graduate  studies  in 
Philosophy.  Patrick  Kelly , from  St.  John,  N.B.,  will  begin  his  mission  life  in 
the  Philippines.  John  O'Grady , from  Toronto,  Ontario,  has  been  appointed 
to  the  Bahamas.  Joseph  McGuckin  from  Clandonald,  Alta.,  and  J.  Robert 
Smith , from  Antigonish,  N.S.  go  to  labour  in  the  Dominican  Republic. 


Scarboro  Missions  35 


2,137  MORE 
PLEDGES  WILL 


REMEMBER! 

Msgr.  Fraser’s  autobiography  began  in  January.  Don’t  miss  it! 
Subscribe — or  have  your  subscription  brought  up-to-date — now! 


Do  you  ever  visit  a graveyard?  Have  you  noticed  the  difference  between  the  graves 
of  those  whose  relatives  still  live  and  those  whose  loved  ones  are  also  dead?  One 
shows  signs  of  loving  care — the  other,  neglect.  There  is  no  one  to  remember!  No 
loving  hand  to  trim  the  grass,  pull  the  weeds,  straighten  the  cracked  and  leaning 
stone! 

Is  this  how  you  will  be  remembered  years  from  now?  Will  your  name  be  recalled 
only  by  the  stranger  who  chances  by?  It  could  well  be! 

You  can  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  you'll  never  be  forgotten  if  your 
name  is  written  in 

SCARBORO'S  BOOK  OF  PERPETUAL  REMEMBRANCE 

for  those  who  contribute  to  our  Building  Fund.  You  can  reserve  a full  page  (ten 
lines)  on  which  your  own  name  and  the  names  of  loved  ones  living  or  deceased 
may  be  written,  for  an  offering  of  $1,000.00. 

But  you  don't  have  to  reserve  a full  page.  You  can  take  one  line  or  more  at  the 
rate  of  $100.00  a line,  (see  pages  17-20). 

The  book  in  which  these  pages  are  inserted  is  permanently  enshrined  in  our  new 
Seminary  Chapel.  Till  the  end  of  time  the  names  in  the  book  will  be  remembered 
by  our  priests  and  seminarians  at  Mass.  Years  hence,  when  all  upon  whom  you 
depend  for  remembrance  are  dead,  prayers  will  still  be  ascending  to  Heaven  for 
you,  said  by  the  future  priests  and  seminarians  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society. 

For  more  information  write  to: 

SCARBORO  FATHERS,  2685  KINGSTON  RD.,  TORONTO  13,  ONTARIO 
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viewpoint 

Confess  therefore 
your  sins 


EVERY  Catholic  knows  how  vitally  important  are  the  Sacra- 
ments in  the  life-long  struggle  to  grow  in  sanctity— to  fall 
irresistably  and  completely  in  love  with  God  until  He  will  take 
complete  possession  of  the  soul  in  heaven.  To  this  end  the  Sacra- 
ment of  Penance  is  of  the  utmost  necessity.  No  one  who  has 
experienced  the  joy  of  a good  Confession  can  fail  to  understand 
how  miserable  life  would  be  if  there  were  no  priests,  no  Con- 
fession, no  sign  of  God’s  forgiveness  to  the  fallen  from  grace. 
The  heartache  would  be  unbearable — the  remorse — perhaps  the 
despair. 

Out  there  in  the  world,  beyond  what  we  know  as  Canada,  there 
is  a man.  His  skin  is  black.  Or  is  it  yellow?  What  does  it  matter? 
He  has  an  immortal  soul  as  you  and  I have.  His  conscience  is 
heavy  with  self-reproach.  Shall  he  call  to  the  stars  for  forgiveness? 
to  some  mocking  idol?  As  he  waits  for  death,  a voice  calls  to 
him:  “I  have  power  to  forgive  sins!” 

I wonder  how  many  people  have  heard  that  call,  heard  it  be- 
cause you  made  it  possible.  Every  missionary  priest  you  have 
helped  prepare  and  sustain  at  his  post  in  some  distant  land  has 
been  that  voice , promising  the  hope  of  ultimate  salvation  to  souls 
who  might  otherwise  have  been  lost  eternally.  This  is  the  holy 
work  your  prayers  and  alms  help.  Is  the  sacrifice  of  some  ma- 
terial need — or  pleasure— not  worthwhile  when  made  for  so  glori- 
ous an  end,  the  salvation  of  even  one  soul? 

Think  of  this  when  next  you  go  to  the  Sacrament  of  Penance. 
It  will  help  you  appreciate  it  the  more.  And  you  will  have  a new 
insight  into  what  your  Scarboro  Missioners  are  doing  for  the 
salvation  of  men. 


PLEASE  PRAY  for  the  repose  of  the  soul  of  Reverend  Brother 
Clarence,  F.S.C.  of  Yorkton,  Sask.,  beloved  brother  of  Father  Robert 
Hymus,  S.F.M.  who  is  now  in  the  Dominican  Republic.  The  Scarboro 
Fathers  extend  sympathy  to  him  and  the  other  members  of  the  family. 
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MAN’S  INHUMANITY  TO  MAN 

LEST  WE  FORGET  a present-day  example  by  OBSERVER 


What  a wonderful  disposition  it 
is  of  divine  Providence  that  we 
live  in  a country  so  glorious  as  Canada! 
Walk  through  streets  and  avenues  of 
any  of  our  towns  and  cities  and  hear 
the  laughter  of  children.  Enter  the 
homes  and  meet  happy  families.  Visit 
factories  and  shops  and  see  men  and 
women  working  in  democratic  con- 
ditions. Sense  the  overall  atmosphere 
of  law  and  order  that  rules  from  ocean 
to  ocean.  All  this  has  been  given  to  us 
by  God.  Are  we  to  hoard  it  for  our- 
selves alone? 

Now  let  us  look  at  our  fellow  men 
in  China.  The  Peiping  People’s  Daily 
recently  reported  that  a debate  had 
been  held  by  members  of  the  Cheng- 
kwan  people’s  commune  in  Chiehhsiu 
county,  Shansi  province,  over  the  issue 
whether  it  was  still  necessary  to  have 
private  homes  in  commune  living.  The 
Red  organ  admitted  that  some  com- 
mune members  “appeared  to  have  a 
nostalgic  feeling  when  they  mentioned 
private  home  life.”  One  member  was 
quoted  as  having  said:  “In  the  small 
family  in  the  past,  members  of  the 
household  ate  whatever  things  they 
liked  and  drank  whatever  beverages 
they  wished.  All  day  long,  members  of 
the  family,  old  and  young,  got  together, 
chatting  and  laughing.  Was  this  not 
heart-warming?” 

Challenging  the  Communist  way  of 
separating  the  children  from  their 
parents,  farmer  Pei  Yu-ming  was  re- 
ported to  have  asked  the  question: 
“If  the  children  are  taken  to  the  nurs- 


eries and  kindergartens  when  they  are 
very  young  and  then  moved  to  board- 
ing schools,  will  they  not  forsake  their 
kinsmen  and  close  relatives  after  they 
have  been  allocated  to  various  jobs 
upon  graduation?”  The  Red  commis- 
sar’s answer  to  Pei’s  pointed  question 
was:  “If  the  mother  cow  does  not  see 
its  calf  around  after  a long  while,  it 
will  certainly  mow  a few  times.  If  the 
animal  acts  this  way,  human  beings 
should  react  in  a better  way.”  The  Red 
party  cadre  asserted  that  parents 
should  not  regard  their  children  as 
their  private  property. 

The  Communist  moderator  insisted 
that  private  homes  still  existed  under 
the  commune  system,  but  such  homes 
had  been  “democratically  united” 
under  the  guidance  of  Mao  Tse-tung 
to  become  a big  home  in  which  the 
members  were  bound  by  a common 
desire  for  more  production  rather  than 
love  and  affection.  One  Red  cadre  was 
reported  to  have  put  his  concept  of 
home  in  the  following  words:  “Home 
is  but  a place  where  we  sleep.  If  we 
sleep  here  today,  this  is  our  home.  If 
we  go  to  Taiyuan  tomorrow,  Taiyuan 
will  be  our  home.” 

Yes,  we  in  Canada  are  indeed 
blessed;  we  can  in  all  the  beautiful 
meaning  of  the  word  still  call  home, 
home.  Now  it  is  up  to  us  to  break  the 
bonds  that  enslave  our  Chinese  fellow- 
men,  and  share  with  them  the  spiritual 
and  material  treasures  of  which  we 
have  such  a superabundance.  H 
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Father  O’Toole  and  a bereaved  family  in  his  parish  of  Ichinomiya,  Japan 


inomiya 


F, 


unera 


i 


by  Thomas  O’Toole,  s.f.m. 


The  funeral  director  as  you  know 
him  in  Canada  does  not  exist  in 
Japan.  This  is  because  the  Japanese  do 
not  embalm  a body  but  dispose  of  it 
simply  by  burial  or  cremation. 

Cremation  is  very  often  a necessity 
in  this  country  where  cemetery  space 
is  at  a premium.  For  three  or  four  dol- 
lars you  may  have  a body  burned  at 
the  town  or  city  crematorium.  It  is 
customary  to  include  in  the  coffin 
taken  there  some  things  the  dead  per- 
son liked  to  use.  One  of  our  parishion- 
ers who  died  this  year  was  a profes- 
sional ball  player,  and  so  bats,  gloves 


and  baseballs  were  buried  with  him, 
and  also  some  food  and  fruit. 

After  the  body  has  been  burned  a 
few  bones  and  ashes  are  taken  and 
placed  in  a small  purse-like  bag  wrap- 
ped in  silk.  The  family  takes  it  home 
for  funeral  services;  the  rest  of  the  re- 
mains is  disposed  of  at  the  crematorium. 

If  a person  is  to  be  buried  and  not 
cremated,  his  legs  will  be  bent  so  that 
he  will  fit  into  a smaller  coffin.  Again 
this  is  done  because  of  lack  of  ceme- 
tery space.  In  some  remote  country 
areas  burials  take  place  in  this  way. 

At  the  wake  of  a Japanese  Catholic, 


6 Scarboro  Missions 


The  priest  reads  the  pray- 
ers for  the  dead  over  the 
ashes  of  the  deceased. 
Cremation  is  the  common 
form  of  burial  in  Japan.  It 
is  allowed  only  in  special 
cases  by  the  Church.  Lack 
of  cemetery  space  is  a great 
problem  for  the  missionary 
in  this  country. 


relatives  and  friends  from  far  and 
near  gather  to  talk  over  old  times  and 
to  say  the  rosary  with  the  priest  and 
pray  for  the  departed  souk  The  priest 
has  to  arrange  the  wake,  too,  by  bring- 
ing to  it  holy  water,  candles,  a large 
crucifix  and  other  articles  which  may 
be  necessary.  Most  of  the  family  re- 
lations will  certainly  be  pagans  and, 
since  this  may  be  the  first  time  they 
have  ever  seen  a Catholic  wake,  Fa- 
ther uses  the  occasion  to  impress  upon 
them  the  fact  that  Catholics,  too,  have 
a deep  respect  for  the  dead. 

Death  in  a home  is  indicated  by  a 
large  black  and  white  drape  at  the 
door  with,  usually,  some  large  imita- 
tion flowers  on  a stand.  As  you  enter 
you  sign  your  name  in  a visitors’  book 
and  pay  your  respects  to  the  family. 

At  a pagan  wake  prayers  are  said 
to  the  the  dead  person,  not  for  his  soul. 
Incense  and  holy  water  are  offered  to 
him;  food  and  fruit  are  also  placed 
nearby  as  offerings. 


At  a Catholic  service  the  priest  is 
often  confronted  with  a problem.  The 
pagan  relatives,  who  are  in  the  ma- 
jority, will  insist  on  these  pagan  rites 
and  call  in  the  local  temple  priest.  The 
priest  insists  on  a Catholic  Mass  and 
burial.  In  many  cases  the  result  is  that 
the  corpse  receives  both  burial  rites. 

I was  standing  one  day  at  the  back 
of  my  church  in  Ichinomiya  waiting 
for  my  first  Japanese  funeral  to  begin. 
The  family  entered  the  church  door. 
There  were  no  pallbearers.  The  father 
carried  the  ashes  of  the  deceased,  a 
young  man  who  had  died  of  cancer  of 
the  throat  at  the  age  of  twenty-three. 
It  was  only  a portion  of  the  remains 
which  had  been  divided  into  three 
parts.  One  part  had  gone  to  relatives  in 
Kyoto,  one  part  was  to  remain  in  the 
family  altar  at  home,  the  third  part  was 
here  before  me.  The  crematorium  had 
disposed  of  the  remainder. 

We  proceeded  up  the  aisle  and  the 
silken  purse  containing  the  ashes  was 
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Family  graves  in  a 
Japanese  cemetery. 
Ashes  of  the  dead  are 
placed  in  drawers  set 
into  the  stones. 


placed  upon  the  catafalque,  which  had 
a picture  of  the  dead  man  before  it.  I 
began  the  Requiem  High  Mass  at  the 
foot  of  the  altar.  Several  Catholic  fa- 
milies had  come  in  to  sing  it  with  us. 
After  Mass,  prayers  were  said  over  the 
remains.  The  priest  sprinkled  them 
with  holy  water  and  then  passed  the 
sprinkler  to  the  members  of  the  fami- 
ly so  that  they  could  do  the  same.  The 
eldest  member  of  the  family  gave  a 
talk  about  the  deceased  and  someone 
from  the  company  he  worked  for  said 
a few  words  also.  After  this  we  pro- 
ceeded to  the  burial  plot.  In  this  case 
it  was  in  the  confines  of  a pagan  tem- 
ple for  we  do  not  have  a cemetery  in 
our  parish.  Since  the  pagans  cremate 
the  dead,  a large  stone  containing  sev- 
eral drawers  was  used  for  the  family 
grave.  The  remains  were  placed  in  a 
drawer,  opened  by  pulling  out  a con- 
cealed stone  plug. 

We  had  a wooden  cross  made  and 
placed  beside  the  family  stone  with  the 
name  of  my  parishioner  written  on  it. 
At  the  time  of  the  funeral  the  Bon- 
San  (pagan  priest)  had  been  conveni- 


ently away  from  the  temple  grounds, 
but  I wonder  what  his  reaction  was 
when  he  returned  to  the  temple  and  saw 
that  Catholic  cross  standing  out  among 
all  the  pagan  stones  and  symbols! 

In  our  parish  in  Ichinomiya  we 
would  like  to  get  a cemetery  plot  in 
the  near  future,  but  land  is  hard  to  get 
and  very  expensive.  The  nearest  ceme- 
tery is  the  Nagoya  Prefectural  Catho- 
lic Cemetery  which  is  actually  very 
far  from  us.  Lately  it  has  become  over- 
crowded and  family  plots  are  no  longer 
for  sale.  So  you  can  see  why  Ichinom- 
iya needs  a cemetery.  At  present  the 
ashes  of  one  of  our  Catholics  is  kept 
at  his  home  on  the  mantel,  awaiting  the 
day  we  can  provide  proper  burial  in 
the  parish  plot. 

It  is  fitting  that  the  Catholic  Church 
have  its  own  burying  place.  The  pagans 
have  great  respect  for  the  dead  and 
have  many  plots  in  well-kept  loca- 
tions. By  acquiring  a Catholic  ceme- 
tery we  can  show  them  that  we  too, 
honour  our  dead.  This  will  be  of  dis- 
tinct value  also  in  attracting  pagans 
to  the  Faith. 
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SIX  SURE-FIRE 
SCARBORO 

WAYS  TO  HELP 
MISSIONS 

THE  PERFECT  WILL 

A Will  that  remembers  God's  work  is 
a perfect  Will.  Our  legal  title: 

Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 
2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 

BEAT  THE  BLUES! 

It's  easy  to  beat  the  blues  that  come 
with  thoughts  of  old  age  and  the  need 
for  security.  Scarboro's  Annuity  Plan 
protects  your  old  age  and  helps  the 
missions  too!  Write  us  for  informa- 
tion. Do  it  now! 

A PRIEST  IN  THE  FAMILY 

That's  how  people  feel  who  have 
helped  complete  a Scarboro  Burse. 
And  not  only  one  priest . . . long  after 
you  are  dead  and  forgotten  the  Burse 
you  help  complete  will  still  be  edu- 
cating priests  for  the  missions.  Write 
today  for  more  information. 

TAKE  TIME  OUT 

Yes,  it's  a busy  day  . . . but  can  you 
take  time  out  to  gather  up  old  rings, 
eye  glass  frames  or  anything  else 
around  your  home  that  is  made  of 
gold  or  silver?  If  you  can,  and  if  you 
don't  need  them,  you  can  help  the 
missions  by  sending  them  to  us. 

A MARIAN  SHRINE 

Every  Catholic  home  should  have  a 
Marian  Shrine.  It  is  FREE  to  those 
who  want  to  help  the  missions  the 
EASY  way — the  Mite  Box  way.  If  you 
have  a Shrine  show  it  to  your  Catho- 
lic friends.  Give  them  our  address. 

CANCELLED  STAMPS 

Don't  throw  away  the  stamps  on  mail 
you  receive.  Save  them  for  the  mis- 
sions! Cut  them  off  the  envelopes, 
leaving  about  a y4  inch  of  paper 
around  the  edges.  When  you  have 
a box  full  mail  them  to  us. 

Books  by  Scarboro  Fathers: 

NOR  SCRIP  NOR  SHOES  by  John  H.  McGoey.  S.F.M.  $2.75 

(new  British  edition) 

FATHERING  FORTH  by  John  H.  McGoey,  S.F.M.  $3.50 

HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE  by  Desmond  E.  Stringer,  S.F.M.  $2.00 

Address  your  order  to: 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  KINGSTON  RD..  TORONTO  13,  ONT. 
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After  twenty  four  hours  of  calls 
at  various  mission  stations,  the 
priest  slept  deep  and  long.  The  ride 
from  point  to  point  in  Santo  Domingo 
is  high,  hard  and  rocky  and  no  mis- 
sionary ever  really  becomes  hardened 
to  the  pitching,  sliding  native  mules. 

He  had  gone  to  sleep  with  pleasant 
thoughts  of  a shower  and  clean  clothes 
but  it  had  been  a fleeting  picture  in  a 
tired  mind.  He  was  utterly  exhausted 
and  slept  without  a toss  or  a twitch. 

The  little  brown  man  with  the  face 
like  saddle  leather  had  great  difficulty 
in  waking  him  but  finally  the  priest 
sat  up  groggily  on  the  rude  bed.  He 
peered  at  the  little  man  for  a few  mo- 
ments. 

“It’s  Felipe,  isn’t  it?”  he  asked  un- 
certainly. 

“Si,  Padre  Juan  Jose,  it  is  Felipe.  I 
have  come  about  my  brother  Vincente. 
He  is  dying  in  the  hills.  You  will  go?” 


Vincente 


and  the 


Virgin 


by  John  McIver,  S.F.M. 


“Of  course  I will  go,  Felipe.”  He 
glanced  at  his  strap  watch.  It  was  five 
a.m.  and  already  the  air  was  thicken- 
ing with  the  promise  of  the  June  heat 
that  would  come  with  the  day. 

Felipe’s  crude  directions  told  the 
priest  that  his  journey  would  be  side- 
tracked an  hour’s  ride  from  the  vil- 
lage and  that  he  and  his  mule  would 
have  to  climb  higher  into  the  hills.  He 
roused  his  sacristan  and  made  ready 
for  the  trip.  By  the  time  the  mules 
were  underway  the  heat  devils  were 
beginning  to  dance  on  the  slopes. 

The  path  to  Vincente’s  was  not  easy 
to  find  but  this  area  was  no  mystery 
to  Padre  Juan  Jose.  He  found  it  and 
parted  company  with  the  sacristan, 
sending  him  on  with  the  pack  mule 
to  the  mission  house. 

His  ascent,  now  torturous,  annoyed 
even  the  placid  animal  he  was  riding. 
When  they  spotted  Vincente’s  small 
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home  in  a hollow,  the  mule,  as  if  in 
protest,  took  the  remaining  distance  in 
a long  slide  and  sudden  stop  that  al- 
most jolted  him  from  its  back.  He 
dismounted  and  made  his  way  stiffly 
through  the  dark  doorway. 

The  bed  on  which  Vincente  lay  was 
a familiar  sight  to  the  priest.  Its 
frame  was  partially  supported  by 
crotched  sticks  the  ends  of  which  were 
inserted  in  holes  in  the  wall.  Sunlight 
filtered  through  the  crude  openings  and 
revealed  the  native  fibre  binding  and 
cowhide  strips  that  served  as  a mat- 
tress. 

No  sunlight  fell  on  the  old  man, 
however.  He  lay  swollen  and  gravely 
ill.  Padre  Juan  Jose  knew  instinctively 
that  the  shadows  that  hemmed  him  in 
his  corner  were  not  all  native  to  the 
gloomy  hut. 

The  man  on  the  pallet  gestured 
weakly  toward  the  far  wall.  The 
priest  followed  the  direction  of  his 
hand.  A small,  stained  print  of  the 
Virgin  hung  there.  Other  than  a bat- 
tered wicker  chair  it  was  the  only 
other  sign  or  furnishing  or  ornamen- 
tation in  the  room. 

He  smiled  his  approval  and  leaned 
close  to  the  old  man.  Gently  he  ques- 
tioned him  and  drew  forth  the  story 
of  Vincente’s  life.  It  had  a semblance 
of  a beginning  and  was  now  very  close 
to  the  end. 

He  remembered  being  baptised  but 
had  no  recollection  about  Confirma- 
tion. But  he  was  positive  he  had  never 


been  to  Confession  and  Communion. 
Leaning  closer  the  priest  listened  for 
a long  time.  Then  he  gave  the  old 
man  the  Host  that  was  his  First  Com- 
munion and  also  his  Viaticum,  admin- 
istered Extreme  Unction  and  gave  him 
the  last  blessing. 

He  would  have  liked  to  stay  with 
the  old  man  for  his  final  hours  but  he 
was  one  of  two  priests  serving  25,000 
souls. 

“I  have  given  three  sacraments  to 
one  man  in  the  space  of  minutes,”  he 
mused  aloud  . . . “but  how  many  oth- 
ers. . . .” 

The  old  man,  now  readied  for  the 
great  journey,  was  at  peace;  but  he 
roused  himself  at  the  sound  of  the 
priest’s  voice. 

Que  Dios  le  conserve  que  la  Virgen 
le  acompane”,*  he  said  in  a weak 
voice. 

“Thank  you , Vincente;  may  she 
stand  by  me  as  she  has  by  you.  Almost 
from  birth  to  death  she  is  the  only 
religion  you  have  known”. 

He  crossed  to  the  far  wall  and 
pulled  a handkerchief  from  his  pocket. 
Carefully,  he  wiped  the  dirt  from  the 
face  of  the  faded  print.  Then  he  ad- 
dressed it:  “The  old  one  has  asked 
that  you  accompany  me;  I ask  that 
you  stay  with  him  a little  longer,  for 
I cannot.” 

He  stepped  briskly  through  the  door 
into  the  burning  sunshine  of  the  after- 
noon. 

*May  God  keep  you  and  the  Virgin  go  with  you. 


Please  notes  Scarboro’s  1 4"  Pilgrim  Virgin 
of  Fatima  Statue  is  now  $6.00.  See  Page  1 3. 
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A Japanese  speaks  about 


from  Mission  Bulletin 


Japan  and  Democracy 


DEMOCRACY  has  many  good  points 
if  we  consider  its  principles,  yet  ever 
since  it  has  been  introduced  into  our 
nation  we  cannot  deny  the  fact  that  it 
has  produced  some  bad  phenomena. 

Among  these  phenomena  perhaps  the 
most  outstanding  is  the  strife  that  has 
arisen  everywhere.  Needless  to  say  there 
is  strife  among  government  parties;  the 
strife  between  laborers  and  capitalists 
has  been  becoming  more  and  more 
systematic  and  has  become  greater  and 
greater.  This  strife  has  even  developed 
between  the  Government  and  its  officials, 
and  quite  strongly  between  educationists 
and  statesmen. 

Furthermore  this  spirit  of  strife  has 
affected  even  private  homes,  resulting 
in  divorces  and  the  breakup  of  homes. 
Therefore,  we  cannot  deny  the  fact  that 
democracy  has  at  least  been  misapplied 
and  the  result  has  been  disastrous. 

Ever  since  democracy  was  demanded, 
it  brought  complaints  against  statesmen 
and  the  nation.  Actually,  the  nation  and 
its  statesmen  are  to  cooperate  in  main- 
taining the  common  good  and  welfare 
of  the  people,  while  the  proper  attitude 
of  the  people  toward  them  should  be 
one  of  trust  and  gratitude.  But  observing 
the  present  situation  it  is  apparent  that 
instead  of  trust  and  gratitude  the  people 
harbor  only  opposition  and  reaction  for 
their  nation. 

Even  the  daily  newspapers  feel  it  is 
their  duty  only  to  criticize  and  complain. 


Our  democracy  has  engendered  dis- 
trust instead  of  trust;  complaints  in- 
stead of  gratitude;  pride  instead  of  re- 
spect; opposition  instead  of  submission; 
hatred  instead  of  love  and  charity;  anger 
instead  of  joy;  despair  instead  of  hope; 
disharmony  instead  of  peace.  It  can  be 
feared  that  democracy  has  misled  our 
society. 

A democracy  which  emphasizes  jus- 
tice has,  in  certain  respects,  promoted  the 
idea  of  the  right  of  demand  and  claim. 
But  this  demand  should  be  made  in 
love  and  harmony.  We  cannot  deny 
that  conflict  rather  than  charity  has  be- 
come the  means  of  asserting  and  guaran- 
teeing one’s  rights. 

Democracy  has  commercialized  hu- 
manism and  as  a consequence  the  beauty 
of  dedication  and  devotion  is  fast  dis- 
appearing. Individuals  seek  first  their 
claims  for  equal  treatment,  and  thus 
foster  the  hatred  and  jealousy  that  re- 
sults from  comparing  oneself  with  others. 
Moreover,  individuals  are  beset  with 
anxiety  lest  they  be  cheated  of  the  slight- 
est tittle  owed  to  them  or  lest  their 
abstract  notions  concerning  their  rights 
be  violated  by  anyone. 

It  would  be  miraculous  if  under  these 
circumstances  an  opposition  or  conflict 
did  not  develop  in  society.  Furthermore, 
ideas  such  as  these  shatter  any  hope  or 
confidence  in  the  future  and  creates  a 
world  of  insecurity. 

We  all  want  to  take  part  in  a govern- 
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ment  of  action  with  responsibility.  But 
the  present  society  is  becoming  more  and 
more  faceless  with  the  result  that  it  is 
becoming  more  and  more  difficult  to  de- 
termine with  whom  the  real  duty  lies . 

The  indistinguishableness  of  duty 
in  large  communities  has  produced  a 
society  that  lacks  all  sense  of  responsi- 
bility. The  present  generation  of  Japanese 
would  say  that  the  fundamental  principle 
of  democracy  is  to  live  in  a society  with 
no  responsibility,  a society  in  which  the 
individual  hides  under  a cloak  of 
anonymity. 

We  cannot  condemn  democracy  as 
being  disastrous  to  the  proper  develop- 
ment of  our  society.  If  we  want  to  better 
our  society  then  we  must  endeavour  to 
correct  our  misunderstandings  concern- 
ing democracy. 

Finally,  we  must  endeavor  to  replace 
opposition  with  cooperation;  demand 
for  one’s  rights  with  a desire  to  serve; 
license  with  freedom;  and  shirking  of 
duty  with  dedication  and  responsibility. 


Pope  John  XXIII  dedicates  every 
day  a decade  of  his  Rosary  to 
each  of  the  world’s  five  continental 
areas.  The  Pontiff  made  this  disclosure 
in  an  audience  with  officials  of  the 
Sacred  Congregation  for  the  Propa- 
gation of  the  Faith.  He  said  that  “the 
Pope  must  pray  for  the  whole  world. 
For  this  reason  I have  dedicated  each 
mystery  of  the  Rosary  to  the  five  con- 
tinents. The  first  is  for  Europe,  the 
second  for  Asia,  the  third  for  the  Am- 
ericas, the  fourth  for  Africa  and  the 
fifth  for  Oceania.” 
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Appeal 


Philippines 


Dear  Friends: 

The  Church  of  St.  John  the  Baptist,  Cabalian,  Leyte,  has  stood  uncompleted 
for  over  seventy  years!  During  that  time  the  partially  finished  walls  have  begun 
to  crumble,  due  to  the  incessant  rains  we  have  here  in  the  Philippines.  In  Sep- 
tember of  1958  an  architect  drew  up  plans  for  its  reconstruction  at  an  estimated 
cost  of  14,000  pesos  ($7,000.) 

By  means  of  monthly  collections  throughout  the  small  town,  a lottery,  and 
continuous  begging  tours,  we  have  realized,  to  date,  the  sum  of  10,000  pesos.  But 
the  rising  cost  of  materials  has  caused  the  over-all  estimate  to  take  a violent 
surge  upwards,  so  that  we  still  lack  over  7,000  pesos  ($3,500.)  The  work  is 
progressing  steadily  although  we  are  now  almost  1 ,000  pesos  in  the  red. 

At  times  I doubt  that  we  will  be  able  to  finish  the  project  as  we  have  al- 
most exhausted  the  slender  resources  of  our  parishioners.  We  still  must  purchase 
corrugated  steel  for  the  roof  and  pay  the  workmen  for  at  least  another  month. 
Any  and  all  contributions  will  be  most  gratefully  received,  in  order  that  our 
poor  people  may  have  a decent  place  in  which  to  worship  their  God. 

Please  send  all  contributions  to  the  Scarboro  Fathers,  2685  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto  13,  Ontario,  to  be  forwarded  to  our  mission. 

Gratefully  in  Christ, 

Francis  K.  Moylan,  S.F.M. 

(Regional  Superior) 

Anthony  Martin,  S.F.M. 

Robert  Cranley,  S.F.M. 


from  the 
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In  1955  msgr.  fraser  built  a church 
in  the  city  of  Fukuoka,  Japan,  dedi- 
cated to  Holy  Mary  Mother  of  God. 
It  was  in  a very  poor  and  entirely 
pagan  section  of  the  city.  At  first  only 
a few  persons  attended  the  church  but 
now  it  is  too  small  for  the  congrega- 
tion. Quite  a number  of  Catholic  im- 
migrants were  discovered  in  distant 
villages  and  many  conversions  were 
made  among  the  pagans. 

Since  Msgr.  Fraser  left  for  Canada 
in  1956  to  help  raise  funds  for  the 
Society’s  new  seminary,  Father  Cleary 
Villeneuve,  S.F.M.,  has  been  in  charge 
of  this  parish.  He  is  very  active — a 
go  - getter,  continually  visiting  the 
Christians  and  catechumens  and  mak- 
ing contacts  with  and  converting  the 
pagans.  As  a result,  congregations  are 
being  formed  and  chapels  openQd  not 
only  in  the  vicinity  of  the  church  but 


also  in  the  outlying  villages  and  mining 
towns. 

Attached  to  the  central  church  is  a 
kindergarten  under  the  care  of  mis- 
sionary Sisters  from  Mexico.  The  170 
kiddies  are  mostly  from  pagan  families 
but  the  little  ones  themselves  believe  in 
God,  say  prayers  and  sing  hymns. 
Through  them  the  Sisters  make  contact 
with  the  parents  and  have  already 
brought  a number  of  them  to  the  Faith. 

Father  Gerald  Kelly,  S.F.M.,  recent- 
ly joined  Father  Villeneuve.  He  also  is 
doing  wonders  among  the  poor  of  the 
parish.  A Japanese  priest  is  helping 
out,  too.  What  is  most  extraordinary 
in  this  new  parish  is  the  number  of 
vocations  that  are  springing  up.  One 
boy  has  gone  to  the  Claretians  to  study 
for  the  priesthood;  one  to  the  Salesians; 
one  to  the  diocesan  seminary;  one  to 
the  Marists;  one  this  year  will  go  to 
the  Passionists;  one  to  the  minor  semi- 
nary in  Fukuoka;  and  maybe  one  to 
the  Franciscans. 

With  regard  to  the  girls— one  has 
become  a Trappistine;  another  has 
joined  the  Paulist  Sisters,  a Japanese 
Congregation;  and  one  has  entered  the 
Eucharistic  Missionaries  of  the  Most 
Holy  Trinity  who  are  in  charge  of  the 
Kindergarten.  (She  is  the  first  convert 
baptized  by  Msgr.  Fraser  when  he  took 
over  the  parish  in  1954.) 

Most  Rev.  Dominic  Fukahori,  Bish- 
op of  Fukuoka,  wrote  recently  saying, 
that,  the  three  priests  in  our  parish 
were  working  hard,  that  there  were 
more  baptisms  of  adult  pagans  than  in 
any  other  parish  of  the  diocese,  and 
that  if  a church  were  built  in  the  min- 
ing town  of  Umi  we  might  expect  a 
rich  harvest  of  souls.  ■ 
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Cffanchfy 

A 


new 


' lOecIckng  CDap 


Arrange  to  have  them  remembered  in  one  of  the 
Novenas  of  Masses  celebrated  monthly  in 
honour  of  our  Lady  of  Fatima  by  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society.  The  month  you  select 
will  be  certified  on  the  card  which  will  be  signed 
by  a Scarboro  Father. 


send  them 
one  of  our 
artistic 

Wedding  Day 
Greeting  Cards 
in 

color 

order  from 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS 
PROMOTION  DEPT. 
2685  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto  13,  Ont. 


Order  as  many  of  these  Wedding  Day  cards  as 
you  wish , or  make  up  a box  of  ten  assorted  cards 
from  the  selection  listed  below . 


SEND  NO  MONEY  WITH  YOUR  ORDER 


You  pay  for  the  cards  as  you  use  them , at  the 
rate  of  $1.00  each.  This  money  helps  finance  the 
works  of  our  Society . 


FOR  YOUR  CHOICE 

Birthday — Wedding 
Wedding  Anniversary — Thank  You 
Get  Well — New  Baby — Mother’s  Day 
All  occasion  cards 
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WE’RE 


MOVING 


UP! 


CAN  WE  HIT 
THE  TOP  BY 
SEPTEMBER? 
MAYBE  WE  CAN 


IF  YOU  ASK  YOURSELF  * 


LOCATION: 

2685  Kingston  Rd. 
Toronto  13,  Ontario. 


\ 

i 


M 

m 


PRESENT 

SEMINARY 

(completed) 


CHAPEL 

(construction  completed) 


AM  I ONE  OF  2, 


If  you’re  a Catholic  you  know  it.  Then  why  this  question?  Just 
this.  You’re  asking  yourself  if  you’re  one  of  the  2,029  Catholics 
still  needed  to  lift  that  mercury  to  the  top.  You  will  be  if  you  can 


>29  CATHOLICS? 


pledge  $100.00  to  complete  our  Building  Program.  What’s  more, 
your  name  will  be  inscribed  in  *SCARBORO’S  BOOK  OF 
PERPETUAL  REMEMBRANCE! 

*See  page  2 

YOU  ARE?  GOOD!  THEN  TURN  THE  PAGE 


^ And  choose  the  payment  plan  best 
suited  to  your  means.  Each  plan  totals  $100 

PLAN  1:  $100.00  in  1 payment 

PLAN  2:  $50.00  a year  for  2 years  (2  payments) 

PLAN  3:  $25.00  each  6 months  for  2 years  (4  payments) 

PLAN  4:  $20.00  each  5 months  for  25  months  (5  payments) 

PLAN  5:  $1  5.00  each  4 months  for  28  months  (7  payments  — 

last  payment  $10.00) 

PLAN  6:  $10.00  each  2 months  for  20  months  (10  payments) 
PLAN  7:  $5.00  each  2 months  for  40  months  (20  payments) 
PLAN  8:  $2.50  a month  for  40  months  (40  payments) 

NOTE:  Full  payment  may  be  made  at  any  time  within  the  pledge  period. 


MY  PLEDGE 

Yes,  I’m  one  of  2,029  Catholics  to  give  $100.00  to  Canada’s 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society’s  Building  Fund. 

I choose  plan  number 
I will  make  my  first  payment 

(date) 

Lest  I forget,  please  send  me  a reminder  one  week  in  advance  of  payments. 

Name  

Address  

Instruction:  Cut  out  and  mail  to: 

Father  Thomas  McQuaid,  S.F.M.,  2685  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto  13,  Ont. 


All  contributions  acknowledged  by  official  receipt  usable  for  Income  Tax  deductions. 
If  not  acknowledged  within  two  weeks,  please  notify  us. 


HlimORETTES 


*0  ^5#); 

*40 


SILENCE 

“Don’t  you  have  any  homework  to- 
night?” a father  asked  his  second  grade  son, 
whose  eyes  were  glued  to  the  TV  set. 

“I  get  all  my  work  done  in  school,”  little 
Peter  replied. 

“Well,  then,”  the  parent  persisted,  “what 
about  your  catechism?  Tell  me  why  God 
made  you.” 

Peter  hesitated,  but  not  for  long. 

“God  made  me,”  he  said  simply,  “be- 
cause He  likes  kids.” 

Emily  Lotney . 

* * * 

One  way  to  stop  people  from  jumping  down 
your  throat  is  to  keep  your  mouth  shut. 

Cy  N Peace. 

* * * 

If  you  want  the  world  to  beat  a path  to 
your  door,  try  not  paying  your  bills. 

Francis  O.  Walsh . 
* * * 

First  Dog:  “I  feel  so  poorly  lately — tired 
all  the  time.” 

Second  Dog:  “Have  you  thought  of  going 
to  a psychiatrist?” 

First  Dog:  “Heavens,  no!  I am  not 
allowed  on  couches.” 

Supervision. 

* $ * 

When  it  comes  to  saving  money,  you’ve  got 
to  hand  it  to  the  women. 

Charles  Ruffing. 
* % $ 

A pre-schooler  with  considerable  TV  watch- 
ing experience  wasn’t  stumped  for  a remedy 
when  her  mother  lost  her  voice  in  a recent 
siege  of  laryngitis.  “You  got  no  sound, 
Mama,”  diagnosed  the  tot.  “Maybe  you 
need  a new  tube.” 

Watchman- Examiner. 
* # * 

The  girl  who  knows  all  the  answers  has  very 
often  misunderstood  the  questions. 

Femina . 


A first-grader  drew  a picture  of  a stage- 
coach, which  was  well  done  except  that  it 
lacked  wheels. 

“Oh,  it’s  wonderful,”  said  the  teacher. 
“But  I see  no  wheels.  What  holds  it  up?” 
Replied  the  little  artist:  “Bad  men.” 

St.  Paul  Pioneer  Press. 
* * * 

Currently  making  the  rounds  is  the  story  of 
the  lovely  and  talented  secretary  who  an- 
nounced that  she  was  quitting  her  job. 

The  men  in  the  small  plant  where  she 
worked  were  dejected  by  the  loss  of  such 
beauty. 

Finally,  one  of  the  men  informed  her  they 
were  striking  for  a raise. 

“But  what’s  my  going  got  to  do  with  your 
salary?”  she  asked, 

“Well,”  he  explained,  “we’ve  always  con- 
sidered you  one  of  our  fringe  benefits.” 

United  Mine  Workers  Journal . 
* $ * 

A well-to-do  waiter  from  an  expensive  res- 
taurant took  his  young  son  to  the  zoo  one 
Sunday,  and  the  two  watched  the  lions 
being  fed.  The  keeper  threw  a huge  slab  of 
meat  into  the  cage  and  went  his  way. 

“That  wasn’t  very  polite,”  criticized  the 
son.  “Why  doesn’t  he  serve  nicely,  the  way 
you  do  to  your  customers?” 

“Confidentially,”  whispered  the  father, 
“lions  are  rotten  tippers.” 

Newark  Star  Ledger. 
* * * 

“Darling,”  asked  the  bride,  “will  you 
still  love  me  if  I grow  fat?” 

“Heck,  no,”  the  groom  informed  her.  “I 
promised  for  better  or  for  worse,  not 
through  thick  and  thin.” 

Automotive  Dealer  News. 
* * * 

By  the  time  a man  is  well-heeled,  he  usually 
needs  re-souling. 

Angeline  Papadakis. 
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OUR  NEW  MOTHERHOUSE 


In  February  we  published  pictures  of  Scarboro’s  new  Promotion  Department. 

. 


Since  then  the  altar  in  the  new  Knights  of  Columbus  Memorial  Chapel  (at  left  in  the 
picture  above)  has  been  completed  and  consecrated.  It  is  made  of  Italian  Porta  Santa 
marble.  Set  into  the  marble  reredos  covering  the  wall  behind  it  is  a mosaic  of  the 
Last  Supper.  The  tabernacle,  over  which  a crucifix  of  linden  wood  is  suspended,  is 
made  of  bronze  and  lined  with  cedar  wood  and  silk. 

Seven  years  ago  the  Knights  of  Columbus  throughout  Ontario  undertook  to  contribute 
a sum  of  $75,000  towards  the  construction  costs  of  the  chapel. 


More  views  of  the  interior  of  the  new  Motherhouse  are  shown  on  the  following  pages. 


NOW  READY  AND  AVAILABLE  UPON  REQUEST 
Our  “SPECIAL  MEMORIAL  GIFTS  FOR  THE  NEW  CHAPEL”  booklet. 

Memorials  may  be  purchased  in  the  name  of  an 
individual,  a family  or  an  organization. 

To  receive  a copy  write  to: 

Scarboro  Fathers,  2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 
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EV.  THOMAS  MeQUAID, 
. SUPERIOR  GENERAL 


REV.  ALEX  MadNTOSH, 
S.F.M.  TREASURER  GENER 
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ROOM 


STUDENTS 


KITCHEN  AND  STAfF 


LITTLE 

FLOWER’S 

JUNIOR 

MISSIONARIES 

< 4 SAINT  THERESE 


Dear  Junior  Missionaries: 

June  is  the  month  in  which  we  honor  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus.  Now,  I 
know  that  you  know  that  already,  but  have  you  ever  really  thought  about  it? 

Away  back  in  the  latter  part  of  the  seventeenth  century  many  people  were 
saying  that  God  should  be  feared  rather  than  loved.  This  was  one  of  the  errors 
of  the  heresy  called  Jansenism.  (A  heresy,  for  those  of  you  who  don’t  know,  is 
a false  teaching  about  God  or  His  Church).  To  prove  that  it  wasn’t  true  Our 
Lord  came  to  tell  a devout  nun,  St.  Margaret  Mary  Alacoque,  that  His  heart 
was  on  fire  with  love  for  all  men  and  that  He  wanted  all  men  to  love  Him  in 
return. 

In  the  early  years  of  the  twentieth  century  Our  Lord  appeared  again  to  a 
nun  in  France — to  Sister  Josef  a Menendez,  a Spaniard  who  died  in  1923.  Once 
more  he  appealed  for  love  and  devotion  to  His  Sacred  Heart,  but  especially  He 
asked  that  we  trust  Him.  He  told  her  that  He  wanted  His  love  to  rule  souls, 
nations  . . . the  whole  world.  He  wants  everyone  to  know  and  love  Him.  That’s 
why  we  missionaries  go  to  such  far-away  places  to  tell  the  people  about  God. 

Now,  what  about  you?  How  are  you  going  to  show  the  Sacred  Heart  that 
you  love  Him?  What  extra  things  are  you  going  to  do  for  Our  Lord  during  June? 

Couldn’t  you  spend  just  a little  more  time  with  Him  when  you  pay  a visit  to 
the  Blessed  Sacrament?  Couldn’t  you  get  up  in  the  morning  more  often  and  go 
to  Mass?  Couldn’t  you  ....  well,  there  are  so  many  things  you  might  do! 

I knew  a little  girl  once  who,  whenever  she  could,  lit  a vigil  lamp  before  the 
statue  of  the  Sacred  Heart  in  her  parish  church.  She  told  me  that  the  flame  of 
the  lamp  was  like  her  love  for  Our  Lord,  which  she  always  tried  to  keep  alive 
within  her.  I think  that  is  rather  a nice  idea,  don’t  you? 

Your  friend  always, 

Father  Jim . 
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by  Rt.  Rev.  John  M.  Fraser,  S.F.M. 

Monsignor  Fraser’s  autobiography  began  in  the 
January  issue  of  Scarboro  Missions 


Two  of  the  boys  in  the  Ningpo  school  attracted  my  attention. 
With  my  blessing  and  the  gift  of  a crucifix  I sent  them  to  the  Minor 
Seminary  in  Chusan,  an  island  in  the  China  sea.  One  became  a 
priest,  the  other  a catechist.  Other  boys  wanted  to  study  for  the 
priesthood.  James  Ling  was  a handsome  boy.  I took  his  picture  and 
' sent  it  to  Father  Walsh,  Boston,  who  published  it  in  the  “Field  Afar” 
I with  an  appeal  for  funds  for  his  education.  The  result  was  beyond  ex- 
: pectation.  So  many  people  wanted  to  adopt  him  that  we  did  not  have 
enough  candidates  to  supply  the  demand.  All  the  little  seminarians 
now  had  benefactors.  Four  of  the  boys  I sent  to  the  Seminary  while 
\ I was  in  Ningpo,  became  priests.  I wrote  a description  of  my  first 
missionary  tour  in  Fenghwa,  a hundred  pages,  and  sent  it  to  my 
, father. 

The  Sisters  in  the  Ningpo  orphanage  had  a hard  time  to  secure 
suitable  husbands  for  the  girls  of  a marriageable  age.  It  was  often, 
as  the  French  say,  “marrying  poverty  to  misery.”  I had  a convert,  a 
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poor  illiterate  farmer.  He  would  hold  the  plough  with  one  hand  and 
the  catechism  in  the  other.  When  he  came  to  a word  he  did  not  know, 
he  would  stop  a passer-by  and  ask  how  to  pronounce  it.  After  bap- 
tism he  married  one  of  the  orphans.  Poor  girl.  She  just  pined  away  in 
the  miserable  village  at  the  top  of  Snake’s  Tail  Pass,  surrounded  by 
pagan  neighbours — such  a difference  to  the  thoroughly  Catholic 
atmosphere  of  the  orphanage  with  its  daily  Mass  and  Communion. 
Of  a Sunday  he  would  carry  her,  too  weak  to  walk,  pick-a-back  five 
miles  to  the  chapel.  Before  long  she  was  sick  and  dying  and  I was 
called  to  administer  the  Last  Sacraments. 

The  Chinese  firmly  believe  in  ghosts.  Nearly  every  town  has  its 
haunted  house.  Once  I had  to  “make  the  mission”  in  a chapel  ten 
miles  from  Ningpo.  After  the  usual  recital  of  the  catechism,  question- 
ing on  Christian  doctrine,  drilling  in  the  way  to  confer  infant  bap- 
tism, and  the  making  of  one’s  confession,  I retired  for  the  night, 
making  sure  the  door  of  my  room  was  securely  fastened.  In  the  middle 
of  the  night  I awoke  with  a start.  The  door  of  the  room  was  opening. 
It  had  wooden  hinges  and  creaked  loudly.  My  hair  stood  on  end  and 
a cold  shiver  ran  through  me ; I expected  some  monster  to  pounce  on 
me.  How,  I thought,  could  the  door  have  opened  since  it  was  locked 
and  there  was  no  wind.  Next  morning,  first  thing,  I looked.  The  door 
was  still  locked.  A mystery!  The  house-boy  who  had  accompanied 
me  said:  “I  did  not  sleep  here  last  night.  I went  to  a parishioner’s 
home.”  Some  time  later  a Chinese  priest  told  me:  “They  want  me  to 
go  to  O-Chu-zao,  but  I don’t  want  to  go.” 

“Why?”  I enquired. 

“Why,  haven’t  you  heard?  The  house  is  haunted.  Ever  since  the 
catechist’s  servant  committed  suicide  by  hanging  himself  in  the  chapel 
porch,  it  has  been  haunted.” 

My  mystery  was  solved.  Now  I knew  why  the  boy  had  not  slept 
in  the  house.  I told  the  priest  my  story. 

“Yes,”  he  said,  “that’s  it.  Everybody  has  the  same  experience.” 

Father  Faveau  had  the  place  repaired  and  renovated  and  gave  it 
a new  blessing.  Later  I was  again  assigned  to  make  a visit,  this  time 
for  the  patronal  feast.  The  order  came  as  a distinct  shock,  but  it 
would  be  cowardice  not  to  go.  I made  sure  however,  this  time,  that 
not  only  the  door  was  locked,  but  that  holy  water  was  sprinkled 
copiously  about  the  room,  and  that  the  boy  was  soundly  asleep  in  the 
next  room  before  I went  to  bed.  Nothing  happened.  The  place  had 
been  exorcized. 
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A sick  call  came  from  a distant  village.  An  old  man  was  dying. 
I set  out  this  time  alone  with  only  the  baggage  carrier  as  my  “boy” 
had  sore  feet.  We  walked  all  day.  It  was  getting  dark.  Dead  tired,  at 
one  point  I nearly  fell  asleep  while  walking.  I came  to  with  a start.  I 
was  treading  a narrow  path  on  the  edge  of  a precipice ; one  false  step 
would  have  precipitated  me  hundreds  of  feet  below.  On  arrival  I 
found  the  old  man  sitting  outside  smoking  his  pipe.  He  had  recovered 
in  the  meantime.  He  pointed  to  a tomb  in  a field  and  said:  “There’s 
my  grave.”  I was  given  a little  room  in  the  shack;  an  open  doorway 
led  to  the  next  room.  What  was  inside  that  room?  Before  I arose  next 
morning  a huge  hog  came  out,  and,  passing  through  my  room,  went 
outside. 

On  another  occasion  I had  a similar  experience  when  I went  on 
my  bi-yearly  visit  to  some  Christian  families  on  Nimrod  Sound.  The 
good  people  gave  me  their  only  bed.  They  themselves  climbed  a lad- 
der to  a platform  to  sleep  in  a hayloft.  I was  just  comfortably  tucked 
in  bed  when  an  old  woman  came  through  the  room,  opened  the  out- 
side door  and  called  in  a grunting  pig  which  settled  under  my  bed.  In 
the  morning  I was  awakened  by  the  cocks  crowing  on  the  brick  stove 
beside  my  bed.  The  place  was  so  cramped  I had  to  rig  up  an  altar  for 
Mass  outside  the  house.  It  had  an  advantage,  however,  for  pagans 
crowded  around  and  heard  Mass  and  a sermon  for  the  first  time. 

A poor  Christian  carpenter  with  a son  and  a future  daughter-in- 
law  lived  on  the  sea-coast  not  far  away.  It  was  my  next  stop.  Their 
“chapel”  was  a tiny  room  upstairs  that  got  full  of  choking  smoke 
whenever  the  fire  was  lit  in  the  chimneyless  stove  downstairs.  I had 
just  finished  Mass  when  a man  rushed  in  shouting:  “Heaven  and 
earth  are  falling  down!  The  robbers  are  coming.”  They  were  in  a 
temple  nearby.  We  could  hear  the  report  of  rifle  fire.  I must  get  out 
of  here,  but  how?  We  had  come  along  the  beach  but  now  I was  told 
that  that  way  was  impossible  as  the  tide  was  in.  Cross  the  fields? 
Dangerous;  they  would  be  guarded  by  the  bandits,  they  said.  Just 
then  a stranger  rushed  in.  Taking  my  club  bag  and  hiding  it  under  his 
long  robe  he  invited  me  to  follow  him.  The  Christians  nodded  assent 
and  they  quickly  hid  the  Mass  box  under  a pile  of  firewood.  It  was 
dark.  The  rescuer  whispered:  “Follow  close  behind  me  and  don’t  say 
a word.”  Every  now  and  then  he  would  stop  and  listen  and  then  go 
on.  We  crossed  the  hills  and  came  to  a town.  A big  gate  was  thrown 
open  at  his  command.  We  quickly  went  to  a home  where  the  lady  of 
the  house  immediately  brought  in  steaming  refreshments.  Evidently 
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I was  expected.  At  table  I spoke  bitterly  against  banditry.  My  rescuer 
coolly  remarked:  “It  is  a religion,  like  every  other.” 

I thought  to  myself  I had  better  keep  quiet.  Besides,  there  was  a 
rough  looking  fellow  snoring  on  a couch  beside  me.  Perhaps  I am  in 
a bandit’s-hold-out.  The  boy  and  I were  taken  upstairs.  It  was  Jan- 
uary, no  heat  in  the  house  and  no  glass  in  the  windows.  I found  an 
old  palm  bark  waterproof  which  I propped  up  against  the  window. 
I was  given  a thin  quilt.  My  own  bedding  was  left  in  the  other  place. 
I lay  down  undressed.  In  the  middle  of  the  night  I heard  a knock  at 
the  outside  gate.  I heard  the  lady  of  the  house  jump  up  and  whisper 
something  to  a man  outside.  She  did  not  open  the  gate.  He  departed. 
It  all  looked  very  suspicious.  We  were  glad  to  get  away  from  that 
place  early  next  morning  and  return  to  the  little  village  on  the  coast. 

We  were  relieved  to  learn  that  the  bandits  had  not  come  after  all. 
Unknowingly  I had  saved  the  situation.  They  heard  that  a foreigner 
was  present  and  did  not  dare  to  approach,  afraid  of  a foreigner’s  re- 
prisals. The  Catholic  Church  in  China  was  very  powerful  in  those 
days.  The  man  who  rescued  me  was  the  father-in-law  of  Mang  Fu 
(Savage  Tiger),  the  ringleader  of  the  bandits.  He  was  afraid  his 
daughter  would  get  into  trouble  if  anything  happened  to  me;  hence 
his  solicitude.  All  the  time  I was  in  China  I was  never  actually  at- 
tacked by  robbers  ’though  I came  near  to  it  several  times.  Once,  in  a 
lonely  place,  two  young  men  followed  us.  The  house  boy  lagged  be- 
hind chatting  with  them  until  I shouted  to  him  to  hurry  up.  He  broke 
away  from  them  and  they  cut  across  country.  Some  days  later  he 
reminded  me  of  the  incident.  It  seems  that  they  wer  e two  robbers  who 
were  trying  to  get  him  to  lead  me  astray  and  rob  me.  He  did  not  tell 
me  at  the  time  so  as  not  to  frighten  me.  Very  thoughtful  of  him! 

At  another  time  we  were  going  through  mountainous  country 
alongside  a torrent  which  I crossed  eighteen  times  in  seven  miles, 
pick-a-back.  At  some  places  where  the  path  had  collapsed  we  had  to 
climb  a declivity,  clinging  to  shrubbery  to  pass  the  breach.  It  was 
raining  and  my  shoes  were  soaking  wet.  At  the  hamlet  an  old  mount- 
aineer placed  them  on  his  brazier  to  dry  and  burned  two  big  holes  in 
the  soles.  There  were  no  shoes  around  that  would  fit  me,  so  I had  to 
send  the  baggage  carrier  a week’s  journey  to  my  central  station  for 
another  pair. 

The  “chapel”  here  was  a fright.  The  four  corners  of  the  room  were 
occupied.  In  one  was  the  table  for  an  altar.  In  another,  my  bed.  In  the 
third,  a tiny  fireplace  for  cooking,  and  in  the  fourth,  a slop  pail!  Two 
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of  the  boys  were  my  schoolchildren  and  they  wanted  to  follow  me  so 
as  to  hear  Mass. 

On  entering  the  next  mission  station  the  catechist  whispered:  “Be 
careful  what  you  say.  These  men,  you  see,  are  bandits.”  That  after- 
noon an  armed  bandit  came  snooping  around  and  at  night  we  could 
hear  them  gambling  next  door.  It  was  dangerous.  I was  afraid  the 
boys  might  be  kidnapped  and  held  for  ransom.  They  had  retired  for 
the  night  but  I called  them  and  made  them  sleep  in  their  quilts  on  the 
floor  near  my  bed,  resolved,  if  the  robbers  came,  to  defend  them.  I 
had  no  firearms  but  the  bandits  would,  no  doubt,  respect  the  for- 
eigner. Nothing  happened.  Next  day  we  heard  that  they  belonged  to 
| a defeated  band  of  bandits;  some  of  whose  members  had  been  killed. 

I Once,  on  a trip  by  steamer  to  Ning-po,  an  officer  was  with  me  in 
the  tiny  cabin.  We  were  talking  about  bandits.  He  said:  “I  am  bring- 
ing six  heads  of  bandits  to  the  authorities.  They  are  there  in  that  bag 
on  the  floor.”  I looked  and  saw  traces  of  blood  on  the  sack. 

It  would  take  volumes  to  tell  all  of  my  experiences  in  the  different 
mission  fields  I cultivated,  Ning-po,  Fenghwa,  Taichow,  Lishui  and 
Kinhwa.  In  each  place  I had  to  learn  a new  dialect. 

From  a hamlet  on  Nimrod  Sound  the  first  Catholic  couple  came 
to  my  central  chapel,  40  miles  on  foot,  to  get  married ! After  building 
the  Sacred  Heart  Church,  rectory  and  schoolhouse  in  Fenghwa  city 
and  opening  chapels  here  and  there  in  the  country,  each  with  a cate- 
chist and  group  of  converts,  I needed  funds  to  develop  the  work.  I 
also  realized  that  many  more  missionaries  would  be  needed  if  we 
hoped  to  convert  China.  I decided  to  go  to  America  with  a double 
object  in  view,  to  collect  funds  and  to  found,  if  possible,  a seminary 
for  the  training  of  missionaries. 

I arrived  in  New  York,  in  December,  1910.  For  six  months  I lab-  V 
oured  there  to  found  a seminary  for  China.  I received  great  encour- 
!j  agement  from  Cardinal  Farley,  Assistant  Bishop  Cussack  and  all  the 
Consultors  of  the  Archdiocese.  Bishop  Cussack  offered  me  a house 
next  door  to  his  residence  in  St.  Stephen’s  parish  in  which  to  start  the 
work.  “I  am  getting,”  he  said,  “an  annual  rent  of  $1,800  a year  for 
this  house,  but  to  show  you  how  much  I am  in  favour  of  the  work  you 
can  have  it,  free.  A student  named  Vogel  volunteered  to  join  the 
proposed  seminary. 

Cardinal  Farley  thought  my  plan  for  foreign  mission  seminaries 
'I  very  practical.  I proposed  that  the  United  States  be  divided  into 
spheres — that  in  New  York,  for  instance,  there  be  a seminary  for 
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China;  in  Boston  one  for  Japan;  in  Chicago  one  for  India  or  Africa; 
and  so  on.  I reckoned  that  by  this  means  more  fruit  would  be  ob- 
tained for  the  foreign  missions  than  if  one  national  seminary  for  all 
missions  were  established.  Besides,  it  would  be  more  practical  from 
the  point  of  view  of  language  study.  In  the  seminary  I proposed  for 
New  York  the  students  would  study  Chinese  from  the  very  beginning 
of  their  classical  course.  English,  Latin  and  Chinese  only  would  be 
taken  up.  By  the  time  they  finished  their  course  and  were  ready  to  go 
to  China  they  would  already  know  the  language  and  not  be  like 
babbling  little  children. 

“What  would  you  think,  Your  Excellency,  if  your  priests  could  not 
even  read  the  newspaper?”  “I  would  not  think  much  of  them,”  he 
said.  “Well,  that  is  the  state  of  things  in  China.  Foreign  missionaries 
generally  are  not  able  to  read  a Chinese  newspaper,  much  less  write 
a letter  in  Chinese.” 

On  January  6,  the  Feast  of  Epiphany,  1911,  the  Cardinal  sum- 
moned me  to  an  audience.  While  waiting  in  the  parlour  I met  Father 
Bruno,  the  Superior  of  the  Divine  Word  Fathers  of  Chicago.  He  in- 
tended asking  permission  to  start  a branch  of  his  Society  in  New 
York.  He  entered  first.  On  coming  out,  I asked  him  what  was  the 
result.  “The  request  was  not  granted,”  he  said. 

“That  means,”  I said,  “he  intends  to  grant  my  request.” 

When  I went  in,  the  Cardinal  began  by  saying  he  had  interviewed 
his  consultors  and  was  surprised  to  find  that  they  unanimously  ap- 
proved of  the  work  I proposed.  (I  did  not  tell  him  that  I had  prev- 
iously interviewed  them  all.)  He  approved  of  the  work  also  but,  until 
a decision  could  be  made,  he  requested  me  to  investigate  the  Chinese 
Mission  of  New  York  situated  in  Chinatown,  and  to  give  him  a report 
on  it.  He  was  not  satisfied  with  its  progress. 

I went  to  see  the  place.  There  was  a Chinese  catechist,  getting 
$1,000  a year,  in  charge.  I visited  all  the  Chinese  laundries  in  Man- 
hattan— there  was  one  almost  in  every  block — and  invited  them  to 
visit  the  Chinese  Mission  on  Mott  Street.  I found  some  of  them  did 
not  even  know  that  it  existed.  In  my  report  I suggested  that  more 
progress  would  be  made  if  an  American  priest  instead  of  a catechist 
were  in  charge;  secondly  that  in  my  opinion,  the  locality  of  the 
Mission  was  unfortunate;  it  should  be  located  uptown  in  a respect- 
able district.  As  it  was,  the  most  miserable  house  on  the  most  miser- 
able street  had  been  chosen  as  a location.  Thirdly,  it  was  not  neces- 
sary to  have  the  Mission  in  Chinatown  at  all  as  the  laundrymen 
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lived  all  over  the  city.  Fourthly,  that  the  Chinese  like  “face”  and  a 
mission  in  a nice  locality  would  give  them  more  of  it — and  so  forth. 

The  Cardinal  requested  me  to  act  as  curate  in  Newburgh-on-the- 
Hudson  to  replace  a priest  who  would  be  absent  for  a month,  and 
then  to  go  to  St.  Brendan’s  in  the  Bronx,  New  York,  for  another 
month.  He  was  still  pondering  the  decision  he  had  to  make.  In  April, 
1911,  he  made  the  decision.  The  meeting  of  the  Archbishops  took 
place  in  Washington.  Father  Walsh  was  given  authority  to  found  a 
national  seminary  for  the  foreign  missions  in  general.  The  Cardinal, 
on  his  return  from  the  meeting,  told  me  New  York  Diocese  was 
chosen  as  the  site  for  the  new  foundation  (later  to  be  called  “Mary- 
knoll”);  that  although  New  York  was  not  to  provide  the  whole  sup- 
port for  the  work,  still,  it  being  in  that  diocese,  the  bulk  of  its  support 
would  naturally  come  from  it;  that  under  the  circumstances  he  could 
not  see  his  way  to  establish  two  seminaries  at  the  same  time,  Father 
Walsh’s  and  mine.  I said  I understood  his  position  and  was  glad  a 
foreign  mission  seminary  was  to  be  established  and  this  would  leave 
me  free  to  go  elsewhere,  for  instance  to  Canada,  to  found  a seminary 
for  China.  I advised  Mr.  Vogel  to  join  Maryknoll,  which  he  did,  and 
became  one  of  their  priests. 

Next  day  I was  sailing  on  the  famous  “Lusitania”  (sunk  during 
World  War  I)  for  Rome  via  London.  I gave  the  Sacred  Congregation 
of  Propaganda  the  first  news  about  the  new  foundation  in  the  United 
States.  I begged  them  to  see  to  it  that  the  missionaries  trained  therein 
would  actually  be  sent  to  pagan  countries,  for  there  was  a rumour 
that  they  would  be  sent  to  the  Philippines.  They  promised  that  that 
would  be  stipulated. 

I asked  the  Sacred  Congregation  to  give  me  a letter  to  the  Bishops 
of  Canada  requesting  them  to  permit  me  to  establish  a seminary 
there  for  China.  They  said  it  was  not  the  custom  to  issue  such  letters, 
that  they  would  gladly  approve  of  such  a work  if  created,  but  pre- 
ferred that  the  Bishops  themselves  take  the  initiative.  On  my  way 
back  from  Rome  where  I spent  ten  days,  a prelate  in  Ireland  told  me 
I did  not  stay  long  enough  to  get  what  I wanted. 

I visited  Brignole  Sale,  my  “Alma  Mater”  in  Genoa.  There  some 
Irish  seminarians  told  me  I ought  to  go  to  Ireland,  that  there  were 
loads  of  vocations  there ; but  that  I would  have  to  hurry  as  the  Irish 
seminaries  would  soon  be  closing  for  vacation.  Passing  a sleepless 
night  on  a bumpy  train  I arrived  in  Lourdes  about  noon.  I wanted  to 
say  Mass  in  the  Grotto  but  the  sacristan  said  that  it  was  reserved  for 
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Bishops  unless  I got  permission  from  the  Superior.  There  would  not 
be  time  for  that  as  he  lived  at  a distance ; so  I said  Mass  in  the  Basilica 
and  then  went  to  an  hotel  for  a rest.  I left  instructions  that  I was  to  be 
called  before  three  o’clock  as  I wished  to  see  the  procession  of  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  and  the  blessing  of  the  sick. 

At  the  blessing  I stood  behind  each  invalid,  hoping  to  see  a mir- 
acle, but  none  occurred.  I paid  a visit  to  the  store  kept  by  the  brother 
of  Bernadette  and  had  the  pleasure  of  shaking  hands  with  him.  On 
the  train  that  evening  I met  an  Irish  priest  and  his  sister.  (He  had 
been  with  me  on  the  Lusitania).  They  said  they  had  witnessed  a 
miracle  the  day  before — a paralyzed  boy  was  instantly  cured. 

In  the  early  hours  of  the  next  morning  I was  too  tired  to  continue 
my  journey  to  Ireland  so  I got  off  the  train  at  Toulouse,  boarded  a 
bus  and  asked  the  driver  to  take  me  to  the  nearest  hotel.  He  went  all 
over  the  city  letting  off  passengers  until  I was  the  last  one.  We  had 
arrived  at  an  hotel  which,  by  the  way,  was  not  far  from  the  station  I 
had  left!  Before  six  o’clock  the  next  morning  I was  in  a church  saying 
Mass,  and  at  6:30  I entrained  for  Paris.  There,  without  leaving  the 
station,  I boarded  a train  and  crossed  by  channel  steamer  to  London. 
Without  a stopover  in  that  city  I entrained  for  Holyhead,  crossed  the 
Irish  Sea  at  night  (my  third  night  with  hardly  any  sleep)  and  arrived 
in  Dublin,  more  dead  than  alive,  about  noon.  Going  straight  to  an 
hotel  for  a rest  I was  hardly  in  bed  when  the  telephone  rang.  Father 
O’Donnell,  president  of  All  Hallows  College,  wanted  me  to  give  a 
lecture  to  the  students  that  afternoon. 

“Very  well,  I’ll  be  there,”  I told  him. 

They  were  all  assembled  in  their  beautiful  chapel.  Result:  newly- 
ordained  Father  O’Toole  volunteered  to  go  to  China,  but  only  after 
he  had  spent  six  years  in  Sacramento,  California,  as  he  had  already 
agreed  to  do  that.  He  never  went  to  China,  but  was,  at  one  time,  one 
of  our  professors  in  Almonte  and  Scarboro.  (He  was  killed  in  a motor 
accident  in  California,  years  later). 

During  conversation  with  the  priests  that  evening  I remarked: 

“You  ought  to  take  that  inscription,  ‘ Ite  ad  omnes  gentes\  off  the 
front  entrance.” 

(The  inscription  meant:  “Go  to  all  nations.”) 

“Why?”  they  asked  in  surprise. 

“Because  you  only  go  to  English-speaking  nations,  America  and 
Australia.” 

“Well,  we  never  thought  of  that  before !” 
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I had  retired  early  to  rest  when  Father  O’Donnell  tapped  at  the 
door.  “I  could  not  wait  until  morning  to  tell  you  that  we  have  de- 
cided to  educate  free  of  cost  two  students  for  China,  if  you  can  find 
the  volunteers,”  he  said. 

Next  day  I went  to  Maynooth,  the  national  Major  Seminary  of 
Ireland.  The  seminarians  were  on  retreat,  prior  to  leaving  for  home. 
As  a special  privilege,  Monsignor  Mannix,  the  present  Archbishop 
of  Melbourne,  Australia,  gave  me  permission  to  deliver  an  illustrated 
lecture.  Hundreds  of  students  were  massed  in  the  great  hall.  One  of 
the  slides  I showed  was  the  map  of  my  big  parish  in  China  with  its 
myriads  of  pagan  towns  and  villages.  They  were  visibly  moved.  Some 
of  those  students  later  actually  became  missionaries  in  China,  notably 
Father  Blowick,  who  never  forgot  that  lecture  and  eventually  became 
the  first  Superior  General  of  the  Maynooth  Mission  to  China,  now 
called  the  Society  of  Saint  Columban. 

Making  All  Hallows  College  my  headquarters  for  the  next  four 
months,  I traversed  Ireland  from  north  to  south  and  from  east  to 
west,  preaching  in  the  cathedrals  and  churches  on  China,  its  vast 
pagan  population,  and  its  need  of  priests,  and  giving  lectures  in  the 
seminaries,  colleges  and  academies.  Everywhere  I was  listened  to 
with  great  interest.  I was  like  a man  from  the  moon.  They  had  never 
before  seen  or  heard  a missionary  from  China.  In  Armagh  I preached 
in  the  Cathedral.  In  Galway  I addressed  1500  boys  in  St.  Alphonsus’ 
Church. 

I published  a work  on  the  Chinese  Missions  entitled:  “Unknown 
China”  and  had  10,000  copies  printed  and  placed  in  the  pamphlet 
racks  at  the  doors  of  churches.  But  my  principal  object  was  to  estab- 
lish a Seminary  for  China.  I brought  up  the  question  at  the  meeting 
of  the  Bishops  at  Maynooth.  The  proposition  was  favourably  receiv- 
ed. They  stated:  “It  would  be  a good  outlet  for  the  superabundant 
vocations  for  the  priesthood  in  Ireland.”  Cardinal  Logue,  who  was 
at  the  meeting,  offered  me  a house  and  twenty-five  acres  of  land  in 
Monsterboise  as  a source  of  revenue  for  the  proposed  China  Mission 
Seminary. 

But  my  Bishop  in  China  wrote  to  me.  He  was  anxious  for  me  to 
collect  funds  and  return  to  China.  I tried  to  get  several  priests  to  take 
my  place  in  founding  the  institution  but  they  declined.  The  work 
seemed  too  big  for  them. 

TO  BE  CONTINUED 
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viewpoint 


by 

Harold 

Oxley 

S.F.M. 


Pray  for  Priests 

Gord  atkinson  is  not  one  of  the  world’s  great  moulders  of 
opinion;  he  is  an  Ottawa  disc  jockey.  But  at  my  ordination 
dinner  in  1951,  he  made  a remark  I can’t  forget.  He  said,  “I 
guess  most  of  us  think  of  priests  the  way  we  think  of  angels — as 
though  they  are  creatures  of  another  race.  And  it  takes  the 
ordination  of  someone  we  know  to  remind  us  that  they  are 
chosen  from  among  men.” 

If  this  is  so,  then  it  is  another  good  argument  for  more 
ordinations,  because  the  sooner  people  realize  that  priests  are 
human  the  better  it  will  be.  We  can’t  belittle  the  dignity  of  the 
priesthood;  a priest  is  another  Christ — but  he  remains  also  a 
man.  He  has  no  horns  growing  out  of  his  head,  as  some  who 
hate  him  believe;  nor  does  he  have  angelic  wings  on  his  back. 
He  walks  on  his  hind  legs  like  most  men,  and  he  lives  on  a diet 
of  food.  And  when  he  has  to  think,  or  make  decisions,  he  uses 
a rig  called  “reason.”  Some  priests  are  smarter  than  others,  but 
even  the  best  can  make  mistakes  without  trying  very  hard. 

Every  priest,  of  course,  has  special  powers  from  God,  and 
his  soul  is  marked  with  a character  he  can  never  erase.  He  has 
been  chosen  to  do  God’s  work,  and  for  all  his  human  weakness, 
he  always  has  enough  Divine  help  to  do  it.  But  “doing  it,”  and 
“doing  it  well,”  are  two  different  things.  If  he  wants  to  do  any- 
thing well,  he  has  to  pray  for  special  help. 

The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  is  nothing  more  than 
a collection  of  human  beings,  made,  by  God,  priests.  During 
the  month  of  July  we  hope  to  do  something  well.  We  are  hold- 
ing what  we  call  a General  Chapter— a special  meeting  which 
takes  place  every  ten  years  to  elect  a Superior  General  and  his 
four  assistants,  to  make  or  change  Society  laws,  and,  in  general, 
to  settle  the  more  important  Society  affairs. 

All  of  the  priests  won’t  attend  this  meeting  but  representatives 
will  come  to  the  seminary  from  each  of  our  missions.  The  rest 
of  us,  who  will  be  on  the  outside  waiting  for  the  decisions,  are 
thinking  of  the  human  weakness  of  those  involved.  Their  job 
is  important  and  they  will  do  their  best.  But  even  their  best  will 
need  the  help  of  God  to  make  it  worthwhile.  Let’s  pray  for  them. 

Please  pray  for  the  repose  of  the  soul  of  Leander  Emewein,  beloved 
brother  of  Father  Joseph  Emewein,  S.F.M.  The  Scarboro  Fathers  offer 
prayerful  sympathy  to  him  and  the  other  members  of  the  family. 
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SCARBORO’S  NEW 
SUPERIOR  GENERAL 


Very  Rev.  Francis  Diemert  was  elect- 
ed  Superior  General  of  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  at  its  Third 
General  Chapter,  held  in  July.  Born  in 
Mildmay,  Ontario,  Father  Diemert  was 
ordained  to  the  priesthood  on  Decem- 
ber 17,  1938.  He  went  to  China  in 
September,  1940.  During  the  second 
world  war  he  was  interned  by  the 
Japanese  and  was  later  repatriated  to 
Canada  in  December,  1943.  The  fol- 
lowing year  Father  Diemert  was  as- 
signed to  the  Society’s  missions  in  the 
Dominican  Republic,  where  he  worked 
until  1949,  at  which  time  he  was  re- 
called to  Canada  to  teach  in  St.  Fran- 
cis Xavier  Seminary.  One  year  later  he 
was  appointed  Rector  of  the  Seminary. 
He  was  also  on  the  General  Council 
of  the  Society  and  filled  the  office  of 
Secretary-General.  Father  Diemert  re- 
places the  Very  Reverend  Thomas  Mc- 
Quaid,  who  has  been  Superior  General 
for  the  past  ten  years. 

Four  Society  members  have  been 
elected  to  assist  Father  Diemert  as 
members  of  the  General  Council  of 
the  Society.  They  are: 

Fr.  John  Fullerton,  of  Toronto,  who 
has  been  Regional  Superior  of  Scar- 
boro missions  in  the  Dominican  Re- 
public since  1955.  He  has  been  work- 


ing as  a missionary  in  that  country 
since  1943.  He  replaces  Father  Al- 
phonsus  Chafe  as  Vicar  General. 

Fr.  Alexander  Macintosh,  of  Antig- 
onish,  N.S.,  who  is  a veteran  China 
missioner.  He  served  in  China  at 
Lishui  and  Lungchuan,  was  under 
house  arrest  for  three  years  under  the 
Communist  regime,  and  was  later  re- 
leased and  returned  to  Canada  in  1953. 
In  October  1953  he  went  to  British 
Guiana  with  the  Society’s  first  mission 
band  to  that  country.  He  was  appointed 
Treasurer-General  of  the  Society  in 
1955. 

Fr.  Lome  McFarland  of  Toronto,  also 
a veteran  of  the  China  mission  field, 
was  forced  to  return  to  Canada  during 
the  Japanese  occupation.  He  went  to 
Japan  in  1951  to  serve  in  Scarboro 
missions  there.  Since  1956  he  has  been 
pastor  of  Scarboro’s  Chinese  mission 
in  Vancouver. 

Fr.  John  Mclver  of  St.  Columban, 
Ont,  spent  his  missionary  life  since 
1945  in  the  Dominican  Republic.  In 
March,  1956  he  was  appointed  assis- 
tant to  Dr.  Harvey  Steele,  S.F.M.,  di- 
rector of  co-operatives.  Since  1956  Fr. 
Mclver  has  been  Superior  of  Scarboro 
House,  Antigonish,  N.S. 
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14"  FATIMA  STATUES 

ARE  NOW  $6.00 

buy  one  the  easy  way 
use  a Fatima  Statue  Stamp  book 

Buy  stamps  from  us  as  you  wish 
at  30c  each.  When  your  Book 
is  filled  (20  stamps)  we  will 
ship  your  Fatima  Statue  to  you. 

order  stamps  and  stamp  books 
from 

SCARBORO  FATHERS 
2685  KINGSTON  ROAD 
TORONTO  13,  ONTARIO. 


PRAY 


• At  Mass 

• After  Communion 

• During  Family  Rosary 

• At  Devotions 

• During  Morning  and  Night  Prayers 

• Always 


That  the  Lord  of  the  Harvest 
will  send  forth  labourers 
into  the  harvest . 


Any  boy  who  is  interested  in  learning 
more  about  the  missionary  vocation 
is  invited  to  write  to  us  at  any  time. 

When  God  calls  you,  listen! 

The  need  for  priests  is  vital. 


Write  to: 

The  Vocation  Director, 
Scarboro  Fathers 
2685  Kingston  Road 
Toronto  13,  Ontario. 


USE  THIS  COUPON 

— t 

Name . 


Address 


j Age Grade | 

L I 
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reprinted  from  the  Japan  Missionary  Bulletin 


The  parish  of  Yoshizuka  was  founded  on  the  outskirts  of  the 
city  of  Fukuoka,  Japan,  about  four  years  ago,  by  Msgr.  J.  M. 

Fraser,  S.F.M. 

Early  in  1954,  the  Sisters  of  the  Eucharistic  Missionaries  of 
the  Most  Holy  Trinity  built  a Hoikuen  (nursery)  and  convent 
on  a tract  of  land  surrounded  by  open  fields  and  rice  paddies. 

Msgr.  Fraser  joined  them  later  that  year  and  by  1955  had  a 
house,  a church,  and  an  assistant,  Father  Cleary  Villeneuve,  S.F.M. , the  present 
pastor.  The  church  was  canonically  erected  in  October,  1955.  In  that  month  the 
names  of  thirty-five  Catholics  were  transferred  from  the  parish  register  of 
Daimyomachi,  the  parent  church,  to  the  fledgling  Yoshizuka.  October  second  saw 
the  first  baptism  in  the  new  church.  Since  then  the  conversion  rate  has  been  satis- 
factory. The  first  year  there  were  fifty-two  baptisms,  the  second,  sixty-nine,  the 
third,  eighty-six.  This  year  promises  to  be  equally  fruitful:  by  Easter  the  books 
held  the  names  of  seventy-five  newly  baptized. 

Since  October  of  last  year  the  parish  has  been  staffed  with  three  priests:  two  S.F.M. 
and  one  diocesan  priest. 


“to  feed 

the 

hungry. . 


by  Cleary  Villeneuve,  S.F.M. 
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If  poverty  is  truly  an  evil,  and  it  is 
hard  to  consider  it  anything  else, 
among  hundreds  of  “just  existing”  resi- 
: dents  of  Yoshizuka,  then  it  is  one  evil 
whose  accidental  good  effects  are  keep- 
ing the  parish  priests  all  happy  and 
busy.  Most  people  in  this  parish 
area  are  below  middle-class  materially 
speaking  and  quite  willing  to  accept 
whatever  material  aid  the  Church  can 
give.  Of  necessity  in  the  beginning  it 
became  the  practice  of  the  priests  to 
lend  them  as  much  aid  as  possible. 
Now  it  has  become  a policy  not  just 
to  give  aid  when  solicited  but  to  let  it 


be  known  that  the  priests  are  always 
ready  to  do  what  they  can  to  help. 
Because  of  this,  literally  thousands  of 
people  have  come  to  the  Church  with 
their  problems  small  and  large.  We  help 
if  we  can.  If  we  cannot  help,  then  at 
least  they  experience  the  good  will  of 
the  Church. 

Ever  since  it  began,  the  parish  has 
been  one  of  Catholic  Relief  Service’s 
best  customers.  Many  thousands  of 
pounds  of  rice,  flour,  milk  and  used 
clothing  have  been  distributed  person- 
ally by  the  priests  at  the  rectory  where 
data  on  each  person  is  kept.  We  have 
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and  do  distribute  medicines,  build  or 
repair  houses  (shacks),  find  rooms  for 
the  homeless,  lend  money  or  give 
money  as  the  case  may  be.  In  brief, 
we  try  to  help  anyone,  anytime,  and 
the  poor  know  it.  Besides  substantially 
helping  the  needy,  we  have  initiated 
hundreds  of  personal  contacts  in  this 
way.  It  is  important  to  point  out  how- 
ever, that  these  contacts  have  borne 
visible  fruit  only  in  proportion  to  the 
persistence  of  the  priest  in  following 
them  up  personally.  We  have  little 
faith  in  the  soft  voice  of  material 
charity  making  itself  heard  in  the  din 
of  modern  pagan  living,  without  the 
amplifier  of  personal  priestly  exhor- 
tation on  the  spot.  Then  and  there 


they  are  told  of  the  still  greater  gifts 
we  can  give,  and  a date  is  set  for  their 
first  instruction.  A little  crude  per- 
haps? It  works.  A blend  of  the  author- 
ity with  which  Christ  astonished  the 
Jews,  kindness  and  conviction,  plus  an 
assist  from  the  Holy  Spirit,  is  often 
all  that  is  required  to  make  the  children 
of  darkness  swallow  the  first  sip  of 
that  all  important  medicine. 

This  distribution  of  aid  among  the 
needy  (and  how  many  “well-to-do” 
people  are  there  in  Japan?)  has  led 
us  here  to  a veritable  network  of  in- 
volvement in  the  affairs  of  many 
families  in  the  area,  an  infiltration 
which  has  only  begun  to  bear  fruit. 
Lest  the  picture  seem  too  bright,  let 


Father  C.  Villeneuve  and  two  of  his  young  charges,  in  Yoshizuka. 


us  admit  at  once  that  all  the  fish  in 
the  net  are  not  good  ones.  Among 
the  contacts  made  there  has  been  a 
more  than  generous  sprinkling  of  what 
we  might  very  charitably  call  “pure 
materialists”  but  even  their  brief  con- 
tact with  the  Faith  has  done  them  no 
harm.  Many  times  they  have  uncon- 
sciously, and  through  the  Providence 
of  God,  introduced  us  to  far  better 
people. 

One  final  facet  of  the  charity  dia- 
mond. We  teach  English,  but  only  on 
condition  the  pupils  study  religion. 
Fair  exchange.  Very  few  object,  and  if 
they  do,  it  is  entirely  their  own  affair. 
Of  the  rest  all  we  ask  is  a hearing. 
Faith  is  a gift.  They  may  be  lucky. 
English  classes  are  set  to  take  a mini- 
mum of  time.  Only  one  class  convenes 
during  the  valuable  evening  time.  This 
is  for  the  already  fluent  ones— the  local 
intelligentsia— off  and  on  some  fifteen 
men,  who,  if  they  haven’t  grown  to 
love  God  yet  are  certainly  learning 
much  about  Him.  Three  other  classes 
which  cover  all  grades  and  skills  are 
conducted  in  the  late  afternoon  to 
catch  the  student  trade.  These  take  no 
valuable  convert  time  and  when  they 
do,  they  will  be  cancelled  for  more 
profitable  work.  Here  again  the  key- 
note is:  No  Religion— no  English! 
In  summary— the  widespread  charity 
program  coupled  with  kindly,  diplo- 
matic but  no  less  flat  and  outspoken 
solicitation  of  recipients  to  commence 
study  at  a definite  time  and  place  has 
proven  its  worth  in  this  parish. 

Mission  Oufstaliens 

Mohammed  had  his  mountain.  We 
have  five  suburban  towns  and  villages 
whose  residents  won’t  or  can’t  come 


to  us.  In  three  of  them  we  have  mis- 
sion outstations,  all  of  them  in  ordi- 
nary residences  one  of  which  is  rented 
by  the  parish.  The  other  two  are  lent 
free  of  charge  by  fervent  Catholics. 
In  these  three  towns  we  have  Mass 
either  weekly  or  monthly  as  the  cir- 
cumstances demand.  In  all  three  there 
are  “during  the  week”  religious  instruc- 
tions. One  of  these  missions  was  born 
after  the  Pastor  “discovered”  forty 
non-practicing  Catholics  scattered  a- 
round  the  town  (coal  mining)  and 
surrounding  hills.  Now  the  place  has 
eighty  Catholics  and  needs  a church. 
Another  mission  station  boasts  thirty- 
five  Catholics  and  needs  better  facilities 
than  its  borrowed  house  if  the  pos- 
sibilities are  to  be  realized.  The  third, 
a village  of  five  thousand  is  slower, 
due  more  to  the  lack  of  time  to  work 
it  than  to  the  lack  of  opportunities. 

Besides  these  relatively  far  missions 
(thirty  minutes  and  yen  by  bus),  we 
have  within  relatively  close  distance 
two  other  permanent  stations.  Both 
are  no  more  than  a thirty  minute  walk 
away.  One  is  a rented  room  in  a private 
home.  Mass  is  not  celebrated  there 
but  classes  are  held  every  week  for  the 
residents  of  the  area.  The  other  mis- 
sion is  housed  in  a building  belonging 
to  the  parish.  Mass  is  said  there  daily 
and  on  Sunday  evening,  and  classes 
are  held  several  times  each  week.  In 
time  this  will  become  a parish  in  its 
own  right.  These  five  are  permanent 
mission  stations.  Temporary  ones  too 
have  proven  easy  to  establish.  Their 
existence  and  duration  depend  entirely 
on  the  availability  of  the  priest  and  the 
prospective  catechumens.  After  one 
or  two  contacts  with  a prospective 
catechumen  to  whom  time  and  distance 
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may  be  the  whole  obstacle  to  study, 
we  propose  using  his  house  to  form 
a little  study  group.  It  costs  one  in- 
terested priest  possibly  a 1 0-20  minute 
ride  (cold  or  hot)  on  a bicycle  instead 
of  causing  two,  three  or  more  not  too 
interested  women  and  men,  carrying 
little  children,  the  same  inconvenience. 
Usually  they  consider  it  an  honor  to 
have  the  priest  come  to  their  homes. 
Once  the  seed  is  sown  they  can,  if 
necessary,  be  weaned  to  the  trip  to  the 
church  for  instructions  and  the  mission 
is  accomplished. 

We  have  four  or  five  such  temporary 
missions.  This  works  well  with  groups 
of  housewives  who  can  best  congregate 
at  one  of  their  homes  during  the  day— 
a time  when  the  priest  can  conveniently 
slip  away  from  the  church.  We  must 
say  again,  should  this  picture  seem 
too  bright,  that  none  of  these  missions 
can  be  given  the  time  they  deserve 
without  more  priests  but  they  are  seeds 
well  planted,  from  which  the  tree  will 
surely  grow. 

The  Cooperation  of  the  Laity 

In  Yoshizuka,  the  Legion  of  Mary 
with  two  praesidia  is  the  hub  of  the 
parish  lay  apostolate  machine.  To 
characterize  their  help  as  priceless  is 
to  say  little,  yet  to  say  all.  Many  of 
them  give  all  their  free  time  to  the 
work  of  the  Church,  with  no  untimely 
impositions  by  the  pastor  seemingly 
too  much  for  them. 

In  all  there  are  eleven  “Sunday” 
schools  for  pagan  children  operating 
in  the  parish,  five  of  them  in  the  homes 
of  Legion  members  and  all  of  them 
operated  by  these  same  members. 
Along  with  the  priest  they  are  the 
mainstays  of  Catholic  education  for 
the  parish  children.  Suffice  it  to  say 


that  we  are  more  than  satisfied  with 
the  effectiveness  and  zeal  of  the  Legion. 

Other  lay  activities  more  concerned 
with  inter-Catholic  life  in  the  parish 
are  in  the  hands  of  the  Seibokai 
(ladies),  the  Rurudo  Seibokai  (teen 
agers)  and  the  Jujika  shitoshokukai  (a 
society  devoted  entirely  to  the  spiritual 
life  of  its  members).  With  so  many 
irons  in  the  fire  we  cannot  say  that 
all  our  lay  activities  are  working  with 
machinelike  precision  nor  are  they 
sufficient  in  number  to  control  all 
facets  of  parish  life.  This  is  a job  for 
the  future.  A particular  if  not  unique 
problem  too  in  this  fast  growing  con- 
gregation is  the  education  of  the 
Catholic  children.  With  the  devout  lay 
help  we  have,  however,  we  feel  that 
this  too  can  be  brought  under  control. 

By  way  of  conclusion,  we  would  like 
to  emphasize  our  experience  that  the 
priest  himself  personally  distributing 
charity,  personally  dealing  with  all 
door  calls  and  all  house  calls,  person- 
ally becoming  involved  in  the  problems 
of  the  people,  and  personally  teaching 
them  the  catechism  is  most  effective. 
Our  language  difficulties  are  immense 
but  God  seems  to  be  making  sure  that 
no  one  suffers  for  all  of  that. 

A final  note.  A charity  program 
costs  money.  Neither  the  parish  nor 
the  mother  Society  can  finance  it  all. 
It  will  cost  an  interested  priest  all  the 
money  he  can  get  from  his  own  income 
and  the  generosity  of  friends  and  over- 
seas benefactors.  However  experience 
has  shown  us  that  when  we  give — we 
get — both  the  necessary  finances  to 
carry  on  the  work  and  the  fruit  of  the 
program,  converts. 

This  is  Yoshizuka  parish — pray  for 
its  future  success  and  development. 
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LITTLE 
FLOWER'S 
JUNIOR 
MISSIONARIES 

<4  SAINT  THERESE 

Dear  Junior  Missionaries: 

This  month  we  are  asking  you  to  do  one  special  thing  and  that  is  to  pray 
for  priests — always.  I have  asked  you  to  do  that  many  times,  but  I wonder  if 
you  realize  just  how  important,  how  necessary  it  is  that  you  pray  for  the  priest? 

Perhaps  you  think  that  the  priest  is  so  good  and  so  holy  that  he  doesn’t 
need  prayers?  Well,  Our  Lord  Himself  told  us  that  the  closer  a person  is  to  God 
the  more  he  must  suffer  for  love  of  Him.  And  the  more  zealous  the  priest  is  to 
save  souls  the  angrier  the  Devil  becomes — -because  he  wants  nothing  so  much  as 
to  drag  all  souls,  even  that  of  the  priest,  into  Hell— away  from  God.  He  will 
try  in  many  ways  to  interfere  with  the  work  of  the  priest  and  even  tempt  the 
man  himself,  as  he  tempted  Our  Lord  by  offering  Him  the  world  if  He  would 
bow  down  and  worship  Satan.  You  remember  the  story  don’t  you? 

And  so  the  priest  has  many  crosses  to  bear  that  you  will  never  know  about 
because  he  will  never  tell  you.  He  suffers  silently.  He  is  a priest,  but  he  is  a man 
too,  and  he  suffers  greatly  from  loneliness,  from  unkind  criticism,  from  being 
misunderstood  when  he  had  only  the  best  of  intentions,  from  being  condemned 
for  the  slightest  of  faults,  and,  in  many  parts  of  the  world,  from  being  actually 
hated  because  he  brings  a message  of  love— the  love  of  God  for  souls. 

There  was  a humble  and  holy  priest  once  in  France  who  was  known  as 
the  Cure  of  Ars.  Whenever  he  wanted  a special  favour  or  grace  from  God  he 
always  went  to  the  children  of  his  parish  and  asked  them  to  pray  for  it.  He 
knew  that  because  they  were  close  to  God  their  prayers  would  be  answered. 

I am  following  his  example  and  asking  you,  the  children,  to  pray  every 
day  that  God  will  pour  down  graces,  consolation  and  blessings  upon  your 
priests.  Don’t  forget  them!  They  never  forget  to  pray  for  you. 

God  love  you 

Father  Jim . 
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God  had  His  way . . . 

by  John  Gault,  S.F.M. 


you  can’t  appreciate  what  it 
means  for  one  priest  to  care  for 
fifty  thousand  Catholics  then  ask  your 
pastor.  For  two  months  last  year  I was 
alone  in  this  parish  of  Santa  Cruz  del 
Seibo,  trying  to  care  for  just  that  many 
persons. 

One  Saturday,  having  offered  Holy 
Mass  in  the  Sisters’  College  and  a 
second  Mass  in  the  parish  church,  I 
tried  to  get  into  the  house  without  any- 
one following  me.  I had  dreams  of 
eating  breakfast  in  peace.  I was  just 
closing  the  front  door  with  a feeling  of 
relief  when  up  popped  one  of  the  cate- 
chists from  a distant  mission.  He  want- 
ed me  to  visit  a sick  girl  in  his  area. 

That  was  all  I needed  to  start  me 
off  on  mental  gymnastics.  Although  I 
knew  that  I would  have  to  take  the 
call  I wished  in  my  heart  that  there 
was  some  way  of  avoiding  it.  My  mind 


began  searching  for  reasons  for  not 
going.  I thought  of  all  the  work  I would 
have  to  leave  undone  in  the  town,  of 
how  tired  I would  be  on  my  return  with 
busy  Sunday  looming  up  the  following 
day,  of  the  sick  people  in  the  local 
hospital  who  might  need  my  assistance, 
and  much  more. 

I felt  quite  peeved  with  the  catechist 
because  he  had  brought  me  the  one 
bit  of  news  I did  not  want  to  receive 
on  a Saturday  morning.  However,  I 
knew  that  he  was  far  from  being  at 
fault.  He  was  doing  nothing  more  than 
his  duty  and  that  at  great  personal  in- 
convenience to  himself. 

I began  to  ask  him  brusquely:  “Is 
the  girl  in  danger  of  death?” 

“Si,  Padre.” 

“Do  you  think  she  will  die  before 
Monday?” 

“I  don’t  know,  Padre.” 
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‘‘Does  she  know  what  Confession 
is?” 

“Si,  Padre.” 

“Did  she  ask  for  a priest?” 

“Si,  Padre,  she  is  begging  for  a 
priest.” 

Thus  I went  on  with  a barrage  of 
questions,  with  some  sort  of  a foolish 
hope  of  avoiding  the  inevitable. 

I ate  breakfast  in  a hurry,  medi- 
tating on  the  mysteries  of  Divine  Provi- 
dence. One  question  carbon-copied  it- 
self in  my  mind:  “Why  does  God 
permit  such  situations  to  arise?” 

Still  disturbed  about  this  lack  of 
consideration  on  the  part  of  God  I 
started  out  in  the  old  jeep  with  the 
catechist  and  two  other  men. 

The  first  six  kilometers  were  by 
highway.  Then  we  had  to  take  to  rough 
terrain.  Let  no  Irishman  ever  talk  to 
me  about  the  rocky  road  to  Dublin! 

My  confused  thoughts  about  Divine 
Providence  flipped  over  to  human 
providence.  I began  to  wonder  why  all 
the  highways  had  to  be  built  where  I 
did  not  have  to  go. 

After  ten  kilometers  of  the  bounce 
and  thud  treatment  we  came  to  a mud 
hole  which  would  defy  a bulldozer, 
let  alone  a little  wee  jeep,  so  they  got 
me  an  old  horse  without  a saddle  to 
take  me  the  rest  of  the  way.  With  mis- 
givings, I got  on  the  poor  beast  but  not 
for  long.  Once  we  started  down  the 
steep,  muddy  path  to  the  river  I found 
myself  sitting  on  the  horse’s  neck.  With 
this,  I called  a halt  to  the  proceedings. 
Even  getting  off  the  animal  was  no 
cinch.  I continued  on  foot. 

Did  you  ever  have  to  climb  a moun- 
tain in  the  tropics  at  midday?  Well,  I 
have  and  it  makes  me  wonder  about 
the  scientists  who  tell  us  the  sun  is 


many  millions  of  miles  away  from  the 
earth.  I guess  I walked  three  kilometers 
but  it  seemed  like  thirty-three. 

When  I got  to  the  sick  girl’s  home 
I had  to  sit  down  for  half  an  hour  be- 
fore I could  do  anything.  The  perspi- 
ration was  coming  out  of  my  pores  like 
water  from  a shower. 

However,  when  I saw  the  sick  girl 
I began  to  forget  myself  a little.  She 
was  only  eighteen — nothing  but  skin 
and  bones — suffering  from  T.B.  Her 
bed  was  in  a bit  of  a shack  made  with 
the  bark  and  branches  of  the  palm 
tree.  Her  people  cared  for  her  as  best 
they  could  with  their  meagre  resources. 

The  patient  was  still  able  to  smile 
and  sympathize  with  me  in  my  effort 
to  read  the  Ritual  through  steamed 
glasses  while  sweat  dropped  on  the  thin 
pages.  Rituals  certainly  take  a beating 
in  this  part  of  the  world.  While  in  the 
shack  I had  to  remain  stooped.  This 
painful  position  and  the  foul  odour 
that  filled  the  hut  made  me  seek  ex- 
cuses for  getting  out  into  the  fresh  air 
a few  times. 

1 had  to  marvel  at  the  girl’s  perfect 
conformity  to  the  Will  of  God.  And 
it  was  conformity  with  a pleasant 
smile.  This  made  me  feel  happy  for 
having  made  the  trip  even  though  on 
the  way  home  we  met  a tropical  down- 
pour which  soaked  us  to  the  skin  and 
almost  sunk  the  jeep  in  its  tracks.  As 
it  was,  it  broke  down  twice. 

I arrived  home  at  four  o’clock  in  the 
afternoon.  Seventeen  youngsters  were 
waiting  to  be  baptized. 

The  girl  died  shortly  after — grateful 
that  she  had  been  able  to  receive  the 
Last  Sacraments.  After  all,  the  ways 
of  God  are  not  according  to  the  ways 
of  men.  ■ 
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HlimORETTES 


SILENCE 

SILENCE 

Jones  fell  off  his  horse  and  broke  his  leg. 
The  horse  picked  him  up  by  the  seat  of  his 
pants,  threw  him  into  the  saddle,  took  him 
home,  put  him  to  bed  and  called  a doctor. 
“Smart  horse,”  one  of  his  friends  said. 
“Not  so  smart,”  replied  Jones.  “The  darn 
fool  called  a horse  doctor.” 

Pacific  Oil-Motive  Magazine. 
* * * 

Faith  on  a full  stomach  may  be  simply  con- 
tentment— but  if  you  have  it  when  you’re 
hungry,  it’s  genuine. 

Country  Parson. 
* * * 

The  voice  on  the  other  end  of  the  theatrical 
agent’s  phone  said,  “Monsieur,  I’d  like  to 
present  my  really  extraordinary  number  to 
you.” 

“What  is  your  number?” 

“I  swallow  yard-long  swords.” 

“But  my  dear  fellow,  that’s  not  extra- 
ordinary.” 

“Wait!  Listen!  I’m  only  thirty-three 
inches  tall!” 

Quote 

* * * 

One  sign  of  maturity  is  the  ability  to  be 
comfortable  with  people  who  are  not  like  us. 

Christian  Advocate. 
* * * 

An  optimist  is  a man  who  sees  a light  that 
is  not  there,  and  a pessimist  is  the  fool  who 
tries  to  blow  it  out. 

Daily  Bulletin. 

* * * 

It’s  a tough  world  for  the  American  business- 
man. Every  time  he  comes  up  with  some- 
thing new  the  Russians  invent  it  a week 
later  and  the  Japanese  make  it  cheaper. 

American  Eagle. 


The  elderly  client  came  around  to  the  em- 
ployment service  to  check  on  possible  job 
openings. 

“Wonderful  day,”  he  sighed. 

“Oh?”  said  the  employment  clerk,  “I 
hadn’t  noticed.” 

“This  is  the  kind  of  day  when  I would  like 
to  take  the  afternoon  off,  if  I were  working.” 

“Yeah?” 

“But  since  I’m  not  working,  I can’t  afford 
to  take  the  afternoon  off.  So  I’m  here  to  see 
you.” 

Emily  Lotney. 

* * * 

Two  cockroaches  lunched  in  a dirty  old 
sewer  and  excitedly  discussed  the  spotless, 
glistening  new  restaurant  in  the  neighbour- 
hood from  which  they  had  been  barred. 

“I  hear,”  said  one,  “that  the  refrigerators 
shine  like  polished  silver.  The  shelves  are 
clean  as  a whistle.  The  floors  sparkle  like 
diamonds.  It’s  so  clean  ...” 

“Please,”  said  the  second  in  disgust, 
nibbling  on  a mouldy  roll.  “Not  while  I’m 
eating.” 

Illustrated  Weekly  of  India. 

* * * 

A young  man  preparing  for  a long  trip  re- 
marked to  his  companion,  “I  am  just  about 
packed.  I only  have  to  put  in  a guide  book, 
a mirror,  a microscope,  a telescope,  a 
volume  of  fine  poetry,  a few  biographies, 
a package  of  old  letters,  a book  of  songs,  a 
sword,  a hammer,  and  a set  of  books  I have 
been  studying.” 

But  his  companion  protested,  “You  can’t 
get  all  that  in  your  bag.” 

“Oh,  yes,  it  doesn’t  take  much  room,”  re- 
plied the  young  man  as  he  placed  his  Bible 
in  the  corner  of  the  suitcase  and  closed  the 
lid. 

Eugene  P.  Bert  in. 
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WE’RE 

MOVING 

UP! 

CAN  WE  HIT 
THE  TOP  BY 
SEPTEMBER? 
MAYBE  WE  CAN 


$600,000.00 


$400,000.00 


$200,000.00 


$700,000.00 


$500,000.00 


$300,000.00 


$100,000.00 


IF  YOU  ASK  YOURSELF 


LOCATION: 

2685  Kingston  Rd. 
Toronto  13,  Ontario. 


PRESENT 

SEMINARY  CHAPEL 

(completed)  A (construction  completed) 


If  you’re  a Catholic  you  know  it.  Then  why  this  question?  Just 
this.  You’re  asking  yourself  if  you’re  one  of  the  1,944  Catholics 
still  needed  to  lift  that  mercury  to  the  top.  You  will  be  if  you  can 


Interior 

of 

Chapel 


MOTHERHOUSE 

construction  completed) 


44  CATHOLICS? 


pledge  $100.00  to  complete  our  Building  Program.  What’s  more, 
your  name  will  be  inscribed  in  *SCARBORO’S  BOOK  OF 
PERPETUAL  REMEMBRANCE! 


*See  page  21 


YOU  ARE?  GOOD!  THEN  TURN  THE  PAGE 


| And  choose  the  payment  plan  best 
suited  to  your  means.  Each  plan  totals  $100 

PLAN  1 : $100.00  in  1 payment 

PLAN  2:  $50.00  a year  for  2 years  (2  payments) 

PLAN  3:  $25.00  each  6 months  for  2 years  (4  payments) 

PLAN  4:  $20.00  each  5 months  for  25  months  (5  payments) 

PLAN  5:  $1  5.00  each  4 months  for  28  months  (7  payments  — 
last  payment  $10.00) 

PLAN  6:  $10.00  each  2 months  for  20  months  (10  payments) 
PLAN  7:  $5.00  each  2 months  for  40  months  (20  payments) 
PLAN  8:  $2.50  a month  for  40  months  (40  payments) 

NOTE:  Full  payment  may  be  made  at  any  time  within  the  pledge  period. 


MY  PLEDGE 

Yes,  I’m  one  of  1,944  Catholics  to  give  $100.00  to  Canada’s 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society’s  Building  Fund. 

I choose  plan  number  

I will  make  my  first  payment  

(date) 

Lest  I forget,  please  send  me  a reminder  one  week  in  advance  of  payments. 

Name  

Address  

Instruction:  Cut  out  and  mail  to: 

Father  Francis  Diemert,  S.F.M.,  2685  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto  13,  Ont. 


All  contributions  acknowledged  by  official  receipt  usable  for  Income  Tax  deductions. 
If  not  acknowledged  within  two  weeks,  please  notify  us. 


Will  You  Be  Remembered? 

Do  you  ever  visit  a graveyard?  Have  you  noticed  the  difference  between  the  graves 
of  those  whose  relatives  still  live  and  those  whose  loved  ones  are  also  dead?  One 
shows  signs  of  loving  care — the  other,  neglect.  There  is  no  one  to  remember!  No 
loving  hand  to  trim  the  grass,  pull  the  weeds,  straighten  the  cracked  and  leaning 
stone! 

Is  this  how  you  will  be  remembered  years  from  now?  Will  your  name  be  recalled 
only  by  the  stranger  who  chances  by?  It  could  well  be! 

You  can  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  you'll  never  be  forgotten  if  your 
name  is  written  in 

SCARBORO'S  BOOK  OF  PERPETUAL  REMEMBRANCE 

for  those  who  contribute  to  our  Building  Fund.  You  can  reserve  a full  page  (ten 
lines)  on  which  your  own  name  and  the  names  of  loved  ones  living  or  deceased 
may  be  written,  for  an  offering  of  $1,000.00. 

But  you  don't  have  to  reserve  a full  page.  You  can  take  one  line  or  more  at  the 

rate  of  $100.00  a line,  (see  pages  17-20). 

The  book  in  which  these  pages  are  inserted  is  permanently  enshrined  in  our  new 
Seminary  Chapel.  Till  the  end  of  time  the  names  in  the  book  will  be  remembered 
by  our  priests  and  seminarians  at  Mass.  Years  hence,  when  all  upon  whom  you 
depend  for  remembrance  are  dead,  prayers  will  still  be  ascending  to  Heaven  for 
you,  said  by  the  future  priests  and  seminarians  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission 
Society. 

For  more  information  write  to: 

SCARBORO  FATHERS,  2685  KINGSTON  RD.,  TORONTO  13,  ONTARIO 
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BANANAS  are  Yellow 

by  William  McNabb,  S.F.M. 


Banana  plantations  employ 
many  workers  in  the  Do- 
minican Republic.  Not 
widely  known  is  the  fact 
that  this  fruit,  eaten  and 
enjoyed  in  millions  of  North 
American  homes,  is  very 
difficult  to  grow.  Great 
care  must  be  taken.  The 
plant  has  many  enemies— 
diseases  that  attack  the 
roots,  stem  and  leaves  or 
the  fruit  itself. 

Roads  are  cut  through  a 
plantation  to  enable  cutters 
and  sprayers  to  move  about 
freely.  When  cut,  the  ends 
of  the  stalks  are  painted,  to 
prevent  drying  up  of  the 
juicy  stem.  Cellophane  bags 
are  used  to  keep  the  bana- 
nas clean  and  dry. 
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Father  William  McNabb,  S.F.M. 
examines  the  broad  leaf  of  a banana 
plant  The  tall  trees  must  be  suppor- 
ted by  wooden  props  or  the  heavy 
weight  of  the  stalks  would  break 
them. 


Workers  cut  down  the  stalks  with  machettes.  Foam  rubber  shoulder  pads  are  worn 
to  ease  the  weight  of  the  fruit.  Each  tree  sends  out  shoots  that  spring  into  new 
plants.  A tree  produces  a single  stalk  of  bananas  in  a yean 


Banana  plants  need  a great 
deal  of  water,  which  is  scarce 
in  some  parts  of  the  Domini- 
can Republic. 

Here,  a diesel  plant  pumps 
underground  water  to  the  sur- 
face — - from  a depth  of  a 
thousand  feet. 


Below:  A network  of  canals 
running  through  the  planta- 
tion assures  thirsty  plants  of 
an  adequate  supply  of  water. 


Blankets  are  placed  between  layers  of  stalks  to  prevent  bruising. 
Trucks  carry  them  to  the  docks  to  be  loaded  on  a banana  boat. 


The  fumigating  crew,  with  their 
truck  load  of  equipment.  Bananas 
have  many  insect  enemies  and  only 
constant  spraying  can  keep  them 
healthy. 


Officials  at  the  dock  check 
the  shipments  and  collect 
export  taxes.  Banana  boats 
are  small  and  fast  as  de- 
liveries must  be  made  quick- 
ly to  avoid  spoilage.  This 
load  is  on  its  way  to  the 
United  States. 


'ceaswn 


l extend  my  prayerful  best  withes  and 
as  my  special  grit  to  Vou,  ! have 
requested  that  you  be  included  in  a 


J^emsaiber,  O mast  grwrmus  Virgin  Mary,  that 
wvcr  w»  it  VhwN  (bat  anyone  wit*  8ed  <0 
(by  protection,  implored  thy  help...  or  90 ogf* 
thy  intetOfsnon,  w»  left  unaw ied,  inspired  witi) 
tiiis  eonfideocr,  i 8y  mto  thee,  O Virgin  of 
Virgin*,  my  Mother.  T»  thee  i come-  Before  thee 
) stand  sinful  and  sotrovrfaf  O Mother  «<  the 
Word  in<araa«  despise  not  ray  petitions*  hot 
in  thy  mercy  bear  and  answar  nsc.  Amen.  , 


of  Fatima  to  be  offered  by  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  during  the 


**■!,*  wwv  S !.'«»»« 


With  best  wishes  from: 


CeMbtdi 


' ccaston 


ose 


q, 


ccasions 


A Baptism,  Confirmation,  Ordination,  Gradua- 
tion, or  any  other  event  will  be  remembered  in  a 
Novena  of  Masses  celebrated  in  honour  of  Our 
Lady  of  Fatima  by  the  Scarboro  Fathers,  if  you 
send  one  of  Scarboro’s  Spiritual  Bouquet  All 
Occasion  cards.  This  will  be  certified  on  the  card 
by  one  of  our  priests. 


Send  one 
of  our 
beautiful 
Spiritual 
Bouquet 
Greeting  Cards 
in 

color 


Order  as  many  of  these  Greeting  cards  as  you 
wish,  or  make  up  a box  of  ten  assorted  cards  from 
the  selection  listed  below. 

IT  IS  NOT  NECESSARY  TO  SEND  MONEY 
WITH  YOUR  ORDER. 


You  pay  for  the  cards  as  you  use  them,  at  the 
rate  of  $1.00  each.  This  money  helps  finance  the 
works  of  our  Society. 


order  from 


SCARBORO  MISSIONS 
PROMOTION  DEPT. 
2685  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto  13,  Ont. 


FOR  YOUR  CHOICE 

Birthday — Wedding 
Wedding  Anniversary — Thank  You 
Get  Well — New  Baby — Mother’s  Day 
All  occasion  cards 
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by  Rt.  Rev.  John  M.  Fraser,  S.F.M. 

Mon  signor  Fraser’s  autobiography  began  in  the 
January  issue  of  Scarboro  Missions 

I met  a Father  Taylor,  professor  in  the  minor  seminary  of  Armagh. 
He  said  that  perhaps  his  brother  in  Scotland  might  undertake  the 
work.  I crossed  over  to  Glasgow,  to  Bearsden  where  Father  T.  N. 
Taylor,  author  of  the  Life  of  the  Little  Flower  and  founder  of  the 
shrine  of  Our  Lady  at  Carfin,  was  professor  in  the  seminary  there. 
He  also  declined  the  big  undertaking,  but  later  wrote  me  not  to 
worry,  that  the  Little  Flower  had  indicated  to  him  that  there  would 
be  a seminary  for  China  in  Ireland. 

My  visit  to  the  national  seminary  in  Scotland,  however,  was  not 
without  fruit.  I gave  a lecture  (with  coloured  slides  on  China)  to  the 
students.  One  of  them,  Mr.  McArdle,  volunteered  to  go  to  China. 
Taking  advantage  of  Father  O’Donnell’s  offer  I had  him  transferred 
to  All  Hallows,  and  adopted  by  Bishop  Faveau  of  Hangchow,  China. 
He  was  the  first  Scottish  Catholic  missionary  to  go  to  China,  or  rather 
I should  say,  the  second,  as  my  brother  William  was  also  born  in 
Scotland  and  he  went  to  China  before  Father  McArdle.  Father 
McArdle  did  good  work  in  China.  He  built  several  fine  churches, 
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and  campaigned  for  China  in  Australia.  Unfortunately,  on  a visit  to 
the  homeland,  he  took  pneumonia  and  died.  He  left,  however,  a 
valuable  successor,  Father  Conway,  also  from  Glasgow,  Scotland, 
whom  he  had  induced  to  follow  in  his  footsteps  to  China.  Father 
Conway  was  recently  expelled  by  the  Communists  and  is  now  en- 
gaged in  parish  work  in  Scotland. 

I made  a rapid  tour  through  England  in  the  hope  of  getting  mis- 
sionaries, or  at  least  funds  for  China.  At  Westminster  Cathedral  in 
London,  I was  told  the  rector  was  absent,  and  nothing  could  be  done 
until  his  return,  two  weeks  hence.  They  reckoned  I could  collect 
about  fifty  dollars.  I did  not  think  it  would  be  worth  my  while  to 
j wait.  I could  do  better  in  America.  In  Manchester  I lodged  with 
j^^Bishop  Cassertelli.  While  in  the  sacristy  I thought  to  myself,  “Here 
I am  leaving  England  and  I have  not  found  a single  vocation  for 
China.  Nor  is  there  a single  English  Catholic  missionary  in  China 
while  the  Protestants  have  thousands.”  I glanced  into  the  Cathedral. 
There  was  a boy  fervently  praying  before  the  altar  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin.  I wondered,  “why  could  he  not  be  a missionary  in  China? 
I will  call  him  and  ask.”  I beckoned  him  to  come,  and  waited.  He  must 
have  misunderstood  my  signals  for,  when  I looked  again,  he  was  still 
praying.  “It  seems  foolish,”  I thought  “to  ask  a perfect  stranger  if  he 
would  like  to  go  to  China ; and  yet  I began  this  affair  and  will  see  it 
through.”  I called  him  again,  and  made  sure  he  heeded  me  this 
time.  He  came  into  the  sacristy,  wondering  what  I wanted. 

“Would  you  like  to  be  a priest?”  I asked. 

“Oh,  yes,  Father,  that  is  just  what  I was  praying  for.” 

“Would  you  be  willing  to  go  anywhere  if  you  were  a priest?” 
“Yes,  Father.” 

“To  China  as  a missionary?” 

“Yes,  Father.” 

“Well,  then,  I am  a missionary  from  China,  and  can  have  you  edu- 
cated at  Mungret  College  in  Ireland.” 

I went  to  his  parish  priest  to  get  a recommendation.  He  was  sur- 
prised that  the  boy  should  have  been  praying  in  the  Cathedral,  which 
was  not  his  parish  church  and  at  the  very  moment  that  I arrived.  It 
was  providential.  “A  miracle”  he  called  it!  When  the  Bishop  of  Man- 
chester heard  the  story  he  promised  five  pounds  a year  towards  his 
education.  A Protestant  uncle  of  the  boy,  to  whom  I appealed,  also 
promised  five  pounds.  That  was  half  the  sum  needed.  The  Apostolic 
College  of  Mungret  would  supply  the  rest. 
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I wrote  to  Father  Brown,  S.J.  who  had  charge  of  recruiting  mis- 
sion-minded subjects  and  John  O’Rourke  was  accepted.  That  was 
in  1911  and  I heard  no  more  about  him  until  I returned  to  Ireland 
in  1919. 

I was  walking  through  the  corridor  of  All  Hallows  College  when 
a young  man  in  soutane  accosted  me,  “Do  you  remember  me?” 

“No.” 

“I  am  John  O’Rourke  and  I am  ashamed  I am  not  going  to  China. 
But  it  is  not  my  fault.  World  War  broke  out  and  I was  about  to  be 
conscripted  unless  I was  immediately  adopted  by  a Bishop  and  re- 
ceived Holy  Orders.  There  happened  to  be  a Bishop  from  South 
Africa  in  the  College  at  the  time  and  I signed  up  with  him.  But  be 
assured,  Father,  I will  do  my  best  to  send  someone  from  South 
Africa  to  take  my  place  in  China.” 

He  continued  his  course  in  Rome,  was  ordained  priest,  and  before 
leaving  for  Africa  sent  us  enough  moral  theologies  for  all  our  stu- 
dents in  Scarboro. 

Crossing  the  Irish  Sea,  I went  to  Maynooth.  I interested  the  Spirit- 
ual Director  of  that  seminary  in  the  native  seminarians  of  China.  He 
wrote  articles  in  the  Catholic  papers  and  went  into  the  work  of  col- 
lecting burses  for  Chinese  seminarians  on  a grand  scale.  Later  he 
sent  hundreds  of  burses  to  the  bishops  in  China.  When  I told  him  I 
was  leaving  Ireland  for  good  he  burst  into  tears.  He  was  persuaded 
the  work  I had  done  to  establish  a seminary  for  China  would  come 
to  naught.  But  I knew  that  “vir  obediens  cantat  victorias.”  (Let  the 
obedient  man  chant  victories.)  In  obeying  my  Bishop  who  had  sent 
me  to  collect  funds  and  return  to  China,  God  would  provide  for  the 
future.  So  He  did,  as  will  be  seen  in  the  sequel. 

At  Maynooth  I had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  King  George  V and 
Queen  Mary  who  were  paying  the  seminary  a visit.  When  Her  Maj- 
esty was  being  shown  the  beautiful  vestments  donated  by  the  Em- 
press of  Austria,  who  had  also  visited  Maynooth,  I happened  to  be 
standing  at  the  door  of  the  sacristy  when  she  came  out.  She  smiled 
and  bowed  to  me  in  passing.  I felt  quite  elated  to  be  saluted  by  the 
Queen  of  the  great  British  Empire. 

Some  Irish  boys  had  volunteered  to  study  for  China,  so  before 
leaving  Ireland  I sent  them  to  Mungret.  They  had  first  to  be  examined 
before  acceptance.  As  one  of  them  was  poorly  clad  I brought  him  to 
a clothing  store  and  had  him  fitted  out  with  a new  suit  so  as  not  to 
make  a bad  impression  on  the  examiners. 
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Before  sailing  from  Cork  on  the  “Campania”  I paid  a visit  to  St. 
Mary  of  the  Isle  Convent.  The  Sisters  told  me  about  “a  dear  little 
boy  who  comes  every  morning  to  serve  our  Mass”  and  who  attends 
Mungret  College  intending  to  become  a missionary.  I went  to  Daniel 
Carey’s  home.  He  was  out  at  the  time.  When  I told  his  mother  that 
I hoped  Daniel  would  go  to  China,  like  a good  Irish  Catholic  mother 
she  said:  “He  would  be  delighted.”  She  also  told  me  that  recently  her 
daughter,  fifteen  years  old,  had  gone  to  South  America  with  two 
nuns  to  become  a missionary  Sister.  When  Daniel  came  in  we  went 
together  to  visit  the  convents  and  to  ask  the  nuns  to  pray  for  the 
conversion  of  China.  The  Sisters  were  delighted  to  see  this  future 
missionary,  and  said  they  would  pray  for  his  perseverance. 

The  next  time  I saw  Father  Carey  was  in  1919  at  Dalgan  Park.  He 
was  preparing  to  join  the  Society  of  St.  Columban,  but  the  Superiors, 
on  hearing  his  story,  and  learning  how  urgently  I needed  professors 
in  my  newly-founded  Canadian  seminary,  allowed  him  to  join  my 
work  in  Canada.  He  was  the  first  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  priest 
ordained.  He  went  to  China  and  stayed  until  the  Communists  in- 
vaded our  district,  when  he  returned  to  Canada  and  joined  the  Arch- 
diocese of  Vancouver.  He  is  now  one  of  the  Diocesan  Consultors, 
the  Rt.  Rev.  Monsignor  Daniel  J.  Carey. 

On  that  trip  across  the  Atlantic  we  nearly  met  with  an  accident. 
We  were  travelling  at  top  speed  through  a dense  fog.  All  of  a sudden 
I saw  officers  running  down  the  deck.  Just  then  a vessel  cut  across 
our  bow.  A moment  sooner  or  later  and  there  would  have  been  a 
collision.  Our  ship  slowed  down  after  that. 

On  reaching  the  United  States  in  October,  1911,  I began  a five 
months’  campaign  for  funds  in  all  the  big  cities  of  the  eastern  States 
from  Boston  to  Baltimore,  preaching  in  the  churches  every  Sunday 
without  exception  at  all  the  Masses.  On  week-days  I gave  illustrated 
lectures  on  China  in  seminaries,  colleges  and  academies.  I made 
many  friends  who  continued  to  help  me  after  I returned  to  China. 
Several  promised  to  build  churches  and  kept  their  promise.  By  Feb- 
ruary, 1912,  having  amassed  the  sum  of  twelve  thousand  dollars,  I 
decided  to  return  to  China.  For  the  last  two  weeks  I obtained  per- 
mission from  the  Bishop  of  Brooklyn  to  collect  in  his  diocese.  I went 
to  a likely  parish  with  Bishop  MacDonald’s  letter,  but  the  priest 
said  he  could  not  give  me  a collection,  but  that  in  the  next  parish  I 
ought  to  get  one.  It  was  near  dinner-time.  He  looked  at  the  clock  and 
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said : “If  you  hurry,  you  will  get  the  pastor  in  before  he  goes  to  din- 
ner.” I hurried  to  the  next  parish.  Before  I got  to  the  rectory  I saw 
the  pastor  enter  and  the  door  close.  I had  to  go  through  all  the  usual 
performance  of  ringing  the  bell,  presenting  my  card  to  the  maid,  and 
asking  to  see  the  pastor.  This  good  old  Irish  priest  after  hearing  my 
appeal,  said:  “Well,  Father,  first  of  all  let  us  take  dinner.”  During 
the  meal  I spoke  a great  deal  about  China.  Father  Galvin,  one  of  the 
curates,  was  sitting  opposite  me,  silent,  but  taking  it  all  in.  The  first 
curate  said : “There’s  your  man !”  pointing  to  Father  Galvin. 

On  leaving  the  dining-room  the  latter  whispered:  “Come  to  see 
me  after  you  get  through  with  the  pastor!”  Sensing  that  he  might 
propose  going  to  China,  I enquired  of  the  pastor  as  to  his  character. 
“He  is  a very  energetic  man,”  he  replied.  That  was  recommendation 
enough  for  me.  Father  Galvin  and  I talked  over  everything.  He  in- 
vited me  to  come  to  see  him  in  a week’s  time. 

During  the  week,  he  made  up  his  mind;  he  would  go  to  China. 

He  felt  that  if  he  did  not  go  he  would  be  lacking  in  Faith.  As  he  look- 
ed at  the  Blessed  Sacrament  during  Benediction  his  Faith  told  him 
that  Christ  was  present.  Faith  also  told  him  that  millions  of  souls 
were  being  lost  in  China  for  want  of  missionaries.  If  he  left  Brooklyn 
he  reasoned,  another  priest  would  soon  take  his  place;  but  nobody 
would  take  his  place  in  China  if  he  did  not  go.  He  told  me  how  on  the 
day  I called  the  week  previously,  he  had  three  times  been  on  the  point 
of  going  to  New  York  to  consult  the  Director  of  the  Propagation  of 
the  Faith  as  to  choosing  a mission,  but  each  time  he  was  delayed  by 
a sick  call  until  dinner-time  when  I arrived.  “I  will  go  to  China,”  he 
said,  “but  I must  go  with  you.  I would  be  afraid  I might  change  my 
mind  if  you  left  me  to  come  later.  I have  an  old  mother  in  Ireland, 
in  Cork,  but  I will  go  to  China  without  seeing  her.”  V 

“In  that  case,”  I said,  “you  will  have  to  hurry,  as  I am  leaving 
within  a fortnight.  I have  already  booked  my  passage  to  China.”  He 
wrote  to  Cork  and  received  permission  from  his  bishop  in  time  for  us 
to  go  to  Toronto  together.  We  left  there  on  March  1st,  1912  for  Van- 
couver where  we  embarked  on  an  Empress  liner. 

Before  leaving  New  York  I had  gone  to  the  Sacred  Heart  Academy 
and  begged  a Mass  kit.  My  plea  was  that  we  two  priests  would  be 
deprived  of  offering  the  Holy  Sacrifice  all  the  way  across  the  Pacific 
if  we  did  not  have  one.  That  was  enough  to  move  the  heart  of  the 
good  Sisters  who  went  down  town  to  Benziger  Bros,  and  bought  a 
beautiful  one  for  us. 
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In  mid-ocean  I related  to  Father  Galvin  the  work  I had  done  in 
Ireland. 

“And  why  did  you  not  stay  there  and  continue  it?”  he  asked. 

“That’s  for  you  to  do.  You  are  an  Irishman  and  can  do  it  better.” 

“But  I am  going  to  China,  not  to  Ireland,  now.” 

“You  are  going  in  the  right  direction,”  I said.  “You  would  need 
to  be  a few  years  in  China  as  a missionary  before  you  could  under- 
take the  work.” 

He  remained  silent,  thoughtful. 

And  so  it  turned  out.  During  the  four  years  he  spent  in  Hangchow 
diocese  he  wrote  to  me  several  times  urging  me  to  go  to  Ireland  to 
continue  the  work  and  I would  answer:  “You  are  an  Irishman.  It  is 
for  you  to  go!” 

In  1916  we  met  in  Shanghai.  After  a long  conversation  in  which  I 
gave  him  all  the  reasons  why  he  should  undertake  the  work  of  found- 
ing a seminary  in  Ireland  for  China,  he  said:  “Well,  I guess  I must 
go.”  He  was  ill  with  anaemia  before  he  sailed  for  America  but  re- 
covered completely  during  the  voyage.  He  founded  the  Society  of 
Saint  Columban  and  in  1920  returned  to  China  with  the  first  band  of 
seventeen  missionaries,  and  later  became  their  Bishop.  Recently  he 
was  expelled  from  China  by  the  Communists.  He  died  in  Ireland  in 
April  1956. 

After  confiding  Father  Galvin  to  Bishop  Faveau  of  Hangchow, 
China,  I went  on  to  Shaohing  where  my  bishop,  Bishop  Reynaud 
was  distributing  food  to  a starving  population.  There  had  been  a 
terrible  disaster;  the  sea  dikes  had  been  broken  down  by  a tidal 
wave;  the  whole  district  had  remained  flooded  with  salt  water  for  a 
month;  the  crops  were  ruined.  The  people  had  eaten  up  every  bit  of 
vegetation,  even  the  leaves  and  roots  of  trees.  A carpenter  was  cutting 
wood  in  our  yard.  Two  little  children  begged  him  for  the  sawdust,  as 
they  said,  “to  put  in  their  rice  to  make  it  go  farther.” 

The  Bishop  did  not  recognize  me;  I had  shaved  off  my  beard  in 
America.  I gave  him  a thousand  dollars  for  the  orphans.  He  had  a 
thousand  of  them  crowded  in  the  orphanage.  His  funds  were  ex- 
hausted. He  had  spent  the  last  cent  to  buy  cloth  to  cover  twenty 
naked  infants  left  at  his  door,  I gave  him  another  thousand  to  buy 
food  for  four  thousand  famine-stricken  people  clamouring  at  our 
door.  On  accepting  my  gift  he  said,  “This  is  an  apparition  of  Prov- 
idence!” 

The  next  day  50,000  people  congregated,  seeking  the  Bishop’s 
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help.  I gave  him  $5,000  more  which  he  promised  to  refund  to  me  if 
favourable  answers  came  from  Cardinal  Farley  and  Bishop  O’Don- 
nell of  Brooklyn ; I had  sent  cablegrams  to  them  asking  their  help. 

Before  leaving  New  York  I had  interviewed  Bishop  O’Donnell  of 
Brooklyn  on  the  question  of  a famine  in  China.  Appeals  at  that  time 
had  been  sent  by  the  relief  societies  to  important  persons  in  the  Uni- 
ted States.  He  said  he  did  not  receive  a call.  “But  the  papers  are  full 
of  it,”  I said. 

“Oh,  we  can’t  believe  the  papers,”  he  said.  “If  the  Bishops  in 
China  want  help  why  don’t  they  let  us  know?” 

“Well,”  I said,  “I  am  going  to  China  right  away  and  I will  let  Your 
Excellency  know  the  situation  as  it  exists.” 

I also  wrote  a letter  about  the  famine  at  that  time  to  Cardinal 
Farley. 

Now  they  both  answered  generously  to  my  cablegrams,  each 
sending  $5,000  for  the  famine-stricken.  The  situation  was  saved  and 
the  people  of  Shaohing  erected  a monument  in  honour  of  Bishop 
Reynaud. 

The  Bishop  told  me  he  was  not  sending  me  back  to  Fenghwa  but 
was  giving  me  a new  parish  -a  bigger  parish— Taichowfu,  with 
three  counties,  each  with  a central  city  and  many  towns  and  villages. 
He  was  also  giving  me  an  assistant. 

At  Taichowfu  I had  to  begin  language  study  again ; the  dialect  was 
different  from  that  of  Ningpo.  It  was  a year  before  I ventured  to 
preach.  My  only  companion  was  the  Chinese  priest.  We  spoke  Latin 
together  and  when  absent  wrote  to  each  other  in  Latin.  It  was  awk- 
ward at  first,  but  by  degrees  one  becomes  fluent  in  the  language  of 
the  Church.  It  is  wonderful  how  well  Chinese  priests  and  French 
missionaries  speak  Latin.  Our  annual  retreats  were  preached  in 
Latin.  I remember  one  retreat  master,  Father  Wittib,  an  Austrian. 
Without  previous  preparation,  as  he  had  to  replace  at  a moment’s 
notice  a priest  who  took  sick,  he  preached  three  sermons  a day  for 
five  days,  in  Latin,  not  only  without  a mistake,  but  even  without 
hesitation. 

Among  the  sick-calls  I had,  one  was  to  Dazie,  Father  Kam’s  vil- 
lage, twenty  miles  away  over  rough  roads.  When  I arrived  at  the 
chapel  I was  told  that  the  old  man  had  died  thirteen  hours  previously, 
so  I delayed  in  going  to  the  house.  Before  dying  he  had  asked  his 
daughter  to  bring  him  his  best  clothes  saying:  “I  am  going  to  see  the 
King.”  While  I was  talking  with  the  catechist  the  daughter  of  the  de- 
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f ceased  rushed  in  to  say  that  his  body  was  still  warm.  This,  after 
thirteen  hours  in  winter  in  a cold  room,  seemed  extraordinary.  I lost 
no  time  in  administering  conditional  Extreme  Unction.  Soon  after, 
the  body  became  cold.  It  looked  as  though  through  God’s  mercy  the 
soul  had  remained  until  the  priest  arrived. 

A Protestant  paid  me  a visit  at  the  Dazie  chapel.  “Does  your  min- 
ister come  to  anoint  you  when  you  are  sick  and  dying?”  I asked. 
“No,”  he  said.  “Then  they  do  not  follow  the  Bible.”  I showed  him, 
in  his  own  Bible,  the  fifth  chapter  of  St.  James  epistle : 

“Is  any  man  sick  among  you?  Let  them  bring  in  the  priests  of  the 
Church  and  let  them  pray  over  him,  anointing  him  with  oil  in  the 
name  of  the  Lord.” 

The  Protestant  was  mystified  and  said,  “I  am  going  to  ask  our 
minister  the  next  time  I see  him  why  he  does  not  do  that.” 

While  I was  talking,  a man  rushed  in.  The  catechist  fifteen  miles 
away  was  very  sick.  I made  the  long,  tiresome  journey  there  and  back 
across  the  mountains  in  a sedan  chair.  The  catechist,  a very  holy 
man,  died  not  long  after  my  return. 

The  chapel  at  Dazie  was  upstairs  and  open  to  all  the  winds,  and  it 
was  mid-winter.  A little  girl  in  the  front  seat  was  screaming  with  the 
cold  all  through  the  sermon.  It  certainly  can  be  cold  in  some  parts  of 
China.  During  that  Mass,  when  I poured  a few  drops  of  water  into 
the  chalice,  they  froze  to  its  side. 

As  in  Ningpo,  so  in  Taichowfu,  I tried  to  foster  vocations  for  the 
priesthood  and  sent  a number  of  boys  to  the  seminary.  One  in  par- 
ticular was  extraordinary.  Even  before  he  was  baptized,  while  he 
was  a catechumen,  he  wanted  to  be  a priest.  Extremely  talented,  he 
was  the  wonder  of  the  other  boys  the  way  he  could  recite  his  lessons. 
Eventually  he  became  a Vincentian  priest.  Once  he  was  in  a ship- 
wreck. He  and  another  man  were  hanging  onto  a log.  Seeing  the  other 
man  was  exhausted  and  about  to  succumb,  the  priest  gave  him  a rapid 
instruction  and  baptized  him,  after  which  the  newly-baptized  man 
slipped  off  the  log  and  drowned ; the  priest  was  saved. 

I needed  catechists.  My  friends  in  America  came  to  the  rescue  with 
funds  for  their  support.  I opened  a training  school  for  catechists. 
Ten  graduated.  (One  of  the  aspirants  is  the  present  Father  Kam,  the 
only  Chinese  member  of  our  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society.  But 
more  about  him  later.)  The  pupils  of  my  class  for  catechists  had  to 
memorize  the  catechism,  the  long  morning  and  evening  prayers,  and 
learn  three  special  prayerbooks  and  a Chinese  missal.  They  had  to 
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listen  to  my  daily  instruction,  given  to  the  children,  and  repeat  it,  or 
(write  it,  the  next  day.  Some  of  them  performed  marvellous  feats  of 
memory,  repeating  every  word  of  my  instruction, 
j I sent  one  graduate  to  a pagan  town,  ten  miles  away.  He  went 
three  Sundays  in  succession  without  making  an  impression,  but  then 
the  converts  began  to  come  in,  and  in  three  months  some  of  the  wom- 
en instructed  in  my  newly-opened  convent  not  only  were  baptized, 
but  were  daily  communicants. 

Hearing  that  infanticide  was  rife  in  the  district,  I announced  to 
the  inhabitants  that,  rather  than  destroy  their  offspring,  they  could 
bring  them  to  me.  I was  soon  inundated,  with  a hundred  babies  on 
my  hands.  One  day,  six  were  left  at  my  door.  I hired  nurses,  built  a 
convent  and  begged  the  Bishop  to  send  me  some  foreign  Sisters.  He 
jcould  only  send  me  native  nuns.  I preferred  the  foreign  Sisters  as  they 
could  relieve  me  of  some,  if  not  all,  the  burden  of  supporting  the 
orphanage ; whereas  the  native  Chinese  nuns  were  a continual  drain 
on  my  resources.  Once,  with  the  Chinese  instinct  for  making  money, 
they  lent  a rice  dealer,  at  interest,  one  hundred  dollars  I had  given 
them  for  support.  He  failed,  and  they  lost  it  all,  principal  and  interest, 

I saw  I would  have  to  change  my  plans  or  else  I would  be  over- 
whelmed with  foundlings  to  support.  I sent  three  women  to  Ningpo 
to  take  a course  in  the  medical  treatment  of  infants.  On  their  return, 
(bringing  a supply  of  pills,  medicines  and  such,  I placed  them  in  my 
three  principal  cities  to  baptize  dying  infants.  By  this  means  we  saved 
more  souls  than  if  we  had  taken  them  into  the  orphanage. 

One  said:  “I  visited  the  local  pagan  orphanage  and  asked  the 
nurse  if  there  were  any  sick  children.  ‘Yes,’  she  said,  ‘there  are  two 
over  there  in  the  box.’  ‘Why  did  you  put  them  in  the  box?’  ‘Because 
I did  not  like  to  look  at  them  dying.’  I lifted  the  lid  and  found  two 
tiny  tots  breathing  their  last,  and  baptized  them.” 

My  best  benefactor  during  my  stay  in  Taichowfu  was  the  Catholic 
Record  of  London,  Ontario.  The  editor,  Dr.  G.  T.  Foley,  published 
my  letters  and  pictures.  This  was  an  unusual  concession  as  the  paper 
had  never  before  published  pictures.  He  opened  a column  and  a fund 
for  “Father  Fraser’s  Taichowfu  Mission”  and  continued  it  later  in 
aid  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society.  Up  till  then  I was 
known  only  in  the  United  States.  Through  the  Catholic  Record , with 
its  30,000  subscribers  scattered  throughout  Canada,  Canadians  came 
to  know  of  my  work  in  China,  and  the  task  of  founding  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  was  facilitated. 
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Will  You  Be  Remembered  ? 
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Do  you  ever  visit  a graveyard  ? Have  you  noticed  the  difference  between  the  graves 
of  those  whose  relatives  still  live  and  those  whose  loved  ones  are  also  dead?  One  shows 
signs  of  loving  care  — the  other,  neglect.  There  is  no  one  to  remember  ! No  loving 
hand  to  trim  the  grass,  pull  the  weeds,  straighten  the  cracked  and  leaning  stone  ! 


Is  this  how  you  will  be  remembered  years  from  now  ? Will  your  name  be  recalled 
only  by  the  stranger  who  chances  by  ? It  could  well  be  ! 


You  can  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  you'll  never  be  forgotten  if  your 
name  is  written  in 


SCARBORO'S  BOOK  OF  PERPETUAL  REMEMBRANCE 


for  those  who  contribute  to  our  Building  Fund.  You  can  reserve  a full  page  (ten 
lines)  on  which  your  own  name  and  the  names  of  loved  bnes  living  or  deceased 
may  be  written,  for  an  offering  of  $1,000.00. 


But  you  don't  have  to  reserve  a full  page.  You  can  take  one  line  or  more  at  the 
rate  of  $100.00  a line,  (see  pages  17-20).  v ,*• 


The  book  in  which  these  pages  are  inserted  is  permanently  enshrined  in  our  new 
Seminary  Chapel.  Till  the  end  of  time  the  names  in  the  book  will  be  remembered 
by  our  priests  and  seminarians  at  Mass.  Years  hence,  when  all  upon  whom  you 
depend  (For  remembrance  are  dead,  prayers  will  still  be  ascending  to  Heaven  for  you, 
said  by  the  future  priests  and  seminarians  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society. 


For  more  information  write  to: 

SCARBORO  FATHERS,  2685  KINGSTON  RD.,  TORONTO  13,  ONTARIO 
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How  many  is  too  many  ? 


How  many  Catholic  magazines  do  you  think  there  are  in 
Canada  and  the  United  States  ? The  Catholic  Press  Direc- 
tory for  1958-1959  lists  394.  That  doesn’t  count  Catholic  news- 
papers; there  are  145  of  them  listed.  And  this  is  not  a complete 
list.  Some  publications  are  not  listed,  others  began  after  the  list 
was  published.  But  even  if  there  were  only  394  magazines, 
that’s  quite  a few.  Some  people  think  it  is  too  many;  they 
would  like  to  see  some  of  them  die  out  or  merge  with  others 
of  their  kind.  And  when  these  people  start  talking  about 
magazine  mergers,  they  usually  pick  on  mission  magazines  first 
because  so  many  of  them  are  similar. 


Right  now,  I have  25  different  mission  magazines  on  my 
desk,  and  there  is  no  doubt  about  it,  some  of  them  look  more 
alike  than  the  Toni  twins.  And  they  are  all  doing  the  same 
thing,  whether  they  look  alike  or  not.  While  each  represents 
a different  mission  society,  they  are  all  trying  to  tell  people  of 
the  work  of  their  society  in  order  to  get  vocations,  prayers  and 
money. 

Well,  why  not  bring  some  of  them  together  ? Here’s  one 
reason.  If  a society  has  a job  worth  doing,  it  has  a job  worth 
supporting.  Each  one  of  these  mission  societies  has  been  ap- 
proved by  the  infallible  Church  of  Christ,  and  has  been  given 
by  that  Church,  a definite  job  to  do.  If  there  were  any  one 
society  big  enough  to  do  all  of  these  jobs  alone,  then  there 
might  be  no  need  for  other  societies.  The  one  society  could 
have  its  magazine,  and  the  rest  of  us  would  quit.  But  there  is 
no  society  that  big.  Instead,  we  have  many  smaller  societies, 
each  with  a particular  job  which  requires  the  support  of  prayers, 
vocations  and  money.  And  if  you  are  wondering  why  the 
smaller  societies  don’t  unite  to  form  one  huge  one,  maybe  it 
is  because,  providentially,  each  has  a character  and  a personality 
of  its  own,  and  God  is  glorified  through  these  things  just  as 
He  is  through  the  society’s  work. 

We  will  only  have  too  many  mission  societies  when  there 
are  no  longer  enough  pagans  in  the  world  to  keep  each  one 
busy.  Since  there  are  still  about  1,800,000,000  pagans,  that 
day  may  be  some  time  coming.  In  the  meantime,  each  society 
looks  to  its  mission  magazine  for  about  70%  of  the  support  it 
needs  to  carry  on. 
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SCARBORO  FATHERS  WHO  ATTENDED  THE  SCARBORO  FOREIGN  MISSION  SOCIETY'S 

THIRD  GENERAL  CHAPTER,  HELD  IN  JULY* 

Back  row,  1.  to  r. : Fathers  Patrick  McNamara,  Kenneth  Dietrich,  Robert  Hymus, 
Michael  Dwyer,  Gerard  McKernan,  Lawrence  Beal,  John  Kelly. 

Middle  row,  1.  to  r. : Father  John  McGoey,  Dr.  Rogers  Pelow,  Fathers  Alphonsus 
Chafe,  Alexander  J.  MacDonald,  Roland  Roberts,  Francis  Moylan,  Joseph  Ernewein. 

Front  row,  1.  to  r. : Fathers  Lome  McFarland,  Alexander  Macintosh,  Thomas 
McQuaid,  Msgr.  J.  M.  Fraser,  V.  Rev.  Francis  Diemert,  Most  Rev.  Kenneth 
Turner,  S.F.M.,  D.D.  exiled  Bishop  of  Lishui,  China,  Fathers  John  Fullerton, 

John  Mclver. 


You  are  requested  to  pray  for  the  repose  of  the  sou!  of  James  Vincent  Wakeham, 
father  of  Rev.  Mr.  Fred  Wakeham,  S.F.M.,  who  died  recently.  The  Scarboro 
Fathers  extend  sympathy  to  him  and  the  other  members  of  the  family. 
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In  my  endeavour  to  prove  worthy  of  the  trust  that  has  been  placed  in 
me  by  the  Third  General  Chapter  when  it  elected  me  the  Superior  General 
of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society,  I consider  it  one  of  my  first  duties, 
and  a privilege,  to  address  a few  words  to  our  dear  friends  and  good  bene- 
factors, the  readers  of  “Scarboro  Missions”. 

The  Chapter  marked  another  milestone  in  the  Society’s  history.  The 
progress  made  since  the  days  when  our  beloved  Founder,  Msgr.  Fraser, 
opened  “China  Mission  College”  in  Almonte,  indicates  clearly  that  God  has 
blessed  his  work.  The  Society  now  numbers  over  a hundred  priests  now 
working  in  Japan,  the  Philippines,  the  Dominican  Republic,  British  Guiana, 
St.  Vincent  and  the  Bahamas  as  well  as  Canada.  Students  preparing  for  the 
missionary  priesthood  number  seventy-five. 

The  additional  wing  to  the  old  Seminary  building,  and  the  new  chapel 
and  motherhouse  recently  completed,  thanks  to  the  untiring  efforts  of  Father 
McQuaid,  our  former  Superior-General,  and  his  Council,  permit  us  to  look 
hopefully  ahead  to  an  increase  in  prospective  members  of  the  Society  and 
to  the  expansion  of  our  work. 

We  are  deeply  grateful  to  you,  our  friends,  for  your  kindness  and  gene- 
rosity. We  realize  that  our  success  must  be  shared  with  the  mission-minded 
Catholics  of  our  great  country.  Indeed,  the  mustard  seed  is  growing  into 
a tree. 

When  we  remember  that  just  three  hundred  years  ago,  missionaries  first 
came  to  the  New  World,  we  begin  to  appreciate  the  work  and  Apostolic  zeal 
of  the  Canadian  hierarchy  and  clergy.  They  consolidated  the  Faith  in  Canada 
and  enabled  the  foundation  and  encouraged  the  growth  of  a Society  which 
represents  Canada’s  contribution  to  the  Mystical  Body  by  carrying  the  Faith 
to  countless  persons  all  over  the  world. 

To  continue  that  work  is  now  my  responsibility.  The  task  is  great  but 
its  approach  is  simple.  As  in  the  past,  cooperative  activity  will  do  it  — the 
Grace  of  God,  our  prudent  planning,  and  your  continued  help  by  prayer, 
sacrifice  and  alms  under  the  guidance  and  inspiration  of  your  good  Bishops 
and  priests.  These  efforts  will  lead  us  on,  I am  certain,  to  further  conquests 
of  souls  for  Christ  and  Holy  Mother  the  Church. 

May  God  bless  you. 


Sincerely  yours  in  Christ, 


*?%.  *Die*Ptesit,  S.  '7%,. 
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SCARBORO  COUNCIL  MEMBERS 


fr.  lorne  McFarland,  s.f.m. 

Secretary  General 


FR.  JOHN  McIVER,  S.F.M. 
Superior  — Scarboro  House,  N.S. 


FR.  JOHN  FULLERTON,  S.F.M. 
Vicar  General 


FR.  ALEXANDER  MacINTOSH,  S.F.M. 
Treasurer  General 
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Fr.  MacNeil,  in  humorous  vein,  com-  by  RODERICK  MACNEIL,  S.f.m. 

plains  about  a missionary  problem  he 
never  anticipated. 


Mo  One  Warned  Me 

‘(i If  out  "Thl 6 ! 


Of  all  the  countries  I have  seen, 
possibly  the  Philippines  can  boast 
of  having  the  most  loveable  children. 
It  is  true  that  everything  about  a 
child  is  not  loveable,  but  for  a priest, 
whom  all  call  Father,  and  who  is 
Father  to  them  all  without  owning 
any,  the  more  unpleasant  aspects  are 
not  much  of  a problem.  Rather,  the 
children  are  to  me,  not  only  pleasant 
companions,  but  very  frank  instruc- 
tors, and  the  veritable  barometers  of 
a locality. 

There  is  one  built-in  problem  with 
the  smaller  children,  however,  which 
hits  the  missionary  in  a weak  spot. 
They  talk  baby  talk!  If  this  baby 
talk  was  a dialect  of  English  it  would 
not  be  so  bad,  as  I spoke  the  stuff 
once  myself.  But  when  it  comes  in 
the  form  of  a broken  version  of  a 
South  Sea  language,  then  the  problems 
are  great  indeed. 

It  is  in  vain  that  one  explains  to 
a two-year  old  young  lady  that  one 
does  not  quite  grasp  the  grammatical 
construction  of  the  seventh  word  in 
her  sentence.  And  no  young  gentle- 
man of  the  same  age  can  be  success- 
fully drawn  into  giving  the  root  of  the 


incomprehensible  verbal  form  which 
he  uses  so  naturally  but  so  elusively. 

The  training  a missionary  receives 
is  necessarily  condensed  and  many 
things  cannot  be  given  adequate  atten- 
tion and  are  merely  mentioned  in 
passing.  But  this  problem  of  baby- 
talk,  I can  assure  you,  was  never  even 
mentioned  in  the  seminary  course  I 
followed!  However,  some  few  years 
on  the  missions  give  one  an  ability, 
by  rapidly  consulting  a mental  dictio- 
nary to  provide  “s’s”  for  little  tongues 
unable  to  pronounce  them  and  to 
substitute  “r’s”  for  the  “d’s”  or  Ts” 
that  are  heard.  Then  again,  one 
learns  that  children  generally  follow 
a straight  line  of  thought  when  intro- 
duced to  an  idea.  When  the  going 
gets  too  rough  and  the  lingo  of  the 
youngsters  gets  too  far  above  my 
head,  I have  learned  to  get  matters 
under  control  by  ignoring  the  ques- 
tions about  the  size  of  my  nose  and 
posing  a few  of  my  own  which  will 
bring  out  answers  I have  heard  al- 
ready. The  children  are  always  good 
sports,  drop  their  puzzling  enquiries 
and  head  off  on  the  new  tangent  where 
I can  follow  them  a little  better. 
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Indian  religions  men  have  said  that  devotion  to  Buddha  in  Japan  is  greater  than 
in  India  where  the  Sage  was  born.  Buddhists  use  rosaries  which  are  rolled  between 

the  hands  as  they  pray. 


\ A any  Japanese  believe  in  several 
-LVJL  faiths  at  once.  They  may  pay 
homage  at  a local  Shinto  shrine  or  Bud- 
dhist temple,  but  they  are  also  aware 
of  the  protective  power  of  other  divine 
beings. 


Shinto  is  the  national  religion  of 
Japan.  It  means  the  "way  of  the  Kami," 
or  the  "way  of  the  Gods."  Shintoism 
embraces  nature  — and  ancestor-wor- 
ship. Its  chief  deity  is  Amaterasu  — o 
— Miktimi,  the  Sun  Goddess  — the 
Great  Ancestress  of  the  Japanese  Im- 
perial House. 


Legend  has  it  that,  displeased  at  the 
rude  conduct  of  her  brother,  Prince 
Susanoo,  she  once  hid  herself  in  a cave 
and  the  world  was  cast  into  darkness. 
The  "eight  million  gods"  of  Shintoism 
— deities  of  the  sea,  river,  wind,  fire 
and  the  mountains,  held  a council.  They 
decided  that  they  would  make  music 
and  dance  and  that  a cock  should  crow 
at  break  of  day  at  the  mouth  of  the 
cave.  The  Goddess  looked  out  to  see 
what  all  the  noise  was  about  and  sun- 
shine reigned  once  more.  The  tori,  a 


simple  gateway  of  rough  logs  which 
marks  the  entrance  to  every  Shinto 
shrine,  is  an  imitation  of  the  gateway 
on  which  the  mythological  cock  perched. 


Worship  at  a Shinto  shrine  consists  of 
obeisances,  offerings,  prayers,  and  puri- 
fication — frequent  ablutions  of  the 
body  practised  by  Shinto  priests  and 
devout  believers,  to  obtain  cleanness  of 
body  and  soul.  The  gods  are  invoked  to 
obtain  health,  success,  a happy  marriage 
and  so  on.  Shintoism  teaches  that  the 
spirit  lives  on  after  death  but  otherwise 
its  teachings  are  not  quite  clear.  "Fol- 
low the  genuine  impulses  of  your  heart" 
is  the  essence  of  its  ethical  teaching. 


Buddhism  was  brought  to  Japan  from 
Korea  in  552  A.D.  The  King  of  Kudara, 
Korea,  sought  aid  from  Japan  in  time 
of  war  and  sent  scriptures  and  a gilded 
statue  of  Buddha  to  the  Emperor.  This 
was  soon  followed  by  Buddhist  priests 
and  nuns,  temple  architects  and  image 
carvers.  The  Emperor  ordered  the  new 
religion  propagated  and  finally  it  obtain- 
ed a firm  footing  in  the  Court  and  the 
Empire.  Korean  bonzes  brought  Con- 
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Devout  followers  of  Shinto  perform  their  ablutions  before  a shrine. 

Salt  and  water  are  used. 


fucianist  and  Taoist  writings  to  Japan 
also  and  opened  schools  of  Chinese  lit- 
erature. There  was  a flowering  of  in- 
terest in  the  arts  and  sciences,  literature 
and  philosophy. 

Buddhism  is  the  religion  founded  in 
India  in  the  6th  century  B.C.  by  Siddar- 
tha  Gautama,  called  the  Buddha,  or  En- 
lightened One.  He  was  a moral  teacher 
who  told  his  followers  to  "reason  and 
recognize  human  values  and  cultivate 


tendencies  and  actions  which  produce 
and  preserve  life's  true  values."  Some 
of  his  followers  have,  however,  created 
elaborate  religious  systems  far  removed 
from  his.  Buddhism  in  Japan  today  has 
five  major  divisions.  (Shinto  has  two). 
Most  interesting  to  the  West  is  the  Zen 
sect.  This  makes  meditation  the  sole 
way  to  salvation,  through  enlighten- 
ment. Simple  living  and  strict  self-dis- 
cipline are  also  necessary. 
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A five-storied  pagoda,  Nikko,  Japan.  It 
stands  105  ft.  high  and  is  decorated  with 
12  zodiacal  signs. 


Confucianism  stresses  filial  piety  and 
fidelity  to  the  Sovereign.  It  provided 
new  reasons  for  remaining  faithful  to  the 
ancient  Shinto.  Taoism  is  an  obscure 
religion  full  of  superstitious  practices. 
It  has  evolved  until  it  has  become  a 
kind  of  true  theism  offering  prayers  to 
the  Pure  August  One  in  his  glorious 
heaven. 

There  are  numerous  other  religious 
sects  in  Japan  but  the  third  great  reli- 
gious division  is  that  of  Christianity. 
Portuguese  traders  first  introduced  it  but 
it  really  began  to  penetrate  with  the 
arrival  of  St.  Francis  Xavier  in  1549. 
Over  200,000  Japanese  became  Cath- 
olics including  nobles,  generals  and  ladies 
of  high  rank.  Catholicism  was  alternately 


favoured  and  persecuted.  In  1637  twen- 
ty thousand  Catholics  of  Kyushu  rose  in 
revolt  against  a cruel  persecution  and 
were  massacred  — as  much,  it  is  said, 
as  the  result  of  local  misgovernment  as 
to  religious  causes.  For  two  centuries 
Japanese  Christianity  was  practically 
eliminated.  But,  in  1865,  a month  after 
the  erection  of  a Roman  Catholic  Church 
in  Nagasaki,  thousands  of  Catholics 
were  found  in  the  area  who  had  kept 
their  Faith  and  now  made  open  profes- 
sion of  it. 

Protestants  began  work  in  Japan, 
about  1 859  but,  with  the  Catholics,  met 
many  obstacles.  The  Constitution  of 
1889,  following  the  Meiji  Restoration, 
granted  full  religious  liberty. 

There  are  241,493  Catholics  in  Japan, 
in  a total  population  of  91,523,226. 
They  are  the  largest  Christian  sect,  fol- 
lowed in  order  by  Presbyterians,  Meth- 
odists, Congregationalists,  Episcopalians, 
Baptists,  and  those  of  other  denomina- 
tions. 

A gigantic  missionary  task  faces  the 
Church  in  this  land  which  has  absorbed 
many  Western  ideas,  some  of  them  de- 
trimental to  it. 

Japan  presents  special  missionary 
problems.  The  people  are  religious,  but 
in  their  own  way.  They  have  a deep 
sense  of  the  mystery  of  nature  and  life 
in  this  world  and  the  next  interpenetrate 
to  a much  greater  degree  than  in  the 
West.  But  theirs  is  a faith  which  does 
not  demand  knowledge  and  understand- 
ing. 

Many  Japanese  intellectuals  have  ab- 
sorbed Western  ideas  which  regard  all 
religion  as  superstition.  They  know  the 
political  history  of  the  West  but  not  its 
religious  history  or  the  influence  of 
Christianity.  But  they  listen  willingly  to 
those  who  speak  intelligently  to  them. 

Although  the  Church  has  not  yet  made 
gigantic  strides  in  Japan  there  are  many 
hopeful  signs  for  its  future. 
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The  Church  of  the  26  Martyrs,  Nagasaki.  Built  in  1864  by  a French  missionary 
in  memory  of  26  Christian  martyrs  who  were  persecuted  in  1596  for  their  Faith. 
When  the  church  was  opened,  many  Japanese  came  forward  to  proclaim,  their 
Catholicism,  which  they  had  secretly  practised  for  200  years. 


Scarboro  Missions 


13 


HONGKONG  : Bishop  Lawrence 

Bianchi  of  Hongkong  has  urged  all 
countries  that  are  in  a position  to  do 
so  to  follow  the  example  of  Britain 
and  contribute  money  to  aid  the  refu- 
gees who  have  fled  from  Communist 
China  to  Hongkong.  Britain  has  con- 
tributed 100,000  pounds  sterling  to 
the  World  Refugee  Year  and  part  of 
it  will  go  to  Hongkong. 

Social  welfare  workers  in  Hong- 
kong have  estimated  that,  in  spite  of 
the  Government’s  herculean  effort  to 
provide  shelter  for  the  refugees,  and 
in  spite  of  many  thousands  of  cottages 
built  by  Catholic  Welfare  Agencies, 
there  are  still  230,000  people  without 
a home.  Some  150,000  are  living  in 
flimsy  shacks  built  of  cardboard,  tar 
paper,  or  whatever  can  be  found  in 
the  streets.  80,000  are  street  sleepers, 
people  who  have  no  abode  whatsoever. 

Father  Vath,  Secretary  of  Catholic 
Charities,  said  that  “the  problem  of 
Hongkong  was  perhaps  the  most  ur- 
gent in  the  world  and  one  which 
should  concern  all  people.”  Tuber- 
culosis and  other  contagious  diseases 
rage  unchecked.  Occasionally  fire 
sweeps  through  thousands  of  huts. 
The  simplest  necessity  — a drink  of 
water  — is  hard  to  come  by.  The 
shortage  is  so  severe  that  the  city 
mains  are  turned  on  for  only  three 
hours  each  day.  The  average  refugee 
eats  a bowl  of  rice  and  salted  vegeta- 
ble in  mid-morning  and  another  at 
night  — a total  of  300  calories  a day. 

Fides. 


ROME:  His  Eminence  Gregoire  Pier- 
re Cardinal  Agagianian,  Pro-prefect 
of  the  Sacred  Congregation  for  the 
Propagation  of  the  Faith,  has  expres- 
sed the  hope  that  all  priests  will  join 
the  Missionary  Union  of  the  Clergy. 
Fides,  mission  news  agency,  has  re- 
ported that  the  Cardinal  foresees  the 
missions  prospering  if  all  priests  enroll 
in  the  Missionary  Union  and  they 
and  their  faithful  become  inscribed 
as  interested  members  of  the  pontifi- 
cal missionary  societies. 

Mission  Secretariat . 

MANILA,  Philippines:  During  the 
past  year  members  of  the  Catholic 
Women’s  League  of  the  Philippines 
have  taught  catechism  to  87,645  chil- 
dren and  8,599  adults.  The  CWL’s 
56,000  members  also  brought  priests 
to  the  bedside  of  1,148  dying  per- 
sons. The  CWL  maintains  sixty-five 
catechetical  centers,  eighteen  kinder- 
gartens, five  intermediate  schools, 
seven  high  schools,  three  adult  schools, 
eighteen  medical  clinics  and  four 
legal  clinics. 

Mission  Bulletin. 

THE  BEST  WAY  ! 

to  send  money  to  a Scarboro 
Father  overseas  is  to  mail  it  to 
us.  We  get  it  to  him  safely  and 
we  issue  you  a receipt  for 
Income  Tax  purposes.  j 

Mail  to:  SCARBORO  FATHERS, 

2685  Kingston  Road, 

Toronto  1,  Ontario. 
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BRITISH  GUIANA:  Bishop  Richard 
Lester  Guilly,  S.J.,  Bishop  of  George- 
town, B.G.  has  announced  that  pro- 
perty for  a Minor  Seminary  has  been 
secured  on  the  East  Coast,  Demerara, 
just  east  of  Plaisance.  The  Bishop 
urged  the  pressing  need  of  the  Dio- 
cese for  priests,  and  the  necessity  of 
building  up  a strong  body  of  Guianese 
secular  priests. 

Catholic  Standard . 

TOKYO:  A very  special  housing 

project  is  underway  to  house  a com- 
munity of  ragpickers.  On  a four-acre 
tract  of  land  will  arise  a new  Ants’ 
Town,  so  named  because  ragpickers 
in  Japan  are  well  regarded  as  honest, 
self-respecting,  hard-working  and  in- 
dustrious. The  new  project  is  a me- 
morial to  honor  a young  woman, 
Satoko  Kitahara,  who  died  early  this 
year  after  seven  years  devoted  to  the 
welfare  of  the  ragpickers. 

Daughter  of  a wealthy  university 
professor,  Miss  Kitahara,  a convert 
to  Roman  Catholicism,  moved  into 
the  ragpickers  community  to  care  for 
the  children,  the  sick  and  the  needy. 
Her  interest  was  aroused  by  a Polish 
Franciscan  monk,  Brother  Zeno  Ze- 
browsky. 

A bust  of  her  stands  on  the  new 
community  grounds  as  a reminder  to 
all  of  her  selfless  devotion,  and  the 
new  housing  project  is  a further  tri- 
bute.* 

Japan  Reports. 

* Scarboro  Missions  carried  the  story  of  the 
“Angel  of  Ants’  Town”  in  the  April  issue. 


THE  CARD 


YOU  WANT  WHEN 


YOU  WANT  IT! 


That’s  what  we  offer  you  in  our 
beautiful  selection  of  Spiritual  Bou- 
quet Greeting  Cards.  Each  card  says 
that  the  receiver  will  be  remembered 
in  a Novena  of  Masses  offered  in 
honor  of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima.  Make 
up  your  own  box  of  10  cards  from 
the  following: 

Birthday 

Wedding 

Wedding  Anniversary 

Thank  You 

Get  Well 

New  Baby 

Sympathy 

All  Occasion 

Order  a box  today.  Ten 
cards  to  a box. 

No  money  now.  Pay  as 
you  use  them . 

Offering  for  each  card 
used:  $1.00 

Promotion  Dept. 

Scarboro  Missions, 

2685  Kingston  Rd., 

Toronto  13,  Ont. 

N.B.  These  are  NOT  Mass  Cards. 
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25  Years  in  the  Priesthood 


Father  Patrick  Moore  is  known  all 
over  the  world  as*  Scarboro’s  Fatima 
priest,  an  honor  which  he  shares  with 
Msgr.  Wm.  C.  McGrath,  S.F.M.  He 
has  travelled  through  North  and 
South  America  and  the  Orient  with 
the  Pilgrim  Virgin  Statue  of  Our 
Lady,  preaching  the  message  of  Fa- 
tima. 

He  was  born  in  Ingersoll,  Ont.  and 
ordained  at  St.  Peter’s  Seminary, 
London,  on  Sept.  23,  1934.  He  as- 
sisted in  parishes  in  Canada  and  then 
went  to  China  in  1936.  Because  of 
ill  health  he  returned  to  Canada  the 
following  year.  For  a while  he  was 
stationed  in  Vancouver.  In  1942  he 
was  appointed  to  the  Seminary  staff 
as  Prefect  of  Discipline  and  in  1944 
went  as  a missionary  to  the  Domini- 
can Republic,  returning  to  Canada  in 
1947.  Since  then  he  has  been  touring 
with  the  statue.  He  is  now  in  the 
Philippines,  preaching  the  message  of 
Fatima. 


Father  Lome  McFarland  was  born 
in  Toronto,  Ont.  He  was  ordained  to 
the  priesthood  on  Sept.  23,  1934  at 
St.  Peter’s  Seminary  in  London. 

In  1936  he  sailed  for  China,  where 
he  served  at  Lungchuan  and  Kinhwa 
and  was  pastor  at  Tungyang.  The 
Japanese  invasion  of  China  forced 
many  missionaries  to  leave  the  coun- 
try by  way  of  the  long  route  across 
China  to  India,  a gruelling  trip  full 
of  hardship.  Father  McFarland  was 
one  of  these  and  he  became  very  ill 
during  the  trip.  He  finally  returned 
to  Canada,  booking  his  passage  home 
from  Bombay. 

He  was  appointed  to  Nazareth 
House,  St.  Mary’s,  and  later  to 
the  Chinese  mission  in  Victoria,  B.C. 
In  1951  he  went  to  Japan.  Illness 
again  forced  his  return  to  Canada. 
He  has  been  pastor  of  the  Vancouver 
Chinese  Mission  since  1956.  At  the 
General  Chapter  in  July  he  was  elect- 
ed to  the  General  Council  of  the 
Society. 
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WERE 


$700,000.00 


MOVING 

UP! 

WE  CAN  HIT 
THE  TOP  BY 
NOVEMBER 
IF  YOU  SAY 
YES 


TO  THIS  QUESTION 


LOCATION: 

2685  Kingston  Rd. 
Toronto  13,  Ontario. 


PRESENT 

SEMINARY 

(completed) 

A 


CHAPEL 

(construction  completed) 


AM  I ONE  OF  1,1 


If  you’re  a Catholic  you  know  it.  Then  why  this  question?  Just 
this.  You’re  asking  yourself  if  you’re  one  of  the  1,918  Catholics 
still  needed  to  lift  that  mercury  to  the  top.  You  will  be  if  you  can 


Interior 

of 

Chapel 


MOTHERHOUSE 

mstruction  completed) 


8 CATHOLICS? 


pledge  $100.00  to  complete  our  Building  Program.  What’s  more, 
your  name  will  be  inscribed  in  *SCARBORO’S  BOOK  OF 
PERPETUAL  REMEMBRANCE  ! 

*see  page  2 1 

Are  you  one  of  2400?  Then  turn  the  poge 


$ And  choose  the  payment  plan  best 
suited  to  your  means.  Each  plan  totals  $100 

PLAN  1 : $1  00.00  in  1 payment 

PLAN  2:  $50.00  a year  for  2 years  (2  payments) 

PLAN  3:  $25.00  each  6 months  for  2 years  (4  payments) 

PLAN  4:  $20.00  each  5 months  for  25  months  (5  payments) 

PLAN  5:  $1  5.00  each  4 months  for  28  months  (7  payments  — 

last  payment  $10.00) 

PLAN  6:  $10.00  each  2 months  for  20  months  (10  payments) 
PLAN  7:  $5.00  each  2 months  for  40  months  (20  payments) 

PLAN  8:  $2.50  a month  for  40  months  (40  payments) 

NOTE:  Full  payment  may  be  made  at  any  time  within  the  pledge  period. 


MY  PLEDGE 

Yes,  I’m  one  of  2400  Catholics  to  give  $100.00  to  Canada’s 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society’s  Building  Fund. 

I choose  plan  number 
I will  make  my  first  payment 

(date) 

Lest  I forget,  please  send  me  a reminder  one  week  in  advance  of  payments. 

Name  

Address  

Instruction:  Cut  out  and  mail  to: 

Father  Thomas  McQuaid,  S.F.M.,  2685  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto  13,  Ont. 


All  contributions  acknowledged  by  official  receipt  usable  for  Income  Tax  deductions. 
If  not  acknowledged  within  two  weeks,  please  notify  us. 


HUmORETTES 


h°  4v 


SILENCE 

SILENCE 

During  the  obsequies  of  a friend  who 
had  taught  school  for  years  the  parson 
had  many  fine  things  to  say,  ending  on 
the  theme  that  she  is  probably  carrying 
on  her  work  in  heaven. 

A teacher  in  the  group  leaned  over  to 
a colleague  and  groaned,  “Good  heavens, 
don’t  we  ever  get  to  quit  !” 

Eugene  P.  Bertin. 

❖ ❖ ❖ 

An  old  Indian  was  standing  on  the 
top  of  a hill  with  his  son,  looking  over 
the  beautiful  valley  below  them.  Said 
the  old  Indian,  “Some  day,  my  son,  all 
this  land  will  belong  to  the  Indians  again. 
Paleface  all  go  to  the  moon.” 

Capper's  Weekly. 

^ 

“If  you  listen  to  the  songs,”  said  Paddy 
to  Mike,  “there  aren’t  any  Irishmen  left 
in  Ireland.  They’re  all  somewhere  else 
singing  about  it.” 

Tit-Bits. 

❖ * * 

Stuck  in  the  country  village  for  the 
weekend,  the  travelling  man  decided  to 
go  to  church.  But  after  the  sermon 
started  and  went  on  and  on  he  began  to 
get  restless  and  fidgety.  Finally  he  asked 
an  old  man  sitting  next  to  him  how 
long  the  preacher  had  been  preaching 
there. 

“About  ten  years,”  the  old  man  whis- 
pered. 

“Well,  I’ll  stay,  then,”  said  the  man. 
“He  must  be  almost  through.” 

Weekly  Review. 


The  husband  of  a woman  who  recent- 
ly learned  to  drive  was  dismayed  upon 
returning  home  and  seeing  the  car  in 
the  living  room. 

“How  in  the  world  did  you  land  our 
car  in  here  ?”  he  asked. 

“Nothing  to  it,”  she  replied.  “When 
I got  to  the  kitchen  I simply  made  a 
left  turn.” 

Great  Northern  Goat. 

❖ * * 

The  bookkeeper  excitedly  informed 
the  owner  of  a comparatively  new  busi- 
ness that  the  firm  was  out  of  the  red 
for  the  first  time.  “Wonderful  !”  ex- 
claimed the  proud  businessman.  “Make 
up  two  dozen  copies  of  that  statement 
immediately  and  mail  them  to  the  bank 
and  all  my  creditors.” 

“Sorry,”  said  the  bookkeeper.  “We 
haven’t  any  black  typewriter  ribbon  — 
we  never  needed  it  before.” 

“Well,”  ordered  the  boss,  “go  out  and 
buy  some.” 

“Can’t,”  came  the  determined  answer. 
“That  would  put  us  right  back  in  the 
red  again.” 

E.  E.  Kenyon. 

❖ * ❖ 

A clock  is  something  they  have  in  an 
office,  so  you  can  tell  how  late  you 
wish  you  weren’t  in  the  morning,  what 
time  to  go  out  for  lunch  and  coffee 
breaks  before,  and  come  back  after,  and 
how  long  before  you  can  start  stopping 
work  by  stalling  until. 

Office  Economist. 
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Mrs.  Cecilia  Tannis,  a good  Ca- 
tholic woman  of  Bequia,  likes 
pumpkins.  But  for  her,  the  pump- 
kin is  not  just  the  filling  for  a pie,  or 
something  to  hollow  out  so  that  a 
candle  can  be  placed  inside  the  shell. 
The  fruit  means  much  more  to  her 
than  that,  for  once  pumpkins  saved 
her  life. 

On  November  the  sixth,  1954,  she 
was  shipwrecked.  It  was  midnight. 
Floundering  in  a rough  sea,  she  ma- 
naged to  keep  her  head  above  water. 
She  was  tiring  when  her  hand  touched 
rough  burlap,  a bag  about  the  size 
of  a 200  pound  sugar  bag,  and  it 
was  full  of  pumpkins.  It  was  floating 
on  the  sea  and  acted  as  a large  life 
preserver.  She  hung  on  and  slowly 
recovered  her  strength. 

Two  others  from  the  wrecked  ship 
also  found  that  bag  and  held  on 
throughout  the  long  hours  of  the 
night.  Then  one  weakened,  loosened 
his  hold,  and  was  drowned.  Two  were 
left.  Dawn  came,  and  with  it  the 
hot  tropical  sun  which  beat  down 
upon  them  for  hours.  Finally,  at 
noon,  and  after  twelve  hours  in  the 
water,  they  were  rescued. 

Three  years  ago  the  hurricane 
“Janet”  caused  terrible  destruction  in 


the  West  Indies.  Mrs.  Tannis’  res- 
cued companion  was  killed.  But  she 
is  still  alive.  A few  weeks  ago,  I 
visited  her  in  the  hospital  maternity 
ward.  Both  are  doing  well. 

* * 

Father  Leo  Curtin  has  a soft  spot 
in  his  heart  for  Bequia,  so  he  was 
smiling  as  he  waved  from  the  schoo- 
ner starting  out  on  the  two  hour 
voyage  to  the  island,  on  a sunny 
Friday  afternoon.  Bequia  is  nine  miles 
south  of  St.  Vincent  and  Mass  is  said 
there  on  the  third  Sunday  of  each 
month. 

After  an  uneventful  passage,  the 
schooner  rounded  a promontory  and 
entered  a large,  natural  and  very 
beautiful  harbour.  Father  Curtin 
landed  at  a small  wharf  and,  bag  in 
hand,  walked  along  the  road  by  the 
seashore,  admiring  the  lovely  fine 
soft  yellow  sand  — very  different 
from  the  sharp  volcanic  sand  on  the 
windward  side  of  St.  Vincent.  Half 
a mile  from  the  wharf  he  left  the  road 
and  climbed  up  a steep  path  to  the 
church  of  St.  Michael  on  the  Hill. 

The  church  is  small.  Beside  it,  a 
lean-to  shelters  a bedroom  separated, 
by  a cardboard  partition,  from  a small 
office  which  also  serves  as  a sacristy. 
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receives  a gift  from  a parishioner.  The  onlooker  in  the  background 
seems  indifferent  to  the  transaction.  It  isn’t  fish ! 


On  that  Friday  night  the  Catholics 
in  the  vicinity  gathered  for  the  Stations 
of  the  Cross,  followed  by  Confessions. 
Saturday  was  spent  in  visiting  the 
people,  checking  up  on  the  lax  Ca- 
tholics and  hearing  Confessions  again 
at  night.  Following  Mass  and  cate- 
chism on  Sunday  morning,  Father 


Curtin  set  out  for  La  Pompe,  about 
three  and  a half  miles  away  and  said 
another  Mass  in  a private  house. 
About  twenty  were  present. 

Monday  morning,  after  Mass,  he 
was  once  more  aboard  the  schooner. 
The  return  trip  was  very  rough,  but 
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Father  Curtin  is  a good  sailor  and 
he  was  more  concerned  about  the 
future  of  Bequia,  for  which  he  has 
great  hopes.  He  wishes  he  could 
visit  it  more  often.  In  fact,  he  would 
like  to  have  a resident  priest  stationed 
on  the  island. 

* * * 

Father  Edward  Moriarty  also  likes 
Bequia,  and  it  was  on  that  island  that 
he  learned  about  four  o'clock  leaves. 
Climbing  the  steep  path  to  the  church 
one  day,  he  sprained  his  ankle.  No 
doctor  was  available,  but  Mrs.  Matil- 
da Williams,  an  expert  with  local 
remedies,  quickly  took  charge.  Her 
sensitive  fingers  soon  found  the  place 
that  was  sprained.  She  massaged  it 
with  a soft  candle  and  poulticed  it 
with  four  o’clock  leaves.  These  are 
small  leaves  from  a bush  whose 
flowers  open  at  four  o’clock  each 
afternoon.  For  making  a poultice  the 
leaves  are  mashed  up  and  mixed  with 
vinegar,  and  a pinch  of  salt  is  added. 

At  last  report  Father  Moriarty’s 
ankle  was  much  better. 

* * * 

A river  is  used  for  a laundry  tub 
by  the  women  of  St.  Vincent.  They 
wade  into  it  carrying  bundles  of 
soiled  clothing.  Each  picks  out  a 


half-submerged  rock  and  goes  to  work, 
the  rock  acting  as  a wash  board. 

While  some  spread  the  wash  on 
nearby  rocks  to  dry,  most  of  the 
women  pile  it  into  large  basins  or 
wooden  trays.  When  all  is  finished 
the  tray  or  basin  is  hoisted  up  and 
away  she  goes,  the  large  bundle  of 
heavy,  damp  laundry  balanced  ex- 
pertly on  her  head.  Not  all  of  the 
laundry  is  washed  in  the  river,  but 
even  for  that  washed  at  home  cold 
water  is  used,  with  few  exceptions. 

Recently  I asked  Blossie  Fox,  who 
had  just  finished  cleaning  the  church, 
why  she  did  not  use  hot  water  for 
her  laundry.  With  a twinkle  in  her 
eye  she  replied : 

“Father,  the  Lord  gave  us  the  river 
as  our  laundry  tub,  and  if  He  had 
wanted  us  to  use  hot  water,  He  would 
have  heated  the  water  in  the  river.” 

A few  of  the  women  use  clothes 
lines  for  drying  clothes,  but  the  ma- 
jority spread  them  on  the  ground, 
preferably  on  stones.  On  some  back 
streets,  where  there  is  little  traffic, 
clothes  are  sometimes  spread  in  the 
middle  of  the  road.  All  is  peaceful 
— until  a vehicle  appears.  Then  the 
quiet  is  shattered  by  the  warning  cries 
of  the  women  as  they  rush  to  gather 
up  their  laundry  ! 


NOTICE  TO  TEACHERS 

Scarboro’s  popular  book  covers  are  available  for  your  pupils.  They  are  free. 
You  may  have  as  many  as  you  wish,  but  the  order  must  come  from  you  and 
not  from  the  children. 

Also  available  are  Scarboro’s  Vocation  Comic  Books.  Order  from : 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  KINGSTON  RD.,  TORONTO  13. 
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(jrace  cjj  (jcd 

by  JOSEPH  McNAMARA,  S.F.M. 

Rain  in  the  tropics  must  be  seen 
to  be  appreciated.  In  Guiana 
there  are  usually  two  rainy  seasons 
each  year.  The  rest  of  the  time  you 
can  be  assured  of  sunshine  - drench- 
ed days.  During  these  two  seasons, 
however,  you  can  be  sure  of  daily 
downpours.  The  rain  provides  coun- 
try families  with  an  island  kingdom 
and  consequently  they  must  build  a 
bridge  or  swim  from  their  homes  to 
the  main  road.  Travel  is  often  diffi- 
cult and  sometimes  impossible.  This 
is  the  story  of  one  trip  in  the  rain. 

Scarboro  Missions 


I received  a message  from  the  East 
Coast.  A little  girl,  the  child  of  one 
of  the  few  Catholic  families  in  a pre- 
dominately East  Indian  district,  had 
drowned.  She  had  fallen  into  one  of 
the  trenches  that  line  the  Guianese 
roads.  “Would  Father  please  come 
for  the  funeral?” 

I set  out  as  soon  as  possible.  I 
knew  what  the  trip  would  be  like; 
you  cross  the  river  on  a ferry  and 
then  drive  down  the  coast  about 
thirty  miles.  This  doesn’t  seem  like 
much  of  a trip  but  believe  me,  it  is! 
The  road  on  that  coast  is  either  a 
dust  bowl  or  a sea  of  mud.  Either 
way,  it’s  murder! 

It  was  still  pouring  when  I arrived 
at  the  little  girl’s  home.  It  was  crowd- 
ed with  East  Indian  men,  mostly 
Hindu.  This  gave  me  a chance  to 
explain  some  Catholic  doctrine  and 
I spoke  to  them  of  the  little  one’s  hap- 
piness in  heaven.  Arrangements  for 
the  funeral  were  already  made  and 
soon  we  started  for  the  burial  ground, 
which,  like  all  others,  was  far  in  from 
the  “highway”.  To  get  there  it  was 
necessary  to  walk  along  the  top  of  a 
dam.  I led  the  procession,  followed 
by  six  of  the  Indians  bearing  the  cas- 
ket, and  behind  us  came  the  rest  of 
the  men. 

Still  it  rained!  In  no  time,  all  of 
us  were  soaked  to  the  skin.  I had 
already  taken  off  my  white  soutane 
and  surplice  in  anticipation  of  a mud- 
bath  but  made  the  mistake  of  leaving 
on  my  shoes.  They  weren’t  on  for 
long  however;  two  steps  in  the  oozing 
mud  and  they  were  off!  I then  de- 
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cided  to  take  off  my  socks  as  well, 
roll  up  my  pants  and  go  barefoot. 
For  some  strange  reason  my  thoughts 
went  back  to  seminary  days  and  li- 
turgy class.  Here  I was,  dressed  in 
a T-shirt  and  rolled  up  pants  conduct- 
ing a funeral  service.  No  soutane, 
surplice,  biretta,  stole  . . . ! However, 
the  real  fun  was  yet  to  begin.  Have 
you  ever  walked  in  mud  in  your 
barefeet?  Well,  I’m  from  Toronto 
and  I hadn’t!  I took  my  first  step 
and  fell  flat.  Getting  up,  I tried 
again,  but  with  the  same  result.  “Lord, 
help  me  to  walk  . . . please,”  I prayed 
on  my  third  attempt.  I was  afraid 
that  the  Indians  wouldn’t  appreciate 
this  performance  but  I was  wrong. 
From  all  sides  I heard  words  of  en- 
couragement and  this  advice:  “Walk 
wid  de  toes,  Fadder,  wid  de  toes!” 
Now  I have  no  idea  what  I had  been 


walking  with  for  the  twenty-seven 
years  of  my  life,  but  it  very  definitely 
can’t  have  been  my  toes!  The  advice 
was  lost  on  me  and  I just  stood 
helplessly  marooned  in  the  mud  until 
the  men  took  compassion  on  me.  We 
finished  the  procession  with  two  of 
them  holding  me  up,  one  under  each 
arm. 

We  buried  little  Maria  and  returned 
— not  by  the  same  route  but  by  boat, 
through  one  of  the  many  canals  that 
lace  the  rice  fields.  This  was  much 
easier  — presenting  only  the  difficulty 
of  passing  under  the  footbridges.  This 
was  solved  by  lying  flat  on  the  bot- 
tom of  the  boat  when  passing  under. 
I retrieved  my  shoes,  had  some  coffee, 
and  set  out  for  home. 

Not  long  afterwards  one  of  the 
Catholic  Indian  girls  of  that  village 


The  road  to  Berbice,  British  Guiana.  The  heavy  tropical  rainfall  in  this  coastal  area 
often  causes  flooding.  The  water  in  the  trench  may  be  two  to  three  feet  deep. 


told  me  that  several  people  were  in- 
terested in  the  Catholic  religion.  The 
reason?  “Valli,”  they  told  her,  “our 
priest  would  not  have  done  what  your 
Father  did.  He  would  not  have  gone 
through  the  mud.  You  have  a good 
Father,  a good  religion,  and  we  would 
like  to  learn  something  about  it!” 

I had  spent  long  hours  in  that  dis- 
trict. Driving  miles  up  and  down  the 
coast,  teaching  catechism  in  one 
house  and  moving  on  to  the  next, 
visiting  and  talking,  I had  returned 
home  discouraged  and  tired.  There 
had  been  little  or  no  interest.  And 
now,  this  little  event  had  accomplished 
more  than  all  the  work  of  those  days, 
weeks,  and  months.  I say  “little”  be- 
cause it  was  so  little  . . . nothing  real- 
ly ..  . just  a funny  little  episode  in 
the  life  of  any  missionary.  Such  things 
make  one  humble  and  drive  home 
the  truth  that  “God’s  ways  are  not 
our  ways.” 


SCARBORO  APPOINTMENTS: 


St.  Francis  Xavier  Seminary:  V.  Rev.  E.  Geier, 

Rector;  Rev.  J.  Kelly,  Vice  Rector;  Rev.  H. 
Shea,  Dean  of  Studies;  Rev.  Jos.  McNamara, 
Spiritual  Director;  Rev.  A.  J.  MacDonald,  Bursar. 

Nazareth  House,  St.  Mary’s,  Ont.:  V.  Rev.  Thomas 
McQuaid,  Superior  and  Master  of  Novices;  Rev. 
Wm.  Matte,  Bursar;  Rev.  Hugh  F.  X.  Sharkey, 
Marian  Island  Shrine. 

Rev.  Alexander  Macintosh : Treasurer-General  and 
Superior  of  Motherhouse. 

Rev.  Alphonsus  Chafe:  Pastor,  Chinese  Mission, 

Vancouver. 

Rev.  W.  K.  Amyot:  Pastor,  Chinese  Mission,  Vic- 
toria, B.C. 

Rev.  D.  Boyle:  appointed  to  Japan  Mission. 


14"  FATIMA  STATUES 
ARE  NOW  $6.00 


Buy  this  size  the  easy  way  — by  using 
a Fatima  Statue  Stamp  Book.  Buy  stamps 
from  us  as  you  wish  at  30c  each.  When 
your  book  is  filled  (20  stamps)  we  will 
ship  your  Fatima  Statue  to  you. 


Other  sizes  available  : 

26"  — $30.00  ea.  plus  freight  from 
Montreal. 

50"  — $150.00  ea.  plus  freight  from 
Montreal. 

Order  statues,  stamp  books  and  stamps 
from. : 

SCARBORO  FATHERS, 

2685  Kingston  Rd., 

Toronto  13,  Ont. 


Scarboro  Missions 


27 


LITTLE 

FLOWER'S 

JUNIOR 

MISSIONARIES 

4 SAINT  THERESE 


Dear  Junior  Missionaries  : 

Father  James  Keller  tells  a wonderful  story  about  an  eight  year  old 

boy  whose  little  sister  lay  dying.  The  doctor  asked  him  if  he  would  give  her 

a blood  transfusion.  For  a moment  the  boy  hesitated,  frightened.  Then  he 
quickly  agreed. 

Some  time  later,  when  the  transfusion  was  completed  and  it  was  clear 
the  little  girl’s  life  would  be  spared,  the  boy  approached  the  doctor  and 
asked  hesitantly:  “ How  long  will  it  be  before  I die?” 

Only  then  did  the  doctor  realize  that  the  child  had  thought  that  by 
giving  his  blood  he  would  sacrifice  his  life.  And  yet  he  had  hesitated  only 
an  instant  ! This  little  boy  knew  the  meaning  of  the  word  sacrifice.  And, 
more  than  that,  he  had  been  willing  to  make  his  sacrifice  out  of  love  — his 
deep  love  for  his  little  sister. 

Do  you  know,  boys  and  girls,  how  many  children  there  are  in  the  world 
who  need  your  sacrifices,  given  out  of  love  ? They  are  your  brothers  and 

sisters  — all  of  them  God’s  children,  just  as  you  are,  but  they  do  not  know 

Him.  They  are  sick,  too,  spiritually.  They  need  a transfusion  of  Grace,  the 
Grace  of  Baptism.  Your  prayers,  the  small  alms  you  place  in  your  mite  box, 
bring  that  Grace  nearer  to  them  — the  Grace  that  you  enjoy  in  its  fullness. 
Some  day  you  may  be  willing  to  do  even  more  and  offer  your  life  completely 
for  these  poor  children  by  becoming  a missionary  priest  or  nun,  or,  perhaps, 
a lay  missionary.  It’s  worth  thinking  about,  isn’t  it  ? 

Ask  Our  Lady  of  Grace  to  help  you  persevere  in  your  spirit  of  prayer 
and  sacrifice  and  to  give  you  a real  love  for  the  missions.  By  the  way,  we 
have  a Marian  Shrine  mite  box  dedicated  to  her  for  offerings  for  the  missions. 
Would  you  like  one  ? If  you  would,  then  ask  your  father  or  mother  to 
order  it  for  you.  It’s  for  the  whole  family. 

Your  friend  always, 

Father  Jim. 
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by  Rt.  Rev.  John  M.  Fraser,  S.F.M. 

Monsignor  Fraser’s  autobiography  began  in  the 
January  issue  of  Scarboro  Missions 

By  1917,  after  six  years  of  work  in  Taichowfu,  I had  a convent, 
Sisters,  and  six  new  churches  in  different  cities  and  towns.  But 
still  we  were  only  two  priests,  and  the  Bishop  could  not  spare 
any  more.  I had  churches  and  congregations  but  no  priests  to 
take  charge.  I resolved  to  go  to  Canada  to  found  a seminary  to 
train  missionaries  for  China.  The  Sisters  were  in  tears.  “Why 
go  ?”  they  said.  “Write  and  tell  them  to  come.”  “I  have  written 
over  and  over  again,”  I said,  “but  to  no  effect.  I must  go  per- 
sonally to  get  priests.” 

I had  frequent  correspondence  with  Father  Walsh,  the  founder 
of  Maryknoll,  and  when  he  visited  China  in  1917  he  came  to 
see  me.  In  his  pocket  he  had  a map  of  Lishui  which  I had  pro- 
posed as  the  future  mission  of  his  Maryknoll  Society;  but  he 
was  on  his  way  to  South  China  to  accept  the  Vicariate  that  was 
offered  to  him.  I consented  to  act  as  a guide  to  his  young  mis- 
sionaries, to  help  them  in  their  first  endeavours.  He  gladly  ac- 
cepted. In  February  1918,  I set  out  for  Hong  Kong. 
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Before  leaving,  I arranged  for  the  building  of  a shrine  to  the 
Blessed  Virgin  in  the  island  opposite  Putoo,  the  stronghold  of 
Buddhism  in  China.  Pilgrimages  of  Christians  would  be  made 
to  our  Catholic  shrine  to  offset  those  of  the  pagans.  It  would  be 
“the  island  of  God  opposed  to  the  island  of  Satan,”  as  the  famous 
Sister  Berkelay  put  it.  The  Shrine  was  to  have  fifteen  altars,  one 
for  each  mystery  of  the  Rosary,  the  high  altar  being  dedicated 
to  that  of  the  Coronation  of  Our  Lady  in  Heaven.  From  Hong 
Kong,  Father  Walsh  and  I went  to  Canton  and  then  in  the  direc- 
tion of  his  Yungkong  mission.  But  we  never  arrived  there.  Ban- 
dits "had  infested  a region  we  were  to  pass  through,  had  kidnapped 
all  the  inhabitants  of  a village  including  a deacon  who  was  in- 
structing the  neophytes  and  had  taken  them  to  their  mountain 
stronghold.  They  used  the  deacon  to  play  the  organ  for  their 
dancing  girls.  We  went  to  Chansan  instead,  the  island  on  which 
St.  Francis  Xavier  died,  and  said  Mass  in  the  chapel  erected  on 
the  spot.  I took  a picture  of  Father  Walsh  looking  wistfully,  like 
St.  Francis,  over  at  the  mission  on  the  mainland  he  was  forbidden 
to  enter. 

Father  Walsh,  before  leaving  for  America,  gave  me  charge  of 
the  finances.  Father  Gauthier  (afterwards  Bishop  Gauthier),  who 
knew  Cantonese  well,  had  charge  of  the  spiritualities.  We  travelled 
together  through  the  northern  part  of  the  American  vicariate. 
I rented  a house  in  Tongon  for  the  future  missionaries.  Near 
Tongon  city  there  were  wonderful  caves,  glistening  with  stalactites. 
The  fantastic  mountains  were  solid  marble;  the  country  paths 
were  paved  with  marble.  Hiring  chairs,  we  crossed  the  mountains 
to  Loting  city.  High  up  in  the  mountains  we  had  to  pass  the 
night  in  a miserable  hamlet  that  looked  to  me  like  a bandit’s 
holdout.  In  a dingy,  one-room  inn  we  got  some  rice  and  vegetables 
but  no  meat,  though  I hunted  for  some  in  a couple  of  nondescript 
stores.  One  storekeeper  fished  out  of  a box  a little  piece  of  fat, 
but  I said  “No,  thanks.”  It  did  not  look  appetizing. 

We  climbed  a ladder  to  a platform  of  loose  boards  to  pass 
the  night,  after  the  smoke  from  the  chimneyless  stove  downstairs 
had  subsided.  We  made  a bed  with  boards  and  next  morning 
used  the  same  boards  for  an  altar,  and  after  Mass,  for  a table  for 
breakfast  ! 

We  did  not  stay  long  in  the  city  of  Loting,  just  long  enough 
to  arrange  for  the  American  priests  who  were  to  come  in  the 
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fall.  I got  a raging  toothache  from  the  damp  room  I slept  in  and 
had  to  race  back  to  Hongkong  with  a swollen  jaw  to  have  it 
attended  to.  I sent  an  account  and  pictures  of  our  journey  to 
Maryknoll.  They  appeared  in  “The  Field  Afar.” 

In  Canton,  I visited  a governmental  foundling  asylum.  Two 
Canadian  sisters  were  acting  as  superintendents.  They  told  me 
they  received  an  average  of  3,000  infants  a year.  They  presented 
a group  of  twenty-five  little  children  to  me.  “This  is  all  that  is 
left  of  them,”  they  said.  “Where  are  the  rest  ?”  “They  are  all 
dead.  The  people  hand  them  in  only  when  they  are  dying.” 
“How  is  that  ?”  “Because  they  are  too  poor  to  buy  coffins.”  All 
those  little  ones  were  baptized  before  death.  There  must  be  a 
lot  of  Chinese  infants  in  Heaven  ! 

During  the  four  months  I stayed  in  South  China  I studied 
Cantonese,  hiring  a teacher  who  knew  English.  It  is  altogether 
different  from  Chekiang  dialects  — like  a different  language.  I 
intended,  if  I remained  in  Canton,  to  preach  my  first  sermon  in 
the  Cathedral,  on  the  Feast  of  the  Immaculate  Conception.  One 
day,  as  I was  taking  my  lesson,  I felt  dizzy.  I looked  at  my  teach- 
er and,  seeing  he  was  scared,  I realized  that  the  trouble  was  not 
internal  but  external  — an  earthquake  ! Having  learned  in  Italy 
what  to  do  in  such  a case  — get  out  of  the  house  as  quickly  as 
possible  before  it  falls  down  — we  lost  no  time  in  doing  so.  The 
high  stone  towers  of  the  Cathedral  were  swaying.  Inside  the 
church  (it  was  Sunday  afternoon)  the  Christians  were  reciting 
the  rosary  before  Benediction.  Not  one  of  them  budged.  They 
were  only  a little  distracted,  looking  up  at  the  huge  chandeliers 
swaying  to  and  fro.  If  the  roof  and  brick  ceiling  had  fallen  they 
would  all  have  been  killed. 

The  Catholic  College  of  Hongkong,  run  by  Irish  Christian 
Brothers,  was  racked  so  badly  they  had  to  get  other  quarters. 
The  authorities  gave  them  an  enemy  property,  the  German  club  . . . 
“It’s  an  ill  wind  that  blows  nobody  good.” 

One  day  the  Catholic  Register  of  Toronto  came  in  the  mail. 
I read  what  was  to  me  a startling  article.  It  was  proposed  to 
found  in  Canada  a Seminary  to  train  priests  for  the  Northwest. 
Realizing  that  if  such  a work  were  undertaken  my  pet  scheme  of 
founding  a seminary  in  Canada  for  China  would  be  out  of  the 
question,  I resolved  to  return  to  Canada  without  delay.  Paul 
Kam  wanted  to  go  with  me.  I had  brought  him  from  Taichowfu 
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and  placed  him  in  the  Sacred  Heart  College.  He  would  not  stay 
there  without  me.  I did  not  object,  as  I would  need  a professor 
of  Chinese  in  my  proposed  seminary. 

We  left  Hongkong  aboard  a Japanese  steamer,  the  Kashima 
Maru  in  June,  1918.  During  the  voyage  I gave  Paul  lessons  in 
English.  At  the  Cathedral  in  Vancouver  Father  McDonald  took 
to  Paul  and  bought  him  a new  suit.  He  also  gave  me  a bell,  as 
he  said,  “for  my  new  Seminary.”  Arriving  in  Toronto  in  August, 
we  went  directly  to  Archbishop  McNeil.  I presented  Paul  to  him. 
He  had  promised  to  educate  free  two  students  for  China,  if  I 
could  find  them.  “Does  he  know  Latin  ?”  he  enquired.  “No, 
Your  Grace.”  “Oh,  I meant  students  who  were  ready  for  philos- 
ophy.” So  Paul  had  to  go  to  St.  Michael’s  College  to  learn  Latin. 
Later  I transferred  him  to  St.  Francis  Xavier  University,  Anti- 
gonish,  as  a free  student.  He  acted  as  professor  of  Chinese  in 
Almonte  and  Scarboro  until  he  was  ordained  in  1925  and  went 
to  China.  He  was,  until  recently,  in  a labour  camp  there,  victim 
of  the  Communists.  He  has  been  liberated. 

I forgot  to  say  that  before  leaving  Canton  and  Hongkong  I 
obtained  nice  letters  of  recommendation  from  Bishops  De  Gue- 
briant  and  Pozzini  urging  the  Bishops  of  Canada  to  approve  of 
the  seminary  I wished  to  found.  Just  before  leaving  I met  a 
Spanish  priest  who  was  trying  in  vain  to  learn  English,  from 
Webster’s  Dictionary.  He  wanted  to  be  able  to  preach  in  the 
Cathedral  of  Hongkong.  I told  him  the  only  way  to  learn  English 
was  to  go  to  an  English-speaking  country;  that  I was  going  to 
Canada  and,  if  he  wished,  he  could  live  at  the  seminary  I intended 
to  found  for  the  two  years’  of  absence  Bishop  Pozzoni  was  willing 
to  grant  him.  He  arrived  a month  later,  entered  St.  Michael’s  Col- 
lege, and  afterwards  our  Almonte  College.  He  remained  two 
years,  helping  out  principally  at  St.  Mary’s  Church,  Almonte. 
He  then  went  to  Spain  in  an  endeavour  to  found  a Spanish  China 
Mission  College,  the  same  as  ours  but  independent  from  it.  He, 
with  Bishop  Ibanez  of  China,  was  instrumental  in  inducing  the 
Archbishop  of  Burgos  to  found  the  present  Foreign  Mission 
Seminary  of  Burgos,  Spain,  whose  members  are  now  in  different 
mission  countries,  including  Japan. 

After  Archbishop  McNeil  refused  to  take  charge  of  Paul’s 
education,  I told  His  Grace  I wanted  to  found  a seminary  for 
China.  He  threw  up  his  hands.  “Impossible  ! The  English-speak- 
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ing  Catholic  people  of  Canada  are  too  few  and  scattered.  They 
could  not  finance  such  a work.  You  ought  to  go  to  Quebec.  They 
have  the  men  and  the  means  to  do  such  a work.” 

Taking  him  at  his  word  and  following  my  motto,  “Vir  obediens 
cantet  victoria,”  next  day  I was  in  Montreal  interviewing  Arch- 
bishop Bruchesi.  His  Grace  took  sympathetically  to  the  proposal 
and  said  he  would  bring  up  the  question  at  the  priests’  retreat 
the  following  week.  At  my  next  interview  he  told  me  he  had 
considered  the  question  before  God  and  with  his  priests  at  the 
retreat,  and  decided  to  found  a foreign  mission  seminary.  I asked 
him  if  he  wished  to  make  use  of  me  in  the  founding.  “No,”  he 
said.  He  thought  he  would  ask  the  Jesuits  to  take  charge.  He 
did  not  do  so.  All  of  the  bishops  of  Quebec  got  together  and  the 
next  year  founded  the  Foreign  Mission  Society  of  Pontviau,  sub- 
urb of  Montreal.  They  now  have  missionaries  in  a number  of 
countries  including  Japan. 

The  next  place  to  try  was  Antigonish,  Nova  Scotia.  I preached 
on  China  in  the  Cathedral  and  in  some  other  churches  of  the 
diocese  and  put  the  question  of  the  seminary  for  China  up  to 
Bishop  Morrison.  (Little  did  I think  that  his  brother  Vincent 
would  one  day  be  one  of  our  members.  Poor  Vincent  recently 
got  killed  in  a motor  accident.)  The  Bishop  could  not  decide 
immediately,  he  said,  but  would  consult  his  priests  at  retreat  next 
year  in  July.  Next  year  ! That  was  a long  time  to  wait  — eleven 
months  ! 

I next  went  to  Sherbrooke,  Quebec.  I told  Bishop  La  Rocque 
that  Archbishop  Bruchesi  intended  to  found  a foreign  mission 
seminary,  and  asked  him  if  he  would  give  me  permission  to  found 
one  for  China  in  his  diocese.  It  was  a forlorn  hope.  He,  being  a 
Suffragan  of  Montreal,  could  not  very  well  found  such  a seminary. 
“But,”  he  said,  “I  feel  sure  Archbishop  Gauthier  of  Ottawa  would 
welcome  the  idea.” 

While  in  Sherbrooke,  I visited  a Father  Gervais,  who  told  me 
that  his  sister,  a nun  of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  had  just 
returned  from  China  with  a Chinese  aspirant,  and  desired  to 
found  a community  of  missionary  Sisters.  It  was  a strange  co- 
incidence that  she,  with  an  aspirant,  was  crossing  the  Pacific 
about  the  same  time  as  I,  with  Paul  Kam,  aspirant  to  the  priest- 
hood. Both  of  us  had  the  same  end  in  view  — the  establishment 
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of  missionary  communities,  and  in  China  we  had  never  heard 
of  each  other.  How  wonderful  are  the  ways  of  Providence  ! 

I did  not  meet  her  then  in  Sherbrooke,  but  not  long  after  she 
wrote  to  me,  lamenting  that  Bishop  La  Rocque  was  reluctant  to 
grant  her  permission  to  found  the  community.  I wrote  to  him, 
urging  him  to  grant  the  desired  permission,  saying  that  Providence 
would  provide  for  their  support  and  everything  needed.  The 
Bishop  gave  his  approval  and  she  founded  the  missionary  com- 
munity of  “Our  Lady  of  the  Angels”  in  Lennoxville,  Quebec, 
which  now  has  missions  in  a number  of  countries,  including  Japan. 

Some  years  later  I visited  the  new  community.  She  was  then 
Mother  Superior  and  the  Chinese  novice  had  made  her  profession. 

Recently,  in  Nagasaki,  I received  letters  from  her.  She  stated 
that,  now  that  she  was  relieved  of  the  burden  of  Superiorship, 
she  would  like  to  found  what  she  had  always  wished  to  found 
even  from  the  time  she  was  in  China,  — a community  of  Catechist 
Sisters  who  would  be  willing  to  live  in  out-of-the-way  and  distant 
places,  even  without  the  consolation  of  daily  Mass  and  Commu- 
nion, in  order  to  instruct  catechumens  and  children.  I commu- 
nicated this  proposal  to  the  Bishop  of  Nagasaki,  Bishop  Yama- 
guchi.  He  was  delighted.  It  was  just  what  he  wanted.  He  would 
give  her  a nice  house  in  which  to  begin  the  foundation,  and 
assured  her  she  would  have  many  aspirants.  She  was  disappointed 
when  her  Superiors  sent  her  instead  to  Peru,  South  America,  to 
found  a branch  of  their  own  community  there. 

Under  date  of  Sept.  1st,  1954,  she  wrote  me  from  Lima,  Peru: 
(translation)  “In  spite  of  the  consolations  and  contentment  the 
presence  of  relatives  gives  us  I do  not  forget  the  Far  East  nor 
the  Sister  Catechists,  and  if,  as  I hope,  some  day  I go  where  you 
are,  I assure  you  it  will  be  a great  pleasure.  In  the  meantime, 
I beg  you  to  assure  your  good  Bishop  of  my  thankfulness  and 
my  regret  at  not  being  able  to  accept  his  desirable  offer.  I hold 
him  in  great  esteem  ! Please  accept,  my  Reverend  Father,  the 
expression  of  my  deepest  gratitude  and  my  entire  confidence. 
Deign,  in  your  goodness,  to  grant  a powerful  blessing  to  your 
humble  and  respectful  servant. 

Sr.  Marie  du  Sacre-Coeur,  M.N.D.A. 

Fiorina  Gervais.” 

TO  BE  CONTINUED 
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WAYS  YOU  CAN  HELP  THE  MISSIONS 


SCARBORO  FATHERS,  2685  KINGSTON  ROAD,  TORONTO  13,  ONT. 


THE  PERFECT  WILL 

A Will  that  remembers  God's  work 
is  a perfect  Will.  Our  legal  title: 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 
2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 

BEAT  THE  BLUES  ! 

It's  easy  to  beat  the  blues  that  come 
with  thoughts  of  old  age  and  the 
need  for  security.  Scarboro's  Annui- 
ty Plan  protects  your  old  age  and 
helps  the  missions  too!  Write  us 
for  information.  Do  it  now! 

A PRIEST  IN  THE  FAMILY 

That's  how  people  feel  who  have 
helped  complete  a Scarboro  Burse. 
And  not  only  one  priest . . . long  after 
you  are  dead  and  forgotten  the  Burse 
you  help  complete  will  still  be  edu- 
cating priests  for  the  missions.  Write 
today  for  more  information. 

TAKE  TIME  OUT 

Yes,  it's  a busy  day  . . . but  can  you 
take  time  out  to  gather  up  old  rings, 
eye  glass  frames  or  anything  else 
around  your  home  that  is  made  of 
gold  or  silver?  If  you  can,  and  if 
you  don't  need  them,  you  can  help 
the  missions  by  sending  them  to  us. 

A MARIAN  SHRINE 

Every  Catholic  home  should  have  a 
Marian  Shrine.  It  is  FREE  to  those 
who  want  to  help  the  missions  the 
EASY  way — the  Mite  Box  way.  If  you 
have  a Shrine  show  it  to  your  Catho- 
lic friends.  Give  them  our  address. 

CANCELLED  STAMPS 

Don't  throw  away  the  stamps  on  mail 
you  receive.  Save  them  for  the  mis- 
sions! Cut  them  off  the  envelopes, 
leaving  about  a !4  inch  of  paper 
around  the  edges.  When  you  have 
a box  full  mail  them  to  us. 

NOW  READY  AND  AVAILABLE  UPON  REQUEST 
Our  “SPECIAL  MEMORIAL  GIFTS  FOR  THE  NEW  CHAPEL”  booklet. 

Memorials  may  purchased  in  the  name  of  an 
individual,  a family  or  an  organization. 

To  receive  a copy  write  to : 

Scarboro  Fathers,  2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 
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LOOK  UP  THOUGH! 
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What  is  the  expiry  date  on  your  address  label? 
Subscription  rates  — 1 year:  $1.00;  5 years 


OCT . 


OTTAWA,  ONT.,  OCT  , 1959 


Take  It  Easy ! 

Good  advice  ? Sure  it  is  ! Take 
it  easy  this  Christmas  and  let  us 
do  the  work  and  the  worrying. 
You  just  relax  — secure  that 
you're  sending  a Christmas  gift 
you  can  be  proud  of. 


Scarboro's  1 4"  Lady  of  Fatima  Statue  is  a gift  any  Catholic  will  be 
proud  to  receive  and  proud  to  show  in  his  home. 

We  pack  and  ship  statues  for  delivery  in  Canada.  An  appropriate 
card  is  sent  with  each  statue,  expressing  your  best  wishes. 
Scarboro's  14"  Lady  of  Fatima  Statue  is  $6.00  plus  express  charges. 


Scarboro  Fathers, 

2685  Kingston  Road, 

Toronto  13,  Ontario. 

Dear  Fathers:  Please  send  Lady  of  Fatima  Statue  (s)  TO:  Please  PRINT 

name  and  address. 

Name  

Address  r 

City  1 Zone  Province  

FROM:  Please  PRINT  name  and  address. 

Name  - 

Address  

City  ... _* Zone  Province  

(List  additional  orders  on  separate  sheet) 

□ Payment  enclosed*  □ Please  bill  me. 

* If  payment  is  enclosed  we'll  pay  express  charges  to  points  in  Canada 
served  by  rail  express. 
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Publication  of  the 

SCARBORO 

FOREIGN 

MISSION  SOCIETY 

( Legal  title) 

Telephone  AM  1-7135 


SPECIAL  MENTION 


Msgr.  J.  M.  Fraser 
SFM,  founder  of  the 
Scarboro  Foreign 
Mission  Society,  has 
retutrned  to  Japan,  at 
82,  to  seek  new  mis- 
sion fields.  The  story 
of  this  great  mission- 
ary’s career  continues 
on  Page  30. 


Fr.  Basil  Kirby  SFM, 

now  assists  Dr.  Har- 
vey Steele  SFM  at 
the  Co-o  p e r a t i v e 
Centre,  Ciudad  Trujil- 
lo, R.  D.  He  tells  how 
a Credit  Union  im- 
proved the  lot  of  a 
farmer  there.  Page  22. 
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editorial 


by 

Harold 

Oxley 

SFM 


Providential  Poverty 

He  was  walking  aimlessly  up  12th  street  when  I met  him. 

I guess  he  was  about  forty  years  old,  with  deep  pock  marks 
in  his  face  and  grooved  rings  under  his  eyes.  He  wore  an  old 
suit,  far  too  heavy  for  the  90-degree  weather.  When  we  came 
within  fifteen  feet  of  each  other,  he  stopped  and  took  off  his 
hat.  I knew  what  was  coming. 

I didn’t  listen  too  closely  to  his  speech,  but  1 caught  a 
few  words  like,  “social  security,”  “no  job,”  and  “hungry.” 
I had  thirty-five  cents  of  loose  change  in  my  pocket,  so  I 
gave  it  to  him  and  kept  going.  Was  that  the  thing  to  do,  or 
do  you  think  a forty  year  old  man  could  find  work  if  he 
really  wanted  to?  I don’t  know,  and  since  there  isn’t  time  to 
figure  out  each  case,  I act  on  this  theory  : 

Try  as  we  may  to  plan  our  lives,  the  best  we  can  usually 
do  is  to  react  wisely  to  unexpected  circumstances.  A man 
finds  himself  in  a situation,  he  asks  God  for  guidance,  and 
then  he  does  what  seems  to  be  the  prudent  thing.  This  is  the 
way  God  expects  us  to  act.  The  strange  thing  is  that  after 
a few  years  of  this,  some  people  end  up  rich,  many  survive 
comfortably,  and  a lot  become  poor.  Which  of  the  three  classes 
is  most  pleasing  to  God  ? 

I think  that  if  they  have  all  tried  to  act  prudently,  then 
they  are  equally  pleasing  to  God,  and  there  must  be  a Providen- 
tial reason  for  the  outcome  of  their  efforts.  In  other  words, 
God  purposely  permits  some  people  to  be  poor.  And  if  poor 
people  depend  on  us  for  their  survival,  God  must  want  us  to 
help  them. 

If  this  argument  applies  to  the  poor  people  we  meet,  why 
shouldn’t  it  apply  to  those  of  other  countries  ? I know  of  a 
community  where  the  people  live  in  discarded  sewer  pipes. 
Others  live  in  renovated  caves.  I once  visited  a family  of  eight 
in  one  of  our  missions,  living  in  a single-room,  mud-floored 
shack  which  they  shared  during  the  day  with  a goat,  a pig 
and  several  chickens. 

These  people  can’t  stop  us  on  the  street  to  ask  for  help, 
but  they  need  it.  They  need  it  to  survive,  and  they  especially 
need  it  to  support  the  only  Church  that  can  teach  them  to 
supernaturalize  their  poverty. 
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ASIA  DOES  NOT 
WANT  COMMUNISM 

Seoul,  Korea.  Ku  Cheng-kan,  chief  Chinese  delegate  to  the  Asian  People’s 
Anti-Communist  League’s  fifth  conference  held  in  Seoul  this  year,  was 
elected  council  president  for  1960.  He  declared  that  a new  collective  security 
system  in  Asia  was  imperative  “to  meet  a new  Communist  threat  and  to 
safeguard  peace  and  security  in  this  particular  region.”  A declaration 
concluding  the  conference  called  upon  all  democratic  nations  to  take  the 
initiative  in  combating  infiltration,  subversion,  division  and  overt  aggression 
by  marshalling  all  anti-Communist  forces  on  both  sides  of  the  Iron  Curtain. 
In  a resolution  adopted  at  the  final  session  the  League  : 

1 . appealed  to  the  United  Nations  and  other  world  organizations  to 
condemn  the  Chinese  Communist  regime  and  to  invoke  sanctions  against 
its  inhumane  commune  system. 

2.  called  upon  all  free  nations  to  mobilize  afl  forces  available  and  to  prepare 
for  a decisive  step  to  reunify  Korea,  Vietnam  and  Germany  and  to  give 
moral  and  material  support  to  the  Republic  of  China  for  recovering  the 
China  mainland. 

3.  called  for  all-out  moral  and  material  assistance  to  freedom  fighters  of 
Tibet. 

4.  urged  Asian  anti-Communist  leaders  to  work  out  concrete  plans  for  the 
liberation  of  enslaved  peoples  in  Asia. 

5.  urged  Western  nations  to  assist  in  the  normal  development  of  nationalism 
in  the  Middle  East  and  Africa  and  to  strengthen  anti-Communist  forces 
there. 

6.  urged  people  of  the  world  to  give  up  the  thought  of  neutralism. 

7.  called  upon  the  free  world  to  cut  off  all  trade  relations  with  the  Com- 
munist bloc. 

8.  hoped  the  United  States  would  extend  “more  moral  and  material  as- 
sistance to  anti-Communist  activities  on  both  sides  of  the  Iron  Curtain.” 

Fifty  delegates  from  thirteen  Asian  and  Middle  East  nations  attended  the 
conference,  and  observers  from  the  U.S.,  Iran,  Jordan,  New  Zealand  and 
other  countries. 

Chinese  News  Service 
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Salute 


Photo  by  Karsh 

RT.  REV.  M.M.  COADY,  D.P. 

R.I.P. 


THE  giant  of  a man  on  the  lec- 
ture platform  had  been  speak- 
ing for  almost  an  hour.  His  audience 
was  surprisingly  attentive.  It  was  com- 
posed, not  of  university  students  or 
the  educated  elite,  but  of  farmers, 
fishermen  and  miners  from  the  rural 
areas  of  the  province  of  Nova  Scotia. 

In  eloquent  language,  rich  with  me- 
taphor, the  speaker  was  proposing  to 
them  a revolutionary  philosophy  of 
education,  and  he  rammed  home  his 
points,  one  after  the  other,  with 
sweeping  gestures  from  strong,  power- 
ful hands.  He  told  them  bluntly  that 
education  belonged  to  all  of  the 
people,  not  to  the  favoured  few,  and 
that  if  they  would  take  advantage  of 
it  the  maritime  province  of  Nova  Sco- 
tia could  pull  itself  up  by  its  boot- 
straps from  the  state  of  economic  de- 
pression it  was  in  and  take  its  rightful 


place  in  the  world.  He  concluded 
with  this  provocative  idea  : “We  need 
a new  kind  of  education  that  will  give 
the  people  life  where  they  are  and 
through  the  callings  in  which  they 
find  themselves.” 

His  audience  gave  him  a standing 
ovation. 

The  warmth  of  his  reception  was 
not  new  to  Monsignor  Moses  Michael 
Coady,  of  the  Diocese  of  Antigonish, 
N.S.  Neither  was  the  hostility  he 
often  encountered  from  those  who 
refused  to  accept  his  radical  solutions 
to  the  contemporary  social  problems 
of  Nova  Scotia.  The  very  people  he 
sought  to  help  by  goading  them  into 
bettering  themselves,  were  apathetic 
at  first,  but  finally,  his  perseverance 
and  enthusiasm  convinced  them  and 
won  for  him  a place  in  the  fond  affec- 
tion of  the  common  people  — the 
lumbermen,  miners,  farmers  and  fish- 
ermen of  the  Maritimes.  He  spent  a 
lifetime  convincing  people  that  they 
could  become  much  better  off  than 
they  were  — that  they  could  hew  out 
a richer  and  fuller  life  for  themselves 
if  they  would  learn  how  and  work  to- 
gether. He  was  a pioneer  in  the  “do- 
it-yourself”  movement,  long  before 
it  hit  the  commercial  markets  of  the 
country.  And  finally,  his  voice  was 
heard,  not  only  in  Nova  Scotia  but 
throughout  Canada  and  the  world. 

Monsignor  Coady  was  one  of  the 
three  great  pioneers  of  the  movement 
for  economic  and  social  reform  now 
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to  a great  Canadian 


fishermen,  farmers  and  industrial 
workers  came  to  the  Extension  De- 
partment of  the  University  (estab- 
lished in  1929  with  Monsignor  Coady 
as  director)  to  trade  practical,  hard- 
headed  experience  for  the  knowledge 
to  be  gained  from  experts  in  modern 
techniques  — and  the  result  was  often 
a lively  free-for-all  debate  in  which 
theory  was  pitted  against  fact. 

Later  still,  the  world  began  beating 
a path  to  the  door  of  this  small  Cana- 
dian university,  and  visitors  from  In- 
dia, Formosa,  Burma,  Indonesia  and 
Africa  came  to  study  the  self-help 
techniques  being  taught  there  so  that 
they  could  bring  them  to  their  own 
people. 

continued 


Scarboro  Father  John  Mclver,  Superior  of  Scarboro  House,  Antigonish,  knew 
Dr.  Coady  and  his  work  well.  Of  its  importance  to  the  foreign  missions  he 
says : 

“It  is  a manifestation  in  the  fields  of  economics,  commerce  and  business  of 
that  wonderful  truth  — the  reality  of  the  Mystical  Body  of  Christ.  We  are 
our  brothers’  keeper.  We  are  brothers  in  Christ.” 

“Economic  group  action  based  on  Catholic  social  principles  will  help  to 
identify  the  Church  as  interested  in  the  spiritual  and  the  social  well-being  of 
mankind  — that  is  where  the  Antigonish  movement  can  contribute  terrifically 
to  the  promotion  of  the  foreign  missions  — - not  only  to  their  formation  but 
to  the  establishment  and  solidifying  of  them.  This  is  something  that  will  be 
lasting  because  it  is  organically  sound.” 

“I  know  this  is  true  from  my  own  experience  as  a missionary  in  the  Dominican 
Republic,  where  I helped  to  form  credit  unions.  I found,  in  some  cases,  that 
it  was  the  only  way  in  which  I could  teach  religious  doctrine  to  men  and  have 
them  listen  to  me.” 

“The  idea  behind  the  movement  follows  exactly  the  principle  stated  by  St. 
Thomas  Aquinas  that  “a  minimum  of  material  well-being  is  necessary  for 
the  practice  of  virtue.” 


known  throughout  the  world  as  the 
Antigonish  Movement.  The  other  two 
were  Dr.  J.  J.  Tompkins,  a priest 
who  was  first  cousin  to  the  Monsignor 
and  whose  thinking  in  the  field  of 
adult  education  had  a profound  in- 
fluence on  him,  and  Dr.  Hugh  Mac- 
Pherson,  who  had  been  working  for 
some  years  teaching  farmers  better 
methods  of  agriculture.  All  three 
were  members  of  the  University  Staff 
of  St.  Francis  Xavier  University,  An- 
tigonish. 

Study  groups  were  formed  at  first 
in  the  homes  of  the  people  and  group 
discussions  took  place  in  which  they 
learned  how  to  form  and  operate 
credit  unions,  then  co-operative 
markets  and  stores.  Later,  miners, 
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THE  CARD 


YOU  WANT  WHEN 


YOU  WANT  IT! 

C- 


That's  what  we  offer  you  in  our 
beautiful  selection  of  Spiritual  Bou- 
quet Greeting  Cards.  Each  card  says 
that  the  receiver  will  be  remembered 
in  a Novena  of  Masses  offered  in 
honor  of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima . Make 
up  your  own  box  of  10  cards  from 
the  following: 

Birthday 

Wedding 

Wedding  Anniversary 

Thank  You 

Get  Well 

New  Baby 

Sympathy 

All  Occasion 

Order  a box  today.  Ten 
cards  to  a box. 

No  money  now.  Pay  as 
you  use  them. 

Offering  for  each  card 
used:  $1.00 

Promotion  Dept. 

Scarboro  Missions, 

2685  Kingston  Rd., 

Toronto  13,  Ont. 

N.B.  These  are  NOT  Mass  Cards. 


But,  whatever  issues  were  at  stake, 
behind  them  stood  the  rock  of  the 
social  teaching  of  the  Church,  for 
that  is  what  the  movement  is  based 
on.  Monsignor  Coady  saw  to  that. 

“Christ  is  the  Alpha  and  Omega 
and  we  do  not  look  for  a new  dispen- 
sation or  a new  scheme  of  redemp- 
tion. But  we  can  make  our  philo- 
sophy, our  religion  and  our  institu- 
tions function  more  widely  and  more 
effectively  in  society.  We  do  empha- 
size the  economic  condition  of  the 
people  because  it  cries  out  for  empha- 
sis. In  our  active  struggle  to  improve 
the  material  conditions  of  the  people 
we  believe  we  are  putting  into  prac- 
tice what  is  just  preached  from  most 
pulpits.” 

“But  ...  we  have  no  desire  to 
create  a nation  of  shopkeepers,  whose 
only  thoughts  run  to  groceries  and  di- 
vidends. We  want  our  people  to  love 
God  and  their  fellow  men  — to  live, 
to  love,  to  play  and  pray  with  all  their 
being.  We  want  them  to  be  men, 
whole  men,  eager  to  explore  all  the 
avenues  of  life  and  to  attain  perfec- 
tion in  all  their  faculties.” 

These  were  the  ideas  he  brought  to 
the  world.  His  death  on  July  28th  of 
this  year  ended  a career  devoted  to 
the  social  betterment  of  his  fellow 
men.  We  salute  him  as  a great  Ca- 
nadian, a great  humanitarian,  a great 
priest. 


History  reveals  that  more  social 
disorders  have  been  prevented  by 
common  sense  with  bread  than  by 
desperation  with  bayonets. 

Jos.  V.  Duenser , C.PP.S. 
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A few  weeks  ago  a child  of  ten 
came  home  from  school  in  a 
state  bordering  on  hysteria.  The 
teacher  had  told  the  entire  class  that 
the  third  World  War  was  to  break 
out  on  “the  coldest  day  of  January, 
1960”,  that  it  would  last  only  eleven 
days  but  that  it  would  take  the  rest 
of  the  year  to  bury  the  dead.  The 
name  of  a certain  local  priest  had 
been  given  as  the  source  of  this  in- 
formation but  a thorough  check 
revealed  that  the  priest  had  never 
made  such  a statement.  But  the  harm 
had  been  done.  The  rumor  was 
already  making  the  rounds  with  grue- 
some details  snowballing  as  it  was 
passed  from  one  to  another. 

This  and  other  similar  wild  state- 
ments are  the  direct  result  of  the 
totally  unwarranted  sensationalism 
that  passes  for  an  interpretation  of  the 
Fatima  secret.  From  coast  to  coast 
and  for  years  now  I have  heard  the 
canard  that  the  late  Holy  Father  Pope 
Pius  XII  read  the  secret  Fatima  letter 
and  was  so  overcome  by  the  horror 
of  its  contents  that  he  fainted  on  the 
spot  and  was  crying  for  days  after- 
wards. It  is  hard  to  track  down  this 
particular  story.  But  the  fact  is  the 


late  Holy  Father  never  read  the 
secret  Fatima  letter . Nobody  has  read 
it  but  the  person  who  wrote  it, 
Sister  Lucy  herself.  No  other  person 
on  earth  has  the  faintest  notion  of 
what  it  contains.  But  still  the  rumors 
persist. 

During  the  question  period  after  a 
recent  lecture  on  the  message  of 
Fatima,  a lady  in  the  audience  asked 
me  if  it  were  true  that  the  Pilgrim 
Virgin  Tour  would  end  in  December 

1959  and  that  with  the  arrival  of 

1960  there  would  be  no  further  need 
to  preach  the  message  of  Fatima. 
When  I enquired  as  to  why  it  would 
no  longer  be  necessary  she  told  me 
that  since  two-thirds  of  the  human 
race  were  going  to  be  killed  in  1960 
the  remaining  third  would  be  driven 
by  sheer  terror  into  leading  saintly 
lives. 

The  Known  Facts 

What  is  actually  known  concerning 
the  Fatima  secret  ? In  the  spring  of 
1946  Sister  Lucy  was  seriously  ill. 
Fearing  that  her  illness  might  prove 
fatal,  the  late  Bishop  of  Leiria  sent 
several  priests  to  ask  what  had  best  be 
done  about  the  part  of  the  Fatima 
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message  that  was  not  yet  known. 
One  of  the  priests  was  Canon  Galam- 
ba  de  Oliveira  and  he  himself  gave 
me  these  details.  Sister  Lucy  said  she 
would  pray  to  the  Blessed  Mother 
for  guidance  as  to  what  she  should 
do  and  asked  the  Bishop’s  represen- 
tatives to  return  in  a few  days.  When 
they  did,  she  told  them  that  she  had 
written  down  the  secret  and  that  it 
was  to  be  given  to  His  Excellency, 
if,  under  obedience,  he  asked  her  to 
reveal  it  to  him  she  would  do  so. 
Otherwise  it  might  be  opened  either 
at  the  time  of  her  death  or  in  1960, 
whichever  came  first.  The  Bishop 
wanted  no  part  of  prying  into  the 
secret.  It  was  sealed  and  placed  in 
the  archives  of  the  Diocese  where  it 
remained  until  his  death  and  pre- 
sumably to  this  day.  The  only  infor- 
mation ever  vouchsafed  by  Lucy  was 
during  her  interrogation  by  some 
priests  concerning  the  Fatima  story. 
Personally,  I have  always  felt  that  it 
would  have  been  better  if  they  had 
left  the  question  of  the  secret  severely 
alone  but  she  did  reply  to  one  of 
their  insistent  questions  by  saying  that 
the  secret  would  be  good  for  some 
and  bad  for  others.  You  may  make 
what  you  like  out  of  that  statement. 
There  are  a thousand  and  one  develop- 
ments, serious  or  otherwise,  that 
could  fall  under  that  category. 

Disaster  Possible 

Nobody  would  deny  that  apoca- 
lyptic disaster  could  overtake  America 
in  1960  or,  for  that  matter,  at  almost 
any  time.  During  July  of  this  year 
a special  Joint  Congressional  Atomic 
Energy  subcommittee  asked  the  Gov- 


ernment’s most  qualified  experts  for 
an  appraisal  of  the  results  of  a 
“moderate-sized”  nuclear  war.  Here 
are  the  figures.  “The  attack  would 
kill  23  million  Americans  outright 
and  fatally  injure  another  25.9  mil- 
lion ...  It  would  also  inflict  non- 
fatal  blast  and  burn  injuries  on 
7,300,000,  harmful  radiation  dosages 
upon  12.7  million”  (Time,  July  6, 
1959).  The  report  continues  that 
“unrestricted  consumption  of  exposed 
foodstuffs  and  crops  would  seriously 
threaten  the  lives  of  all  survivors” 
while  “essentially  all  milk  supplies 
would  be  lost.”  (Ibid.)  Expert 
opinions  abound  as  to  the  devastating 
possibilities  of  an  attack  by  the  Rus- 
sian submarines  that  are  forever 
prowling  off  the  coasts  of  the  United 
States  and  Canada,  whether  with  1500 
mile  nuclear  warheads  or  with  the 
deadly  nerve  gas  the  Russians  are 
known  to  possess.  One  recent  ac- 
count had  it  that  practically  all  life 
in  the  Eastern  coastal  areas  could  be 
snuffed  out  in  a matter  of  twenty 
minutes. 

But  there  is  absolutely  no  justifica- 
tion for  tying  in  this  possible  develop- 
ment with  the  message  to  be  made 
known  through  the  secret  of  Fatima. 
Whatever  may  lie  in  store  for  a world 
wherein  revolt  against  God  is  growing 
by  the  hour  it  will  serve  no  purpose 
simply  to  fold  our  arms  and  wait  for 
approaching  doom.  Rather  should  we 
redouble  our  efforts  at  prayer  and 
penance  to  help  the  Blessed  Mother 
avert  world  disaster.  The  need  for 
the  Fatima  message  will  certainly  not 
end  on  December  31st,  1959.  It  will 
persist  as  long  as  the  words  of  Christ 
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ring  true  that  “unless  you  do  penance 
you  shall  all  likewise  perish.”  Perish 
in  a far  greater  and  irrevocable  disas- 
ter in  the  eternal  loss  of  our  immortal 
souls. 

“It  will  be  good  for  some  and  bad 
for  others.”  It  is  reasonable  to  assume 
that  it  will  be  bad  for  those  who  are 
in  mortal  sin,  who  are  part  and  parcel 
of  the  revolt  against  God  and  good 
for  those  who,  by  seriously  heeding 
the  warnings  of  our  Blessed  Mother, 


will  remain  in  the  state  of  grace, 
offer  up  in  reparation  the  trials  and 
tribulations  of  their  daily  lives  and 
remain  scrupulously  faithful  to  the 
daily  recitation  of  the  Rosary.  In- 
stead of  worrying  to  no  purpose  over 
the  “horrors”  the  alarmists  would  have 
us  believe  the  Fatima  secret  contains 
it  would  be  the  part  of  wisdom  to 
make  sure  that  we  are  among  the 
number  for  whom  it  will  be  good. 
If  we  make  that  effort  there  is  no 
need  to  worry. 


^u5t  a.  Aioment! 

OUR  Holy  Father,  Pope  John  XXIII,  pleads  for  the  Missions.  The 
voice  of  Pius  XII  still  re-echoes  in  his  magnificent  encyclical,  “Fidei 
Donum”.  May  their  great  cry  touch  the  hearts  of  the  faithful.  All 
souls,  who  are  conscious  of  their  obligations  towards  the  Church,  will 
hear  their  urgent  appeal.  However,  many  think  there  is  really  nothing 
they  can  do  - — Oh,  if  only  “their  ship  would  come  in  !” 

Just  a moment . . . you  people  of  good  will  ! There  is  much  you  can  do. 
First,  pray  often  for  the  Missions.  Prayer  wins  many  graces  and 
blessings  for  them.  Save  cancelled  stamps,  old  gold  and  silver.  Scarboro 
Fathers  are  always  glad  to  receive  them.  Then  there  are  many  sacrifices 
to  be  made.  Pass  up  that  extra  something  you  really  don’t  need  and  put 
the  saving  in  the  lovely  Scarboro  Mite  Box.  Moreover,  you  can  interest 
your  friends  in  the  missions.  Tell  them  how  thankful  Scarboro  was  for 
the  box  of  stamps,  old  gold  and  silver  you  sent  and,  incidentally,  how 
glad  you  are  to  be  rid  of  them.  Many  of  your  friends  will  give  you  old 
gold  class  medals,  silver  trophy  cups,  old  lockets,  bracelets,  ear  rings, 
gold  and  silver  chains,  as  well  as  cancelled  stamps,  to  send  along  with 
your  collection. 

All  of  us  can  collaborate  with  our  missionaries.  By  prayer,  alms  and 
especially  by  sacrifices,  we  can  do  our  part  even  though  it  may  be  very 
small.  Remember,  a drop  of  water  amounts  to  very  little,  but  millions 
and  millions  of  drops  of  water  have  made  the  seas  and  the  oceans.  All 
together , we  can  give  the  world  to  Christ. 

Annie  May  MacKenzie , B.A. 
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A Night 
to 

Remember 

Roderick  MacNeil  SFM 

In  the  past  five  weeks  as  many 
typhoons  or  windstorms  have  wan- 
dered around  this  part  of  the  world. 
The  house  sways  and  creaks,  the 
bamboo  and  cocoanut  fronds  rustle, 
the  wind  moans,  my  thatched  roof 
stirs  in  the  gale — letting  in  God’s  air 
and  a sea  of  rain — and  I think  of  the 
night  Tam  O’Shanter  met  the  demons 
and  witches  in  the  spooky  atmosphere 
of  a lightning  storm.  And  I recall 
too,  the  night  that  Padre  Rodrigo 
took  Mrs.  X home. 

While  I was  yet  a curate,  I wit- 
nessed a night  to  match,  word  for 
word,  the  night  that  found  honest 
Tam  so  far  from  home.  Padre 
Francisco,  the  Pastor,  was  keeping  an 
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eye  on  a new  and  fitful  sanctuary 
lamp  that  day.  In  the  evening  he 
intended  to  go  over  and  look  at  it, 
but  a driving  spray  from  the  raging 
sea  not  three  hundred  feet  away 
mingled  with  an  extremely  heavy  rain, 
and  as  the  force  of  the  gale  required 
that  all  doors  and  windows  be  closed, 
the  evening  passed  on,  and  no  trip 
to  the  church  was  ever  made. 

Between  eight  and  nine,  the  house 
boys,  dressed  as  if  for  an  arctic 
expedition,  braved  the  weather  to  lock 
the  church  — and  in  so  doing  were 
jostled  mightily  by  the  doors  and 
thoroughly  soaked.  From  time  to 
time  we  looked  out  through  the  cracks 
in  the  boards  on  the  windows.  Al- 
ways the  same  sight.  The  streets  ab- 
solutely empty  — not  a man  or  beast 
about.  All  houses  closed  tight.  The 
wind  swirling  rain  like  snowdrifts 
down  the  street.  Trees  flailing,  finally 
toppling.  We  thanked  the  Lord  for 
the  ancient  and  sturdy  Spanish  e on- 
vent  o but  we  thought  of  the  sanc- 
tuary lamp.  Near  eleven,  Padre  Fran- 
cisco decided  he  would  check  it 
before  going  to  bed. 

He  made  therefore  a half  running, 
half  flying  dash  to  the  church.  Every- 


thing loose  that  the  gale  encountered 
it  threw  in  his  way  . . . sand,  stones, 
branches  . . . and  cascades  of  rain. 
Dripping  and  bruised,  he  blew  into 
the  church,  the  door  attacking  the 
stone  wall  behind  it  in  a way  that 
left  its  mark.  In  darkness  he  walked 
to  the  sanctuary  and  when  almost 
there  saw  that  the  lamp  was  still  lit 
but  gasping  its  last.  He  mounted  the 
steps  to  the  altar  and  made  a genu- 
flection. 

Just  then  a wild  streak  of  lightning 
illumined  the  church  and  the  thun- 
derclap that  went  with  the  bolt  must 
have  been  audible  for  six  miles.  By 
the  light  of  the  flash  Padre  Francisco 
could  make  out  the  form  of  a woman 
standing  on  the  epistle  side  of  the 
altar,  slouched  over  it  fast  asleep  and 
oblivious  to  the  storm.  Her  unkempt 
hair  tumbled  about  her  face  and  her 
clothes  were  blown  by  the  wind. 

For  a moment  the  priest  was  un- 
nerved at  the  eeriness  of  the  sight. 
He  fumbled  for  the  switch  of  his 
flashlight  and  after  some  difficulty 
succeeded  in  turning  it  on.  Then  he 
approached  the  woman,  shook  her 
and  woke  her  up,  telling  her  that  she 
could  not  stay  there.  Some  consider- 
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able  argument  followed  on  the  rights 
of  ladies  to  sleep  all  night  on  altars 
but  Canon  Law  won  out  and  the 
Pastor  of  the  parish  had  his  way.  At 
least  as  far  as  the  door.  At  the  door 
new  arguments  were  advanced,  some 
of  them  wilder  than  the  night.  After 
a debate  that  was  more  like  a fili- 
buster he  managed  to  get  her  outside 
by  waiting  until  she  stepped  in  front 
of  the  church  door  and  then  pulling 
it  closed  and  locking  it  behind  her. 
Thus  swept  out  she  stood  facing  the 
wind,  as  defiant  and  spectral  a 
figure  as  ever  graced  the  prow  of  a 
ghostly  ship,  her  torn  cape  streaming 
behind  her.  Then  he  recognized  her 
— an  insane  woman  he  had  often 
seen  in  his  parish. 

As  it  was  far  to  the  road  and  as 
the  Padre  had  to  run  to  the  convento, 
she  did  likewise.  Arriving  on  the 
porch  another  argument  was  brought 
before  the  bar.  She  wanted  to  enter 
and  stay.  Since  this  was  impossible 
sentence  was  pronounced . . . “Go 
home  !”  But  nothing  availed.  And 
so  the  Padre  was  forced  to  enter  and 
lock  the  door,  leaving  her  sitting  out- 
side on  a bench. 

After  a considerable  time  a check 
was  made  and  it  was  found  that  she 
was  still  there  despite  the  weather. 
Out  of  pity  the  boys  were  told  to  go 
home  with  her  as  she  might  go  if 
she  had  someone  to  accompany  her 
down  the  bleak  road.  This  proposal 
fell  flattest  of  all  and  she  got  inside 
while  the  point  was  being  argued. 
Finally  one  boy  was  singled  out  and 
discreetly  sent  to  the  police  station 
and  told  to  get  a big  and  authoritative 
cop  who  would  show  her  home.  The 


policeman  insisted  that  she  must  go 
home,  even  ushered  her  in  that  direc- 
tion as  far  as  the  door,  meeting  with 
stiff  opposition  meanwhile,  and  then 
he  went,  with  a wisdom  deeper  than 
the  sea,  about  his  business  elsewhere. 

Black  midnight  found  the  curate, 
Padre  Rodrigo,  trussed  up  in  a rain- 
coat topped  with  a well  anchored 
sebastopol,  flanked  by  three  house- 
boys,  armed  with  an  umbrella  and 
a spotlight  adequate  enough  for  a 
hunting  expedition,  pants  rolled  up 
(as  the  streets  were  awash),  and  de- 
termined to  settle  all  previous  argu- 
ments. 

To  spare  my  mother  anguish,  in 
case  she  reads  this,  I pass  over  hur- 
riedly the  dangers  of  holes  in  the 
road,  flying  branches,  falling  coco- 
nuts, poisonous  snakes,  rickety  bridges 
and  such.  Bucking  the  wind,  breathing 
betimes  behind  a hand  or  inside  a 
coat,  we  firmly  progressed  down  the 
road,  which  eventually  brought  us  to 
a spot  where  the  houses  thinned  out. 
I wondered  where  she  lived.  It  must 
be  here,  or  in  the  next  house.  But 
no,  we  pressed  on.  I might  just  men- 
tion here  that  this  woman  had  been 
chained  up  several  times,  had  at- 
tempted murder,  and  always  talked 
to  herself  in  a loud  voice,  often  dis- 
concertingly, about  whoever  was  with 
her,  Pastor  or  curate  not  excepted. 

On  still  further  till  we  were  in  an 
area  of  trees  lashing  madly  at  the 
night  until  they  tore  themselves  up  by 
the  roots.  Finally,  at  a dark  for- 
bidding fence,  we  turned  in.  Through 
a dripping,  flailing  hedge,  over  a 
style,  through  a yard,  in  and  around 
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and  back  of  houses  and  right  into  a 
stream  which  I hadn’t  noticed.  I 
was  lost  in  thought,  trying  to  figure 
out  where  we  were.  According  to  my 
calculations  we  should  be  at  the  edge 
of  a graveyard,  by  a route  that  was 
as  new  to  me  as  it  was  difficult  to 
traverse.  Passing  through  a patch  of 
scrub  that  reminded  me  of  a blueber- 
ry barren,  we  came  to  a coconut 
grove.  Here  we  got  the  full  fury  of 
the  wind.  With  our  heads  down  we 
stumbled  on,  till  I tripped  on  a root 
about  six  inches  off  the  ground. 
Playing  the  light  overhead  I discover- 
ed that  we  were  at  the  foot  of  a giant 
daket  tree. 

The  daket  grows  over  a hundred 
feet  tall  and  over  fifteen  feet  in 
diameter.  Its  roots  lie  on  top  of  the 
ground  for  a great  area,  reaching 
even  a distance  of  fifty  feet.  Some 
of  them  double  back  and  cling  to  the 
trunk  of  the  tree  and  as  they  are  as 
gnarled  as  its  branches  they  give  it 
a grotesque  and  sinister  appearance, 
reminding  one  of  pictures  of  ghostly 
trees  in  haunted  cemeteries.  One  daket 
I know  of  is  easily  capable  of  con- 
cealing sixty  men  inside  of  its  trunk. 
The  trees  are  never  cut  down  as  many 
of  the  people  believe  they  are  the 
habitation  of  spirits,  and  so  our 
haunted  trees  grow  in  height  and 
terrifying  aspect  until  they  are  de- 
stroyed by  the  elements. 

A gap  in  a scrub  hedge  hard  by 
the  one  we  had  stumbled  upon  led  to 
a clearing  in  which  stood,  in  a state 
of  collapse,  what  had  once  been  a 
house.  No  step  or  ladder  led  to  the 


door.  The  walls  had  fallen  into  a 
crazy  maze  of  angles  and  I saw  when 
I turned  my  flashlight  upon  it  that  the 
floor  was  missing.  The  roof  was  more 
absent  than  present  and  the  whole 
place  creaked  and  writhed  in  the 
wind.  I screamed  at  the  woman  “Is 
this  your  home  ?”  Putting  her  terri- 
fying face  less  than  a foot  away 
from  mine  she  screamed  back  at  me, 
but  the  wind  shrieked  so  loudly  that 
neither  of  us  understood  the  other. 

She  climbed  to  the  doorstep  but 
would  not  enter  the  doorway.  An- 
other bit  of  yelling  back  and  forth 
made  it  clear  that  she  had  no  fire, 
candle,  lamp,  matches  or  flashlight. 
I ordered  the  boys  to  give  her  theirs 
as  mine  was  so  powerful  that  I did 
not  want  to  part  with  it.  To  save  my 
face,  they  made  some  gestures  of 
agreement  at  which  I moved  off.  Back 
on  the  road  they  caught  up  to  me  and 
I saw  that  they  still  had  a flashlight. 
I asked  why  they  hadn’t  left  it  with 
the  woman.  “It  would  not  come 
back  !”  was  the  stern  answer.  They 
had  offered  her  matches,  found  a 
dry  place  on  the  floor  and  arranged 
a bed  for  her  and  told  her  to  come 
in  the  morning  to  the  mission  for 
rice. 

I was  tired  from  being  buffeted  by 
the  wind  and  it  took  all  my  energy 
to  return  home.  But  as  I made  my 
way  through  the  gloomy  night,  wal- 
lowing in  mud  and  soaked  by  the 
rain,  I managed  to  say  a little  prayer 
for  the  poor  insane  lady  who  had 
chosen  to  sleep  on  the  altar  of  God. 
She  must  be  very  close  to  Him. 
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Will  You  Be  Remembered  ? 

Do  you  ever  visit  a graveyard  ? Have  you  noticed  the  difference  between  the  graves 
of  those  whose  relatives  still  live  and  those  whose  loved  ones  are  a bo  dead?  One  shows 
signs  of  loving  care  — the  other,  neglect.  There  is  no  one  to  remember  ! No  loving 
hand  to  trim  the  grass,  pull  the  weeds,  straighten  the  cracked  and  leaning  stone  ! 

Is  this  how  you  will  be  remembered  years  from  now  ? Will  your  name  be  recalled 
only  by  the  stranger  who  chances  by  ? It  could  well  be  ! 

You  can  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  you'll  never  be  forgotten  if  your 
name  is  written  in 

SCARBORO'S  BOOK  OF  PERPETUAL  REMEMBRANCE 

for  those  who  contribute  to  our  Building  Fund.  You  can  reserve  a full  page  (ten 
bnes)  on  which  your  own  name  and  the  names  of  loved  ones  living  or  deceased 
may  be  written,  for  an  offering  of  $1,000.00. 

But  you  don't  have  to  reserve  a full  page.  You  can  take  one  line  or  more  at  the 
rate  of  $100.00  a line,  (see  pages  17-20). 

The  book  in  which  these  pages  ore  inserted  is  permanently  enshrined  in  our  new 
Seminary  Chapel.  Till  the  end  of  time  the  names  in  the  book  will  be  remembered 
by  our  priests  and  seminarians  at  Mass.  Years  hence,  when  all  upon  whom  you 
depend  for  remembrance  ore  dead,  prayers  will  still  be  ascending  to  Heaven  for  you, 
said  by  the  future  priests  and  seminarians  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society. 

For  more  information  write  to: 

SCARBORO  FATHERS,  2685  KINGSTON  RD.,  TORONTO  13,  ONTARIO 


16 


Scarboro  Missions 


WERE 


MOVING 

UP! 

WE  CAN  HIT 
THE  TOP  BY 
NOVEMBER 
IF  YOU  SAY 
YES 


TO  THIS  QUESTION 


LOCATION: 

2685  Kingston  Rd. 
Toronto  13,  Ontario. 


AM  I ONE  OF  1 


PRESENT 

SEMINARY 

(completed)  ^ 

I 


CHAPEL 

(construction  completed) 


If  you’re  a Catholic  you  know  it.  Then  why  this  question?  Just 
this.  You’re  asking  yourself  if  you’re  one  of  the  1,820  Catholics 
still  needed  to  lift  that  mercury  to  the  top.  You  will  be  if  you  can 


pledge  $100.00  to  complete  our  Building  Program.  What’s  more, 
your  name  will  be  inscribed  in  *SCARBORO’S  BOOK  OF 
PERPETUAL  REMEMBRANCE  ! 

*see  page  16 


I And  choose  the  payment  plan  best 
suited  to  your  means.  Each  plan  totals  $100 

PLAN  1 : $ 1 00.00  in  1 payment 

PLAN  2:  $50.00  a year  for  2 years  (2  payments) 

PLAN  3:  $25.00  each  6 months  for  2 years  (4  payments) 

PLAN  4:  $20.00  each  5 months  for  25  months  (5  payments) 

PLAN  5:  $ 1 5.00  each  4 months  for  28  months  (7  payments  — 
last  payment  $10.00) 

PLAN  6:  $10.00  each  2 months  for  20  months  (10  payments) 
PLAN  7:  $5.00  each  2 months  for  40  months  (20  payments) 
PLAN  8:  $2.50  a month  for  40  months  (40  payments) 

NOTE:  Full  payment  may  be  made  at  any  time  within  the  pledge  period. 


MY  PLEDGE 

Yes,  I'm  one  of  1,820  Catholics  to  give  $100.00  to  Canada's 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society's  Building  Fund. 

I choose  plan  number 
I will  make  my  first  payment 

(date) 

Lest  I forget,  please  send  me  a reminder  one  week  in  advance  of  payments. 

Name  

Address 

Instruction:  Cut  out  and  mail  to: 

Father  Francis  Diemert,  S.F.M.,  2685  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto  13.  Ont. 

All  contributions  acknowledged  by  official  receipt  usable  for  Income  Tax  deductions. 

If  not  acknowledged  within  two  weeks,  please  notify  us. 


LITTLE 
FLOWER’S 
JUNIOR 
MISSIONARIES 

4 SAINT  THERESE 

Dear  Junior  Missionaries  : 

October  3rd  is  a big  day  for  all  of  you.  It’s  St.  Theresa’s  Feast  Day. 

The  other  day  I was  reading  the  story  of  her  life  all  over  again.  Every 
time  I do,  it  seems,  I learn  something  new  about  her. 

Did  you  know  that  she  was  fond  of  fishing?  When  she  was  very  young 
she  often  went  with  her  father  down  to  the  river  near  their  home  to  catch 
fish.  And,  as  she  sat  quietly  on  the  river  bank  waiting  for  a bite,  she  found 
that  that  was  a good  time  to  pray. 

If  you’ve  ever  been  fishing  you’ll  know  why  . . . everything  is  so  peaceful 
and  still . . . nothing  to  disturb  your  thoughts  except  the  splash  of  a fish 
when  you’ve  caught  him  ! 

I think  that  very  often  as  St.  Theresa  waited  for  that  first  nibble  she  must 
have  said  a little  prayer  for  the  missions.  Her  mother  had  often  told  her 
about  the  work  for  God  of  the  missionary  priests  who  went  far  away  to 
strange  lands.  And  she  never  forgot  the  lesson. 

And  I think  too,  that  perhaps,  as  she  pulled  in  her  line  and  took  the 
fish  from  the  hook,  she  might  just  have  been  thinking  of  the  words  of  Our 
Lord  to  the  apostles  : 

“Come  after  Me,  and  I will  make  you  fishers  of  men.” 

Anyway,  St.  Theresa  now  shares  with  St.  Francis  Xavier  the  honour  of 
being  a patron  of  the  missions. 

And  all  because  she  prayed  so  hard  for  them  ! 

Will  you  pray  hard  for  them  too  ? 

Your  friend  always, 

Father  Jim. 
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Gn.eJUt  l/f+iia+i'i 


New  ani.we'i  to.  cut  old 

Basil  Kirby  SFM 


Emelio  is  a great  fellow.  The 
kind  of  fellow  that  you  feel  proud 
to  know.  When  I came  here  to  the 
Dominican  Republic  on  assignment  to 
help  Father  Harvey  Steele,  S.F.M. 
for  a time  with  his  work  in  the  field 
of  Credit  Unions  and  Co-operatives, 
Emelio  was  one  of  his  principal  as- 
sistants. Unfortunately  it  has  not 
been  possible  for  him  to  continue 
working  in  that  capacity,  but,  no 
doubt  about  it,  he  continues  to  be 
the  soul  of  the  Credit  Unions  in  his 
area.  Looks  after  them  with  the  same 
type  of  interest  and  care  that  he 
shows  his  own  family.  Watching  care- 
fully. Explaining  patiently. 

The  first  time  I went  to  his  house 
was  under  sorrowful  circumstances. 
A child  had  just  died,  twenty  days 
after  birth.  While  Emelio  and  his 
wonderful  wife  Cristina  sorrowed  at 
this  loss,  they  knew  that  the  child 
had  ‘found  the  pearl  of  great  price’ 
in  that  he  had  been  baptized  and  was 
now  safely  in  Heaven. 

Until  recent  years  there  was  no 
church  in  the  vicinity  of  their  home. 
As  they  had  done  since  they  were 
children  Emelio  and  Cristina  made 
the  long  hike  to  Mass  every  Sunday, 
taking  their  older  children  with  them. 
There  and  back  was  twenty  one 


miles  — on  foot.  Gradually,  as  the 
number  of  missionary  priests  in  the 
country  increased,  Mass  and  the  Sa- 
craments have  become  more  accessible 
for  thousands  of  families  throughout 
the  country.  Nine  years  ago  it  became 
possible  to  have  Mass  every  Sunday 
in  a village  only  a mile  from  Emelio’s 
little  farm.  Better  still,  just  two  years 
ago  the  Bishop  was  able  to  send  a 
couple  of  priests  to  live  in  that  village 
and  to  establish  a parish  in  the  area, 
so  now  there  is  Mass  every  day  and 
at  least  a couple  of  members  of 
Emelio’s  family  can  be  counted  among 
the  faithful. 

When  Father  Steele  travelled 
through  that  country  some  ten  years 
ago  spreading  the  idea  of  Credit 
Unions  Emelio  was  one  of  the  first 
to  appreciate  their  value.  At  that  time 
he  had  been  married  for  about  seven 
years,  had  still  no  property  of  his 
own,  and  was  barely  squeezing  a 
living  out  of  the  two  and  a half  acres 
loaned  to  him  by  his  father  — a job 
that  was  as  big  as  his  farm  was  small 
if  you  consider  that  his  young  family 
was  increasing  steadily.  By  raising 
pigs  in  addition  to  tilling  the  land 
he  was  able  to  boost  his  cash  income 
to  around  seven  hundred  dollars  a 
year,  hardly  enough  for  more  than  a 
minimum  living.  Moreover,  his 
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housing  situation  was  desperate  — he 
had  a tiny  place  with  an  earthen 
floor  and  a thatched  roof,  bursting  at 
the  seams.  Nevertheless,  Ernelio’s 
condition  at  that  time  was  far  better 
than  that  of  some  of  his  neighbours, 
who  were  trying  to  make  ends  meet 
with  a total  income  of  less  than  three 
hundred  dollars  a year.  He  knew 
that  something  must  be  done. 

The  idea  of  the  Credit  Union  — 


teaching  people  to  save  money  even 
in  small  amounts  and  showing  them 
how  to  pool  their  savings  for  useful 
loans  to  the  Credit  Union  members 
opened  Emelio’s  eyes  to  the  real  and 
tremendous  possibilities  in  his  own 
life.  He  felt  that  what  would  other- 
wise be  idle  dreams  could,  by  means 
of  the  Credit  Union,  become  am- 
bitions that  could  actually  be  realized. 
He  started  right  away  to  make  the 
Credit  Union  his  tool  for  success. 
There  were  certain  things  he  had 
always  longed  for  and  he  was  ready 
to  make  every  sacrifice  to  make  his 
hopes  come  true. 

At  first  it  was  save,  save,  save. 
He  just  had  to  get  some  money  into 
savings.  That  meant  no  new  clothes 
when  his  small  crops  were  gathered 


Emilio  and  his  son  check  a tobacco  plant  on  his  farm. 
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and  no  money  to  spend  on  enter- 
tainment. Everything  had  to  go  into 
savings.  This  was  the  first  part  of 
the  plan  as  it  is  for  every  serious 
member  of  a Credit  Union  whether  in 
the  Dominican  Republic,  Canada,  or 
elsewhere. 

In  1951  an  opportunity  presented 
itself.  Some  property  nearby,  that 
was  owned  by  a man  who  lived  else- 
where, was  up  for  sale.  Emelio  ap- 
proached his  Credit  Union,  had  his 
plan  approved,  and  borrowed  heavily. 
He  bought  six  acres  of  good  land 
and  moved  his  tiny  house  onto  his 
own  property.  He  was  in  debt  — but 
he  had  become  independent. 

The  view  was  terrific.  The  house 
was  located  on  the  brow  of  a hill 
looking  down  into  a gem  of  a small 
tropical  valley  which  opened  out  into 
the  famous  Royal  Valley,  the  bread- 
basket of  the  Dominican  Republic. 
From  his  doorstep  at  dusk,  as  he 
returned  from  a day’s  work  in  the 
fields  below,  Emelio  could  see  the 
lights  of  five  different  towns  within 
a radius  of  twenty  miles.  He  had 
his  own  place  and  that  gave  him  a 
tremendous  feeling  of  satisfaction. 
But  that  was  only  the  start.  At  this 
stage  he  was  deep  in  the  red  — but 
he  felt  sure  that  the  farm  would  pay 
for  itself,  God  willing,  and  put  him 
in  a position  to  advance  more 
rapidly.  God  was  good  to  him  — and 
Emelio  did  his  part  by  working  as 
hard  and  as  steadily  as  he  could.  Nor 
did  he  slacken  his  efforts  to  assist 
the  priests  of  his  mission  parish.  Any 
call  from  a priest  is,  for  Emelio,  a 
beckoning  finger  of  God.  He  has  been 
that  way  for  many  years  and  has  no 
intention  of  changing. 


He  prospered.  Within  the  possi- 
bilities of  his  small  property  and  his 
own  efforts,  he  was  successful.  He 
paid  off  his  loan  and  continued  adding 
to  his  savings.  Two  years  later,  in 
1953,  he  borrowed  again  from  his 
Credit  Union  and  bought  another  four 
acres.  Next,  in  1954,  came  the  busi- 
ness of  the  house.  He  borrowed 
again  and  built  a new  house.  Nothing 
fancy,  nothing  like  the  houses  of 
wealthy  people,  (actually  very  poor 
still  by  some  standards)  but  it  was 
new,  and  bigger,  and  better,  and  it 
accommodated  his  growing  family  in 
a vastly  improved  degree.  Twice, 
since  it  was  first  built,  his  new  house 
has  been  enlarged  and  improved, 
mostly  by  his  own  labour.  What  had 
been  his  tiny  bit  of  a house,  in  which 
he  and  the  family  had  lived  for  eight 
years,  has  become  the  kitchen,  de- 
tached from  the  living  quarters  of  the 
new  house. 

The  same  year  that  he  built  his 
house,  1954,  he  borrowed  again  and 
bought  another  ten  acres.  Things 
were  moving  rapidly  now  for  him. 
Every  new  investment  in  land  meant 
continued  sacrifice  for  himself  — but 
it  also  meant  solid  investment  in 
something  that  by  the  sweat  of  his 
brow  and  the  Grace  of  God  would 
pay  for  itself  in  time.  It  saw  the 
realization  of  part  of  his  ambitions  — 
he  would  have  some  land  to  leave  his 
children,  and  he  would  be  able  to 
set  them  an  example  of  what  could 
be  done. 

Thus,  by  1954,  he  already  had 
more  than  the  limit  of  sixteen  acres, 
which  is  the  maximum  that  one  man 
can  cultivate  without  the  aid  of 
modern  machinery  — at  least  in  a 
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Emilio’s  new  house.  The  old  one  can  be  seen  at  the  back. 


lush,  fast-growing  tropical  valley. 
Since  that  time,  consequently,  he  has 
rented  out  a piece  of  the  land  he 
acquired,  awaiting  the  day  when  one 
of  his  children  will  be  wanting  a 
piece  of  land  to  start  on  his  own. 

Emelio’s  children  are  never  far 
from  his  thoughts.  Formerly  he  was 
able  to  buy  only  one  or  two  bottles 
of  milk  a day  for  them.  Now  he 
has  acquired  four  cows  so  that  his 
children  drink  several  bottles  of  milk 
a day.  In  addition  there  is  enough  for 
his  father’s  home,  his  wife’s  family, 
and  even  a few  bottles  for  sale. 

Father  Steele  brought  about  meet- 
ings of  Credit  Union  members  with 
Government  farm  experts.  Emelio 
listened  carefully  to  talks  on  the  use 
of  fertilizers  to  improve  soil.  He 
saddled  up  his  horse  and  rode  off  to 
where  he  could  see  a demonstration 
farm  — and  came  back  convinced. 
His  next  crop  showed  the  results.  On 
the  very  same  piece  of  land,  an  acre 
and  a half,  where  in  previous  years  he 
gathered  600  pounds  of  tobacco,  he 
now  gathers  a crop  of  1800  pounds 


of  far  superior  quality.  Formerly  his 
crop  sold  for  $40.00.  Now,  after 
deducting  the  price  of  the  fertilizer, 
his  crop  paid  him  $170.00.  It  had 
meant  extra  labour  and  another  loan 
from  the  Credit  Union,  but  study  and 
hard  work  and  the  Credit  Union  idea 
were  paying  off  for  him. 

The  plowing  at  Emelio’s  farm  is 
still  done  by  oxen,  and  all  cultivation 
by  back-breaking  work  with  a 
machete.  But  at  the  rate  he  is  going, 
perhaps  the  day  is  not  too  far  off 
when  he  will  be  at>le  to  follow  the  lead 
of  others  by  working  co-operatively 
with  his  neighbours  to  bring  in  trac- 
tors and  other  modern  equipment. 
That  will  bring  prosperity  faster  to 
himself  and  to  the  other  families  of 
that  beautiful  valley  God  has  made. 

His  application  to  study  and  his 
practical  knowledge  of  the  Credit 
Union  made  Emelio  a natural  choice 
when  Father  Steele  needed  another 
assistant  inspector  of  Credit  Unions 
for  the  area.  Emelio  gave  up  his 
prospering  little  farm  in  exchange  for 
a small  salary  and  long  hours  of 
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work.  Leaving  the  farm  temporarily 
in  the  care  of  another,  he  willingly 
undertook  to  be  of  assistance  to  others 
with  Credit  Union  procedures  and 
problems.  He  continued  in  this  work 
for  about  five  years. 

As  he  travelled  about  the  country 
as  an  inspector  he  taught  and  helped 
others  but  he  also  kept  eyes  and  ears 
open  to  learn  new  things  for  himself. 
These  he  put  into  practise  after  re- 
turning to  full  time  farming.  One 
simple  example  is  that  he  replanted 
his  pasture  with  a new  type  of  grass 
more  nourishing  for  his  animals  and 
better  able  to  withstand  drought  than 
that  he  had  used  before.  His  four 
acres  of  banana  and  plantain  trees 
illustrate  another  advance.  He  now 
uses  a more  scientific  system  of  piling 
the  pulpy  trunks  of  the  trees,  cut 
down  after  bearing  fruit,  so  as  to 
produce  a permanent  source  of  natural 
fertilizer  for  the  growth  of  new  trees. 
This  also  avoids  the  former  danger  of 
having  tiny  delicate  roots  exposed  to 
the  blazing  sun. 

The  last  few  years  here  have  been 
very  hard  on  the  farmers  in  many 
parts  of  the  country  because  they 
have  been  years  of  drought.  Many 
crops  have  failed,  but  Emelio  has 
been  able  to  weather  the  storm  better 
than  many  because  he  has  been  able 
to  take  over  more  land.  Even  in  a 
poor  year  his  income  is  now  double 
what  he  used  to  make.  His  children 
are  much  better  nourished.  These 
years  of  drought  have  slowed  his 
progress  considerably  — but,  after 
making  every  effort,  he  is  content  to 
let  God  portion  out  the  results. 


Everything  is  still  on  a family  scale 
around  Emelio’s  farm.  Lovely  shade 
trees  fill  the  yard  so  that  his  family 
are  cool  even  on  the  hottest  days  — 
orange  trees,  coconut  trees,  lime  trees, 
a couple  of  varieties  of  palm  trees. 
He  has  a few  pigs,  naturally  and 
enough  chickens  to  supply  the  house 
steadily  with  fresh  eggs.  And,  of 
course,  a few  turkeys  and  the  family 
dog. 

The  wonderful  thing  about  Emelio’s 
advancement  towards  a better  life 
for  himself  and  his  family  is  that  he 
steadfastly  keeps  material  progress 
secondary  to  the  spiritual  well-being 
of  his  family  and  himself.  Looking 
through  his  front  door  you  can  see, 
in  the  place  of  honour,  pictures  of  the 
Sacred  Heart  and  Our  Lady  of  Alta- 
gracia,  where,  after  darkness  sur- 
rounds the  house,  the  family  gather 
for  the  nightly  rosary.  Emelio  is 
happy  and  proud  of  his  wife  and  their 
nine  children  and  the  first  treasure 
that  he  guards  for  them  is  God’s 
grace  in  their  souls.  All  of  his  efforts 
at  progress  have  been  for  his  family. 
Using  the  Credit  Union  as  his  key  he 
opened  a door  that  has  led  from 
something  that  was  almost  grinding 
poverty  to  a state  of  having  a little 
of  everything.  He  is  not  a rich  land 
owner.  His  entire  holdings  amount  to 
about  twenty-five  acres.  Many  people 
would  consider  his  home  extremely 
poor  although  the  materials  in  it 
cost  him  seven  hundred  dollars.  Yet 
he  is  truly  rich  in  the  things  that 
count.  The  Credit  Union  has  been 
good  for  Emelio  — but  he  put  into 
it  the  study,  hard  work,  attention  to 
detail  and  the  sense  of  responsibility 
that  made  it  work  for  him. 
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SILENCE 

SILENCE 

Doctor:  “That  pain  in  your  leg  is 

caused  by  old  age.” 

Grandpa : “Nonsense  ! The  other  leg 
is  the  same  age  and  it  doesn’t  hurt 
a bit.” 


Ireland's  Own. 

^ Jjc 


A big  plane  out  of  Los  Angeles  had 
just  lifted  itself  over  the  Rockies  when 
one  motor  began  to  spit  and  sputter. 
The  stewardess  looked  concerned,  told 
the  passengers  to  buckle  their  seat 
belts,  they  were  going  down  for  an 
emergency  landing. 


The  members  of  a crew  on  a sub- 
marine were  about  to  take  battle  sta- 
tions, and  the  ship’s  captain  was  worried 
about  a young  seaman,  second  class, 
whose  job  it  was  to  close  the  water- 
tight doors  between  certain  compart- 
ments. The  boy  didn’t  seem  to  realize 
his  responsibility  and  the  captain  under- 
took to  impress  it  upon  him.  He  told 
him  that  if  he  failed  in  his  job  the  ship 
might  be  lost,  and  it  had  cost  around 
eight  million  dollars.  Not  only  that, 
some  of  the  men  aboard  were  special- 
ists and  it  cost  Uncle  Sam  thousands  to 
train  each  of  them;  they  might  be 
drowned. 

“So  you  see  how  important  it  is  that 
you  do  your  job.  This  very  expensive 
ship,  these  important  men  . . .”  the  cap- 
tain concluded. 

“Yes,  sir,  and  then  there’s  me,  too,” 
replied  the  lad. 

The  captain  stopped  worrying. 

American  Eagle. 
* * * 

There  is  no  riddle  to  surpass 
The  mystery  of  growing  grass, 

Which  bravely  thrusts  its  tender  stalk 
Through  tiny  cracks  along  the  walk, 
And  thrives  in  crannies  of  the  wall, 
And  in  the  flower  beds  grows  tall, 

And  grows  and  grows,  till  summer’s  gone, 
On  everything  except  the  lawn. 

Better  Homes  & Gardens. 


A priest  sought  to  solace  her.  “Tell 
your  pilot  not  to  worry.  We  have  eight 
bishops  aboard.” 

She  went  forward,  came  back  and  re- 
ported : “I  told  him,  Father,  and  he 
said  he’d  rather  have  four  engines.” 

Sales  Management. 

* * * 

A kindergarten  teacher  gave  each  of 
her  pupils  a psychological  test  by  getting 
them  to  carve  an  object  of  their  own 
design  from  a bar  of  soap.  After  a 
while,  she  went  round  the  class  with 
pencil  and  paper  taking  notes  as  the 
children  explained  their  works  of  art. 

“Elephant,  dog,  man,  tree,  gun . . .” 
she  began  her  list. 

Then  she  came  to  a boy  whose  work 
she  couldn’t  recognize.  He  had  just 
carved  the  soap  to  pieces. 

“What’s  this,  Tommy  ?”  she  asked. 

Came  the  reply : “Soap  flakes.” 

Tit  Bits. 

* * * 

Cheerful  people,  the  doctors  say, 
resist  disease  better  than  the  glum  ones. 
In  other  words,  the  surly  bird  catches 
the  germ. 

Nuggets. 
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THIS 

MAN 

IS 

NEEDED! 


What  is  he  ? Heys  a local  citizen  with  the  title  "Catechist"  ! 

Where  is  he  ? He  may  be  in  Japan,  the  Dominican  Republic,  the 

Bahamas  or  the  Philippines. 

Why  is  he  needed  ? Because  he's  the  "right  arm"  of  the  missionary 
priest.  He's  the  extra  hands  to  help  carry  the  burden  and  the  extra 
feet  to  help  cover  a mission  area  assigned  to  a Scarboro  Father.  He 
teaches  catechism  — rounds  up  people  for  Mass  — leads  in  prayer 
when  the  missionary  is  absent  — performs  a multitude  of  tasks 
particular  to  mission  work. 

He's  a dedicated  layman  who  works  for  a pittance  to  bring  his 
countrymen  into  the  Church. 

His  monthly  salary  is  $25.00. 


Scarboro  Fathers,  2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  1 3,  Ont. 

Dear  Fathers, 

I enclose  $ to  help  provide  a Catechist's  salary  in  the  mission 

land  I have  circled  below. 

Send  me  a monthly  reminder  and  I shall  try  to  repeat  this  each  month. 

Name  

Address j 

City  Zone  Province  

DOMINICAN  REPUBLIC  JAPAN  PHILIPPINES  BAHAMAS 

i 
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Fides 


ORGANIZE  WORLD  SOCIETY 
OR  PERISH 


LOUVAIN  (AIF)  — Human  solida- 
rity and  the  development  of  a real 
world  community  is  a positive  obli- 
gation that  calls  for  definite  action: 
it  is  a question  of  life  or  death  for 
the  whole  human  race.  The  right  of 
needy  peoples  to  make  use  of  excess 
resources  existing  in  other  countries 
comes  within  the  purview  of  dynamic 
and  progressive  justice. 

These  principles  are  expounded  by 
Canon  Louis  Janssens,  Professor  of 
Moral  Theology  at  Louvain  Univer- 
sity, in  an  article  prepared  for  World 
Justice , a new  quarterly  to  be  pub- 
lished by  the  Catholic  University  of 
Louvain. 

Canon  Janssens  stresses  the  fact 
that  humanity  really  constitutes  one 
community  of  which  the  integral  parts 
must  supplement  each  other.  The  in- 
ternationalization of  our  economy,  the 
inter-dependence  of  our  scientists  and 
technologists  on  the  international 
plane  and  the  impact  of  our  global 
network  of  communications  are  cited 
as  examples  of  the  factors  that  are 
causing  this  world  community  to 
emerge  more  and  more  clearly.  These 
facts  constitute  a foundation  which 
calls  for  the  creation  of  a ‘moral  and 
juridical  organism’  without  which  the 
very  existence  of  our  race  will  be 
imperilled. 


The  author  points  out  that  humanity 
can  now,  for  the  first  time  in  history, 
make  adequate  provision  for  the  needs 
of  mankind.  He  goes  on  to  say  that 
by  virtue  of  dynamic  and  progressive 
justice,  this  possibility  gives  the 
hungry  peoples  a real  right  to  the 
use  of  surplus  resources  existing  in 
other  parts  of  the  world.  Canon 
Janssens  quotes  Pope  Pius  XII  as 
saying  that  this  ‘right  of  use’  is  the 
first  and  most  fundamental  of  all 
the  rights  of  man  with  regard  to 
property.  He  adds  that  this  right  of 
use  is  the  real  reason  and  purpose  of 
the  right  of  property. 

Alluding  to  the  social  function  of 
private  property,  Canon  Janssens  says 
that  this  principle  must  be  applied 
also  in  the  international  sphere  in 
such  a way  that  the  property  pos- 
sessed by  a nation  is  also  subject  to 
international  social  obligations.  Spe- 
cifically, Canon  Janssens  points  out 
that  the  social  question,  as  a global 
problem,  means  that  all  nations,  es- 
pecially those  that  are  possessed  of 
greater  advantages,  must  cooperate 
towards  the  creation  of  a new  world 
order  in  which  men  everywhere  can, 
according  to  present  possibilities,  en- 
joy the  ‘right  of  use’  with  regard  to 
property,  suitable  health  facilities  and 
such  educational  facilities  as  will 
enable  them  to  play  their  part  as  ef- 
fective producers  for  the  welfare  of 
mankind. 
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Monsignor  Fraser’s  autobiography  began  in  the 
January  issue  of  Scarboro  Missions 

I continued  my  campaign  of  preaching  in  the  churches  and 
lecturing  in  the  seminaries,  colleges,  and  schools,  trying  to  rouse 
a missionary  spirit  among  the  clergy  and  people  and  foster  voca- 
tions for  the  missionary  life.  While  visiting  Ironside  College  with 
this  intent,  a ’phone  call  from  Father  Cavanagh  of  Almonte, 
Ontario,  in  the  Archdiocese  of  Ottawa,  invited  me  to  pay  him 
a visit.  Not  long  after  I did  visit  him  in  Almonte  and  told  him 
the  object  of  my  campaign.  “But,”  I said,  “the  war  is  on  and 
there  are  no  houses  for  rent.  I need  a place  in  which  to  begin 
my  work.”  “How  would  you  like  this  house  ?”  he  said.  We  were 
seated  in  his  combination  convent  and  school.  “Oh,  this  would 
be  fine,  but  you  need  it  yourself.”  “No,”  he  said,  “we  have  an 
old  school  house  near  the  church  we  can  use,  and  the  Sisters  can 
get  another  house.”  “Well,  but  I must  first  get  permission  from 
the  Archbishop  of  Ottawa.”  “We’ll  get  that,  too,”  he  said.  “How 
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much  do  you  want  for  the  house  ?”  I asked.  “Just  what  we  paid 
for  it,  $5,000.00”.  “Let  us  see  the  building.”  It  was  a twenty-five 
roomed  brick  house  formerly  used  as  a hotel  and  afterwards 
remodelled  by  Archbishop  McNally  for  a school  and  convent. 
He  was  then  pastor  of  Almonte.  There  was  also  a hall,  a kind 
of  auditorium,  and  a barn  on  the  property  which  was  thrown  in, 
as  part  of  the  bargain.  I agreed. 

It  was  the  end  of  October,  1918. 

Archbishop  Gauthier  was  away  at  the  time,  ill  in  a sanatorium 
in  Detroit.  On  November  1st,  All  Saints’  Day,  we  began  a novena, 
the  Sisters  and  I,  to  St.  Joseph  (they  were  St.  Joseph  Sisters) 
to  obtain  the  desired  permission.  During  the  novena  His  Grace 
returned  to  Ottawa  and  Father  Cavanagh  went  to  see  him. 
(Almonte  is  thirty  miles  from  Ottawa). 

“Be  sure  to  let  me  know  by  ’phone  if  the  Archbishop  gives 
permission,”  I said  in  parting. 

In  the  afternoon  he  ’phoned : the  Archbishop  had  given 
permission  to  start  the  College,  but  he  had  not  seen  his  con- 
suitors  yet.  The  same  afternoon,  as  Father  Cavanagh  was 
walking  along  the  street  in  Ottawa,  the  Archbishop,  who  was 
riding  in  his  carriage,  pulled  over  to  the  curb  and  said  : 

“Tell  Father  Fraser  to  go  ahead  and  found  the  College  for 
China.  I have  seen  the  consultors  and  they  all  approve.” 

It  was  November  9 th,  1918,  the  ninth  day  of  the  no  vena 
— the  day  we  celebrate  as  Foundation  Day. 

I will  never  forget  the  self-sacrificing  spirit  of  those  good 
Sisters  of  St.  Joseph.  Imagine  making  a novena  in  order  to 
be  evicted  from  the  convent  they  loved ! What  an  heroic 
sacrifice  for  the  conversion  of  China ! With  the  money  I gave 
Father  Cavanagh  he  purchased  a house  for  the  Sisters.  I 
remember  the  day  they  moved  out.  They  left  the  chapel  as  it 
was,  since  the  Blessed  Sacrament  was  still  on  the  altar,  but  the 
rest  of  the  house  was  stripped  bare.  Next  day,  after  I had  said 
Mass  and  consumed  the  Sacred  Species,  they  took  away  the  altar 
and  everything  else  out  of  the  chapel.  I slept  in  the  empty  house 
that  night.  The  only  piece  of  furniture  I had  was  the  bed  Father 
Cavanagh  gave  me. 
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I recalled  Father  Caralt  from  Toronto  and  Paul  Kam  from 
Antigonish.  After  Paul  got  settled  down  he  wanted  to  know 
when  I was  going  to  open  the  College.  “It  is  opened  already,” 
I said,  “We  have  a Superior,  a professor  and  a student.” 

But  Father  Caralt  was  not  much  of  a professor  for  Paul. 
They  both  spoke  different  languages,  one  Spanish,  the  other 
Chinese,  and  neither  of  them  knew  much  English.  Paul  decided 
that  he  would  have  to  learn  English  first  and  then  Latin.  A 
little  boy  wanted  to  go  to  China  and  I began  to  teach  him  Latin. 
At  the  same  time  I continued  my  campaign  for  vocations  and 
funds.  Now  and  then  I returned  to  Almonte  to  give  directions 
and  answer  correspondence. 

I had  sent  a circular  letter  to  all  the  English  speaking  priests 
of  Canada  telling  them  that  I now  had  a headquarters  and  that 
the  China  Mission  College  had  been  founded  in  Almonte.  We 
had  no  servants.  Paul  bought  the  food  and  did  the  housecleaning. 
One  day  he  sprinkled  water  on  the  floor  to  keep  down  the  dust 
while  sweeping.  To  his  amazement,  it  turned  to  ice.  Another 
day,  he  rushed  to  St.  Mary’s  Church  to  tell  me  that  the  tank 
in  the  attic  had  burst  and  water  was  pouring  down  through  the 
whole  house.  We  then  had  icicles  everywhere.  Our  furnace  was 
of  little  use.  My  sister,  Sister  Geraldine,  paid  me  a visit.  She  put  her 
hand  to  the  register  and  said:  “Are  you  sure  it  is  a furnace  and 
not  a refrigerator  you  have  in  the  basement  ?” 

Some  kind  women  organized  a band  of  auxiliaries,  who  came, 
two  by  two,  to  do  the  cooking  and  housecleaning.  The  farmers 
brought  in  vegetables.  Neighbouring  priests  sent  us  furniture. 

Except  for  Paul  and  the  Almonte  boy,  however,  it  was  four 
months  before  I got  another  candidate.  This  was  when  I was 
preaching  and  collecting  funds  in  St.  Patrick’s  Church,  Toronto. 
The  Provincial  of  the  Redemptorists  said  to  me  : “I  think  1 
know  a young  man  who  would  volunteer  to  go  to  China.”  This 
was  a Dutch  professor  of  music.  He  agreed  to  go  to  China  and 
to  Almonte  to  study,  but  doubted  if  he  could  give  up  smoking. 
I had  intended  to  forbid  smoking  in  my  new  seminary,  as  I 
did  not  smoke  myself,  and  smoking  had  been  forbidden  in  my 
“alma  mater”  of  Genoa,  but  I was  very  anxious  to  get  students 
who  would  become  priests  for  China  so  I made  an  exception.  He 
could  smoke  in  his  room. 
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By  May,  1919,  I had  five  students.  It  was  time  I acquaint- 
ed Rome  of  the  new  foundation.  Father  Hyland  of  Kingston, 
who  wanted  to  go  to  China  but  could  not  get  permisison  from 
his  Bishop,  left  Montreal  with  me  aboard  the  steamer  “Grampion”. 
We  landed  at  Cherbourg,  France,  passed  through  Paris  and 
finally  arrived  in  Rome.  The  Sacred  Congregation  of  Propaganda 
was  pleased  to  hear  of  new  recruits  for  the  army  of  foreign  mis- 
sionaries, and  introduced  me  to  His  Holiness  Pope  Benedict  XV. 

I The  Holy  Father  graciously  received  me  in  private  audience  and 
wrote,  with  his  own  hand,  a nice  blessing  on  the  founder  and 
| future  missionaries  of  China  Mission  College.  A copy  of  it 
appeared  in  the  first  issue  of  “China”  in  October,  1919. 

On  my  way  back  from  Rome  I visited  Ireland  and  arranged 
for  the  transference  of  Daniel  Carey  to  our  work.  I had  to  go 
s to  London  to  get  his  passport.  It  was  in  the  days  of  the  “Black 
and  Tans”  and  young  men  were  not  easily  permitted  to  leave 
Ireland.  On  returning  to  Canada  I found  that  Father  Sammon 
had  joined  the  work  and  not  long  after  Father  O’Toole  came 
! from  California.  He  thought  I was  still  in  China  and  had  written 
to  me  there  and  told  me  that  he  was  now  free  to  go  to  China. 
On  receiving  his  letter  in  Canada  I told  him  of  the  work  I was 
j now  engaged  in  and  requested  him  to  come  and  help  me  in 
Almonte;  that  he  would  be  working  for  China  just  the  same, 
j Father  Basso  came  from  Italy  to  act  as  professor  of  theology. 
In  September,  1919,  the  college  opened  a second  time,  with 
seven  students.  In  October  I published  the  first  issue  of  “China”, 
i I had  1 0,000  copies  printed  and  sent  gratis  to  all  the  English 
speaking  priests  of  Canada.  We  formed  a civil  corporation  of 
five  members  and  had  Queen  of  Apostles  China  Mission  College 
: in  Almonte  incorporated  “according  to  the  laws  of  Ontario.” 

On  a campaign  tour  of  Prince  Edward  Island  I was  the 
guest  of  Bishop  Henry  O’Leary  of  Charlottetown.  There  I met 
his  secretary,  Father  McGuigan,  the  present  Cardinal  Archbishop 
| of  Toronto.  I preached  in  the  beautiful,  newly-renovated  Cathedral 
and  other  churches  of  the  diocese  and  gave  an  illustrated  lecture 
to  the  students  of  St.  Dunstan’s  College.  I spent  my  spare  time 
in  compiling  a rule  book  for  China  Mission  College.  It  was 
in  Latin  and  modelled  on  the  rule  book  of  my  “alma  mater”, 
Brignole  Sale,  Genoa.  Father  McGuigan  examined  it,  found  it 
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correct  and  obtained  an  imprimatur  from  the  Bishop.  I had 
fifty  copies  printed  in  Charlottetown. 

At  the  third  opening  of  the  College,  in  1920,  we  had  so 
many  applicants  that  we  had  to  make  cubicles  in  the  auditorium. 
We  also  bought  the  house  next  door.  We  needed  a new  seminary 
badly.  With  that  in  mind  we  bought  a fine  building  site  on  the 
Mississippi  river  (that  is  the  name  of  the  river  running  through 
Almonte)  and  also  an  adjoining  farm  of  one  hundred  acres. 
My  brother,  Father  William  Fraser,  came  from  Toronto  and  drew 
plans  for  the  building. 

It  was  now  that  a great  change  took  place.  I was  on  the 
Advisory  Board  of  the  American  Students’  Mission  Crusade  and 
attended  a congress  held  in  Dayton,  Ohio.  Father  Handley, 
the  Paulist,  preached  a sermon  on  St.  Francis  Xavier.  He  told 
how  his  parents  were  converted  through  the  intercession  of  that 
saint,  and  stated  that  St.  Francis  Xavier  would  grant  any  favour 
if  a promise  were  made  to  help  the  missions.  I asked  Father 
Handley  to  pray  that  we  might  obtain  $100,000  to  build  a new 
seminary,  as  the  present  buildings  were  overcrowded.  He 
promised  he  would  do  so. 

I had  misgivings  about  building  in  Almonte,  which  seemed  j 
too  small  a place  for  such  a big  work.  I preferred  to  be  near  the  || 
city  of  Toronto,  hoping  to  make  friends  there.  I reckoned  that, 
if  everything  else  failed,  these  friends  would  not  let  our  students 
starve.  I talked  it  over  with  Father  Basso  on  my  return  from 
Dayton.  He  suggested  that  we  begin  a novena  to  St.  Francis 
Xavier  that  very  night  at  night  prayers.  By  the  way,  the  students 
said  their  prayers  in  Chinese.  Our  students  had  made  great; 
progress  in  that  Oriental  language  under  the  clever  professorship 
of  Paul  Kam.  Some  of  them  knew  the  meaning  of  a thousand 
Chinese  characters  and  read  fluently  the  primary  school  books; 
used  in  China. 

TO  BE  CONTINUED 


October  Mission  Intention : Catholic  Zeal  for  the  Missions 
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WAYS  YOU  CAN  HELP  THE  MISSIONS 

SCARBORO  FATHERS,  2685  KINGSTON  ROAD,  TORONTO  13,  ONT. 

THE  PERFECT  WILL 

A Will  that  remembers  GocTs  work 
is  a perfect  Will.  Our  legal  title: 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 
2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 

BEAT  THE  BLUES  ! 

It's  easy  to  beat  the  blues  that  come 
with  thoughts  of  old  age  and  the 
need  for  security.  Scarboro's  Annui- 
ty Plan  protects  your  old  age  and 
helps  the  missions  too!  Write  us 
for  information.  Do  it  now! 

A PRIEST  IN  THE  FAMILY 

That's  how  people  feel  who  have 
helped  complete  a Scarboro  Burse. 
And  not  only  one  priest . . . long  after 
you  are  dead  and  forgotten  the  Burse 
you  help  complete  will  still  be  edu- 
cating priests  for  the  missions.  Write 
today  for  more  information. 

TAKE  TIME  OUT 

Yes,  it's  a busy  day  . . . but  can  you 
take  time  out  to  gather  up  old  rings, 
eye  glass  frames  or  anything  else 
around  your  home  that  is  made  of 
gold  or  silver?  If  you  can,  and  if 
you  don't  need  them,  you  can  help 
the  missions  by  sending  them  to  us. 

A MARIAN  SHRINE 

Every  Catholic  home  should  have  a 
Marian  Shrine.  It  is  FREE  to  those 
who  want  to  help  the  missions  the 
EASY  way — the  Mite  Box  way.  If  you 
have  a Shrine  show  it  to  your  Catho- 
lic friends.  Give  them  our  address. 

CANCELLED  STAMPS 

Don't  throw  away  the  stamps  on  mail 
you  receive.  Save  them  for  the  mis- 
sions! Cut  them  off  the  envelopes, 
leaving  about  a !4  inch  of  paper 
around  the  edges.  When  you  have 
a box  full  mail  them  to  us. 

NOW  READY  AND  AVAILABLE  UPON  REQUEST 
Our  “SPECIAL  MEMORIAL  GIFTS  FOR  THE  NEW  CHAPEL”  booklet. 

Memorials  may  purchased  in  the  name  of  an 
individual,  a family  or  an  organization. 

To  receive  a copy  write  to : 

Scarboro  Fathers,  2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 

Scarboro  Missions 


35 


LOOK  UP  TOP  ! 

What's  the  EXPIRY  DATE  on  your  address  label  ? 
Subscription  Rates:  1 year  $1.00;  5 years  $4.00;  Life  $20.00 
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Last  Sept,  we  needed  4,000  pledges 


SEE  PAGE  17 


OTTAWA,  ONT.,  NOV.,  1959 


Take  It  Easy ! 

Good  advice  P Sure  it  is  ! Take 
it  easy  this  Christmas  and  let  us 
do  the  work  and  the  worrying. 
You  just  relax  — secure  that 
you're  sending  a Christmas  gift 
you  can  be  proud  of. 


Scarboro's  14"  Lady  of  Fatima  Statue  is  a gift  any  Catholic  will  be 
proud  to  receive  and  proud  to  show  in  his  home. 

We  pack  and  ship  statues  for  delivery  in  Canada.  An  appropriate 
card  is  sent  with  each  statue,  expressing  your  best  wishes. 
Scarboro's  14"  Lady  of  Fatima  Statue  is  $6.00  plus  express  charges. 


Scarboro  Fathers, 

2685  Kingston  Road, 

Toronto  13,  Ontario. 

Dear  Fathers:  Please  send  Lady  of  Fatima  Statue  (s)  TO:  Please  PRINT 

name  and  address. 

Name  — 

Address  

City  Zone  Province  

FROM:  Please  PRINT  name  and  address. 

Name T. — i__4L~  

Address  ------ — 

City  __  Zone  Province  _________ 

(List  additional  orders  on  separate  sheet) 

□ Payment  enclosed*  □ Please  bill  me. 

* If  payment  is  enclosed  we'll  pay  express  charges  to  points  in  Canada 
served  by  rail  express. 
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Publication  of  the 

SCARBORO 

FOREIGN 

MISSION  SOCIETY 

(Legal  title ) 

Telephone  AM  1-7135 


SPECIAL  MENTION 


Father  John  Gault, 
SFM,  returns  to  our 
pages  with  another 
Story  of  missionary 
problems  in  the  Do- 
minican Republic. 

Page  8. 


Father  Michael  O’Ka- 
ne, SFM,  finds  that 
the  weather  on  St. 
Vincent  can’t  dampen 
the  spirits  of  his  par- 
ishioners now  that 
they’ve  got  a new 
church.  Page  22. 
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NO  ONE  IS  EXEMPT 


anada  is  about  45%  Catholic;  Latin  America  is  about 


95%  Catholic.  The  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society 
sends  priests  to  work  in  Latin  America.  Many  people  can’t 
understand  this,  and  it  is  no  wonder.  If  you  work  on  per- 
centages, Latin  America  should  be  sending  missionaries  to 
Canada.  One  might  explain  the  whole  thing  by  the  fact  that 
even  though  Latin  America  is  predominantly  Catholic,  it 
has  few  native  priests.  But  this  is  a poor  explanation  because 
it  simply  suggests  a more  basic  question  — why  don’t  they 
have  enough  priests?  This  is  not  so  easily  answered. 

Vocations  are  the  fruit  of  a mature  Faith,  and  although 
the  Catholic  Faith  was  introduced  to  Latin  America  centuries 
ago,  it  has  not  yet  reached  maturity.  Many  Catholic  customs 
are  solidly  established.  Catholic  attitudes  and  sentiments 
permeate  every  phase  of  the  life  of  the  people.  But  maturity 
means  more  than  that;  it  implies  an  understanding  appreciation 
of  Catholic  doctrine,  and  a clear  and  solid  sense  of  values  based 
on  Catholic  moral  principles.  These  elements  of  maturity  are 
still  missing  in  many  areas  of  Latin  America. 

An  Inter-American  Catholic  Action  conference  held  in 
Chimbote,  Peru,  in  1953,  listed  several  factors  which  contributed 
to  this  situation.  Among  them  were  mentioned:  historical 
influences;  geographic  difficulties  — mountains  and  jungle 
terrain  which  makes  evangelization  difficult;  poor  standards 
of  living;  class  distinctions  among  the  people;  psychological 
factors;  Masonry;  Protestant  influences;  lack  of  education; 
secularism;  and  various  forms  of  entertainment. 

Most  of  these  factors  exert  the  same  influence  today  that 
they  did  at  the  time  of  the  conference.  Each  represents  a 
complex  problem,  and  if  we  can’t  appreciate  the  full  com- 
plexity of  the  problems,  we  should  at  least  see  from  a glance 
at  the  list,  that  these  people  are  not  personally  responsible 
for  their  lack  of  religious  maturity,  nor  consequently,  for 
their  shortage  of  religious  vocations.  Considering  the  harmful 
influences  and  the  shortage  of  priests,  it  is  remarkable  that 
the  Faith  has  endured  as  it  has. 

These  people,  then,  have  a right  to  ask  for  help.  And 
when  they  appeal  to  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 
they  are  appealing  to  you.  They  need  priests,  prayers  and 
financial  help.  In  return,  they  remind  us  of  Our  Lord’s 
promise,  “as  long  as  you  did  it  for  one  of  these,  the  least 
of  my  brethren,  you  did  it  for  me.” 
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Father  Claire  Yaeck  instructs  converts  at  Sasebo,  Japan.  But  millions  of  Japanese 
still  die  unbaptized.  We  must  send  priests  to  them  and  to  do  this  we  need  your  help. 


HOW  MUCH  DO  YOU  LOVE 
THE  MISSIONS  ? 


WHEN  there  is  talk  of  mis- 
sionary duties,  some  Catholics 
like  to  have  a list  of  practices  to 
which  they  are  bound  in  conscience. 
It  matters  little  whether  this  desire 
arises  from  a scruple  about  not  doing 
enough  or  from  unwillingness  to  go 
beyond  what  is  strictly  necessary.  To 
answer  them  it  will  suffice  to  con- 
sult the  Encyclical  FIDEI  DONUM  in 
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which  His  Holiness  Pope  Pius  XII, 
on  Easter  Sunday  1957,  made  a ring- 
ing appeal  to  the  world  in  favor  of  the 
Missions. 

Pope  Pius  XII  spoke  of  the  three- 
fold obligation  of  prayer,  generosity 
and  gift  of  one’s  self.  It  was  interest- 
ing to  see  that  “Missionary  Duty” 
was  applied,  by  His  Holiness,  first 
of  all,  to  the  hierarchy. 
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Prayer.  — Without  doubt  anyone 
can  pray  but  the  Pope  addressed  him- 
self first  to  the  bishops  asking  them 
to  encourage  their  priests  and  faith- 
ful, to  prescribe  prayers  and  to 
nourish  their  prayer  by  giving  them 
information  on  the  apostolate.  He 
also  asked  them  to  take  advantage 
of  certain  feasts  to  remind  the  faith- 
ful of  their  missionary  obligations; 
he  asked  that  Masses  “for  the  sal- 
vation of  the  whole  world”  should 
be  offered  for  the  Missions  and  also 
for  the  frequent  repetition  of  the 
petition  “Thy  Kingdom  Come,”  of 
the  Our  Father. 

While  the  duty  of  organizing  prayer 
is  incumbent  upon  the  bishops  the 
faithful  are  invited  to  pray  more  and 
with  more  enlightened  zeal  but  no 
particular  prayer  or  practice  is  im- 
posed as  a strict  duty. 

Generosity.  — Prayer  is  more  im- 
portant than  money:  the  Missions  are 
a supernatural  work,  not  a commer- 
cial enterprise.  Prayer,  however,  if 
it  is  sincere,  will  be  accompanied  by 
generosity  according  to  the  measure 
of  individual  possibility.  Pius  XII 
thanked  those  who  contributed  and 
those  who  begged  in  his  name;  but 
he  also  added  that  the  offerings  re- 
ceived are  not  enough  for  more  than 
a “partial  and  insufficient  response 
to  the  urgent  appeals  that  come  con- 
tinually from  the  Missions.  In  spite 
of  this,  His  Holiness  did  not  deter- 
mine individual  obligation  in  the  con- 
crete. Once  again  it  was  the  bishops 
and  the  directors  of  the  Pontifical 
Mission  Aid  Societies  who  were  to 
organize  collections  while  the  faith- 
ful were  invited  to  give  generously. 


The  Gift  of  Self.  — The  Missions 
need  missionaries  who  must  be  found 
without  delay.  But  who  has  the  ob- 
ligation to  go  to  the  Missions?  His 
Holiness  asked  the  bishops  to  create 
an  atmosphere  favorable  to  the 
flowering  of  mission  vocations;  he 
asked  them  to  direct  priestly  aspirants 
toward  the  Missions  and  to  deprive 
themselves  of  one  or  other  of  their 
own  priests  and  to  loan  them  to  the 
Missions.  No  one,  however,  is  in- 
dividually obliged  in  strict  duty  to  go 
to  the  Missions  and  the  reason  is 
clear:  the  priesthood  supposes  the 
observation  of  the  Evangelical  Coun- 
sels and  no  one  can  be  obliged  to 
follow  “counsels.” 

The  Strict  Duty.  — In  making  up 
a list  of  missionary  obligations  that 
are  strictly  imposed  upon  each  of  the 
Faithful  a moralist  might,  in  good 
conscience,  reduce  things  to  very  few. 
By  moralizing  too  much  and  in  trying 
to  define  a strict  obligation  we  may 
arrive  at  absurd  conclusions! 

If  the  world  must  be  saved  and 
if  every  delay  is  fraught  with  heavy 
consequences,  is  it  enough  just  to  say 
“Amen”  when  the  priest  says  “Ore- 
mus”?  Can  we  be  satisfied  to  toss  a 
small  coin  into  a collection  box,  a 
coin  so  small  that  we  would  be 
ashamed  to  give  it  to  an  average 
beggar?  Is  it  enough  to  cheer  others 
that  go  to  the  missions  while  we 
stay  in  our  little  nooks?  When  the 
faithful  limit  themselves  to  “strict 
duty ” the  missions  will  be  condemned 
to  certain  failure. 

Condensed  from  Fides. 
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Come 


follow  Me ! 

* B Y FATNER  VINCENT  PAN  IE  L , S.-F.M. 

SCARBORO  VOCATION  PIRSCTOR 


MY  PURPOSE 

THIS  scene  took  place  in  a Canadian  classroom. 

A Scarboro  Father  was  speaking  to  the  child- 
ren in  Grade  Five.  He  told  the  students  that  God 
calls  many  young  men  to  the  priesthood. 


“The  training  a future  priest  receives  in  the  seminary,”  said  the  mis- 
sionary, “is  to  prepare  him  as  ‘another  Christ’  to  meet  the  challenge  of 
the  world,  the  flesh  and  the  devil.  The  schedule  is  not  easy!  Our  seminarians 
get  up  at  5.30  in  the  morning.  Every  minute  of  their  day  is  taken  up  with 
prayer,  study,  manual  work  and  recreation.  When  the  ‘lights  out’  bell 
sounds  at  10  p.m.,  they  are  really  ready  to  retire.” 


The  Scarboro  Father  went  on  to  tell  the  children  about  the  requirements 
for  the  priesthood,  and  the  work  of  the  priest,  including  some  of  his  own 
experiences  in  the  mission  fields.  He  drew  a vivid  word-picture  for  them, 
expecting  each  boy  to  be  thrilled  with  the  idea  that  he  could,  with  the 
grace  of  God,  become  an  “alter  Christus”  — another  Christ. 

When  Father  then  asked  if  there  were  any  questions,  a twelve  year 
old  boy  arose  very  solemnly  and,  after  adjusting  his  spectacles  and  clearing 
his  throat,  proudly  and  dogmatically  declared:  “Father,  aren’t  you  forgetting 
the  vocation  to  the  married  state?” 

The  priest  answered  that  he  was  not  “forgetting  the  vocation  to  the 
married  state”  — but  that  the  purpose  of  his  talk  was  to  speak  on  the 
vocation  to  the  priesthood  and  particularly  on  the  work  of  a priest  in  foreign 
lands. 

So,  my  friends,  this  will  be  the  purpose  of  this  vocation  page  which 
will  appear  each  month.  Your  comments  will  be  appreciated  and,  especially, 
your  good  prayers. 


Boys  and  young  men,  interested  in  becoming  missionary  priests,  are 
invited  to  join  Scarboro’s  correspondence  Vocation  Club.  Just  send  your 
name,  address,  age  and  grade  in  school  to  Father  Vincent  Daniel,  SFM, 
2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ontario. 
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OLD 


TCA  Photo 


As  a youngster,  I used  to  watch 
covered  wagons  rumble  along  the 
dirt  road  which  was  Cornwall’s  Fifth 
Street.  The  older  folk  told  me  that 
they  were  owned  by  gypsies  who  stole 
children  and  hid  them  in  the  wagons. 
If  I am  not  mistaken,  they  made  a 
specialty  of  stealing  little  boys  who 
were  bad. 


My  next  encounter  with  nomadic 
people  was  in  Athens,  Georgia.  How- 
ever, these  gypsies  turned  out  to  be 
wandering  Irishmen.  They  requested 
a Mass  in  honour  of  their  patron  saint 
and  many  received  the  Sacraments 
before  moving  on. 

My  most  recent  brush  with  these 
strange  people  was  a short  time  ago 
here  in  the  West  Indies.  However, 
they  were  no  horse-and-cart  type. 
They  did  their  wandering  in  a motor- 
trailer  and  possessed  a powerplant  for 
showing  the  latest  movies. 


In  spite  of  this  modern  way  of  mak- 
ing a living  they  had  by  no  means 


Father  Gault  finds 


abandoned  their  ancient  practice  of  j 

fortune  telling.  They  established 
themselves  within  sight  of  the  local 
cemetery  — perhaps  thus  to  facilitate 
communication  with  those  upon  whom 
they  depended  for  knowledge  of  the 
future. 

Many  of  my  parishioners  just  could- 
n’t resist  the  temptation  to  pierce  the 
time  barrier.  Of  course,  I gave  them 
a blast  from  the  pulpit  for  their  trying 
to  peek  under  the  future’s  curtain. 
After  my  discourse  on  God’s  know- 
ledge and  man’s  lack  of  it,  several 
came  to  tell  me  that  they  really  did 
not  believe  in  this  foolish  superstition 
called  fortune  telling.  However,  I 
know  that  they  feel  a certain  uneasi- 
ness that  there  just  might  be  something 
to  it. 

All  this  has  given  rise  to  my  learn- 
ing of  many  of  the  local  superstitions, 
especially  those  about  death.  One  of 
my  catechists  who  is  trying  to  combat 
such  ideas  in  the  outlying  areas,  gave 
me  some  of  the  details. 
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John  Gault,  SFM 


BELIEFS 

DIE  HARD 


it  hard  to  dispel  superstition 


In  this  country,  the  funeral  Mass, 
if  said,  is  generally  offered  on  the 
ninth  day  after  death.  During  this 
period  prayers  are  recited  daily  for 
the  deceased  one  and  other  customs 
are  observed.  Frequently,  during  this 
time  of  special  mourning,  a glass  of 
water  and  a burning  candle  are  plac- 
ed on  a table  and  a vacant  chair  left 
in  place.  These  are  all  for  the  parti- 
cular use  of  the  departed  one.  If  the 
catechist  is  invited  to  take  charge  of 
the  prayers  in  such  a home  he  pre- 
tends not  to  know  about  the  custom 
and  sits  in  the  reserved  seat.  This 
causes  gasps  of  fear  and  wonder  from 
those  present,  but  it  serves  as  a start- 
ing point  for  his  instructions  on  the 
Christian  teaching  about  death. 

It  is  a common  belief  that  the  spirit 
of  the  dead  enters  any  water  which 
happens  to  be  in  the  house  at  the  mo- 
ment of  death.  Hence,  to  be  rid  of 
the  spirit,  all  the  water  is  thrown  out 
of  the  house  as  quickly  as  possible. 
The  spirit  goes  with  the  water.  The 


catechist  has  been  successful  in  per- 
suading some  of  the  people  that  there 
is  no  need  to  go  to  all  this  bother. 

Thirteen  years  ago,  when  I first 
came  to  the  parish  of  El  Seibo,  it  was 
customary  when  a funeral  procession 
passed  a house,  to  throw  water  out 
and  rapidly  shut  all  doors  and  win- 
dows. This  was  supposed  to  prevent 
the  spirit  of  the  deceased  person  from 
entering  the  house.  I have  not  seen 
this  practice  for  years. 

Another  superstitious  belief  is  that 
the  spirit  of  a departed  one  may  enter 
the  body  of  a living  person.  My  cate- 
chist met  such  a case  recently.  A girl, 
about  sixteen  years  of  age,  became 
convinced  that  the  spirit  of  an  old 
lady  who  had  recently  died  had  enter- 
ed her  body.  The  case  was  so  extreme 
that  the  girl  would  not  answer  to  her 
own  name  but  only  to  that  of  the  old 
lady.  When  she  spoke,  it  was  believed 
to  be  the  voice  of  the  deceased.  The 
moment  of  the  supposed  taking  pos- 
session of  her  was  quite  a hectic  one. 
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The  girl  ran  screaming  from  the  house 
and  refused  to  return.  She  had  to  be 
carried  back. 

When  the  catechist  arrived,  he  ask- 
ed who  she  was.  She  replied  by  giving 
the  name  of  the  old  lady.  He  shot 
back,  sharply:  “That  is  a foolish  lie!” 
This  seemed  to  cause  something  to 
snap  in  the  girl’s  mind  and  she  re- 
turned to  herself.  She  has  remained 
normal  for  the  past  several  months. 
The  catechist  continues  to  instruct 
her  in  the  Catholic  way  of  looking 
at  death  and  it  is  hoped  that  her  cure 
will  be  permanent. 

A Spanish  expression  which  has 
long  been  a mystery  to  me  is  el  varon 
del  cemeterio.  Literally,  it  means  “the 
man  of  the  cemetery.”  My  catechist 
is  beginning  to  throw  some  light  on 


the  subject  but  he  has  not  been  able 
to  dig  to  the  bottom  of  it  yet. 

It  seems  that  this  title  is  conferred 
on  the  first  man  to  be  buried  in  a 
graveyard.  Another  of  his  distinctions 
is  that  he  is  buried  standing  up. 

He  is  credited  with  having  special 
powers.  On  occasion,  I have  been 
asked  to  pray  to  him  for  one  reason 
or  another.  His  specialty  is  that  he 
assists  witches  and  wizards  in  their 
sorcery  and  fortune  telling. 

Some  people  carry  the  body  of  a 
dead  person  to  the  grave  of  the  varon 
before  burying  it  in  its  proper  place. 
I guess  this  is  something  like  a vassal 
paying  homage  to  his  lord.  Before  I 
open  a new  cemetery  I shall  take  good 
care  to  find  out  just  who  will  become 
its  varon! 
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AS  the  year  1960  draws  near  one 
would  naturally  expect  an  in- 
crease of  interest  in  the  message  of 
Fatima  and  an  increase  of  effort  on 
the  part  of  the  faithful  to  hearken 
to  the  warnings  and  the  appeal  of  the 
Mother  of  God.  Apart  altogether 
from  interest  in  the  nature  of  the 
secret  to  be  revealed  some  time  during 
that  year,  the  fact  that  a presumably 
important  part  of  the  Fatima  message 
is  to  be  made  known  to  us  should  at 
least  serve  to  focus  attention  upon 
the  important  revelations  concerning 
the  conversion  of  Russia  if  men  heed 
our  Lady’s  requests  and  “the  spread 
of  the  errors  of  Russia  throughout  the 
entire  world”  if  they  do  not. 

But  it  would  seem  that  the  arch 
enemy  of  souls,  with  truly  diabolical 
timing  as  i960  approaches,  has 
managed  to  create  no  end  of  discord 
and  confusion  in  the  minds  of  men 
and  even  to  sow  widespread  doubt 
concerning  the  authenticity  of  the 
whole  Fatima  story.  There  has  been, 
indeed,  “unprecedented”  publicity 
concerning  the  message  of  Fatima 
most  of  it  of  a derogatory  nature. 
The  furore  centres  around  statements 
made  by  Father  Augustin  Fuentes 


concerning  his  interview  with  Sister 
Lucy  in  his  capacity  as  Postulator 
for  the  cause  of  the  beatification  of 
Francisco  and  Jacinta.  The  net  result 
of  the  news  releases  concerning 
Father  Fuentes  has  been  to  create 
the  impression  that  he  is  either  a 
crackpot  or  an  impostor  and  the 
stressing  by  Catholic  writers  of  the 
well  known  fact  that  private  revela- 
tions form  no  part  of  the  deposit  of 
divine  truth  and  that  we  do  not  have 
to  believe  them  has  helped  give  rise 
to  an  attitude  that  we  had  better 
“stick  to  the  gospel”  and  ignore  such 
revelations  altogether. 

We  quote  from  a news  release  of 
the  N.C.W.C.  under  date  of  July  13th, 
1959:  “Further  investigation  by  the 
N.C.W.C.  News  Service  disclosed  that 
Father  Fuentes  is  not  the  postulator 
for  Portugal  for  the  cause  of  Francis- 
co and  Jacinta . The  postulator  there 
is  Auxiliary  Bishop  Manuel  de  Jesus 
Pereira  of  Coimbra.”  Yet,  in  the 
same  release  Sister  Lucy  is  quoted  as 
saying:  “ Father  Fuentes  spoke  to 

me  as  he  is  the  postulator  for  the 
beatification  causes  of  the  servants  of 
God , Jacinta  and  Francisco  Marto” 
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A previous  release  had  been  equally 
damaging  to  the  reputation  of  Father 
Fuentes:  “Our  Mexico  City  corres- 
pondent informs  us  that  Father 
Fuentes  recently  spoke  in  that  city 
but  without  ecclesiastical  approval 
. . . Our  correspondent  was  told  at 
the  Chancery  Office  that  it  knows  of 
no  canonical  appointment  of  Father 
Fuentes  as  postulator  of  the  cause 
of  the  Fatima  children;  that  it  has 
banned  publication  of  his  work  in  the 
Archdiocese  of  Mexico  City  and  has 
forbidden  attempts  by  his  followers 
to  circulate  his  material.” 

The  Facts 

It  is  most  unfortunate  that  the 
N.C.W.C.  should  have  been  so  stran- 
gely misinformed  concerning  such 
an  important  matter.  We  quote  here 
from  a letter  from  Most  Rev.  Manuel 
Pio  Lopez,  D.D.,  Archbishop  of 
Veracruz,  Mexico,  as  published  in 
the  summer  issue  of  Divine  Love: 
“In  reply  to  the  questions  raised  in 
your  letter  of  July  9th,  1959,  I wish 
to  make  the  following  definite 
answers: 

a.  Yes,  the  approval  which  I gave 
(April  21,  1959)  for  the  publication 
of  the  lecture  ‘The  Message  of  Fa- 
tima’ as  preached  by  Father  Fuentes 
is  genuine  and  authentic  and  was 
given  wholeheartedly. 

b.  My  approval  of  April  21,  1959, 
states  clearly  that  Father  Fuentes 
preaches  this  message  of  Fatima  as 
Roman  Postulator  ...  I shall  publish 
soon  the  appointment  as  Roman 
Postulator  given  to  Father  Fuentes 
by  His  Excellency  Most  Rev.  Pereyra 
Vanancio,  Bishop  of  Leiria,  in  whose 
Diocese  the  Cause  for  the  Beatifi- 


cation of  Francisco  and  Jacinta  Marto 
has  its  origin.  Father  Fuentes’  ap- 
pointment as  Roman  Postulator  does 
not  begin  with  full  force  as  long  as 
the  proceedings  for  the  Beatification 
are  still  in  their  Diocesan  phase. 

c.  Father  Fuentes  has  enjoyed  and 
still  enjoys  all  his  ministerial  faculties 
in  his  own  Diocese  of  Veracruz  in 
Mexico  City  and  in  the  various 
Dioceses  where  he  has  delivered  the 
message  of  Fatima.” 

In  the  same  letter  His  Excellency 
has  this  further  comment  on  the  ap- 
pointment of  Father  Fuentes.  “My 
permission  to  print  the  article  of 
Father  Fuentes  in  the  Catholic  Press 
both  of  Mexico  and  the  United  States 
clearly  points  out  Father  is  the 
Roman  Postulator  and  that  he  re- 
ceived his  appointment , at  my  ap- 
proval, from  His  Exellency  the 
Most  Rev.  Jose  Alves  Correia  da 
Silva,  Bishop  of  Leiria,  and  his  present 
worthy  successor  Bishop  Juan  Pereyra 
Vanancio.  These  Prelates  are  the 
Ordinary  Judges  in  the  cause  of  the 
beatification  of  the  servants  of  God, 
Francisco  and  Jacinta  Marto  and 
consequently  are  the  ones  authorized 
to  issue  the  mandatum  to  appoint  the 
diocesan  as  well  as  the  Roman  Pos- 
tulator of  the  cause.  Both  Bishop 
Alves  Correia  da  Silva  and  Bishop 
Pereyra  Vanancio  designated  Father 
Fuentes  as  Roman  Postulator  . . .” 
It  is  to  be  hoped  that  by  the  time 
this  article  appears  in  Scarboro  Mis- 
sions some  sort  of  apology  will  have 
been  made  to  Father  Fuentes  for  this 
totally  unwarranted  attack  upon  his 
integrity  or  at  least  that  a retraction 
will  obtain  as  world-wide  publicity 
as  the  original  charges  levelled  against 
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FOR  those  who  may  not  be  familiar  with  the  details  of  the  controversy 
which  has  raged  around  Father  Fuentes’  statement  to  the  U.S.  and 
Mexican  press,  we  print  part  of  it  below,  that  part  of  it  which  has  drawn 
the  most  criticism.  It  is  part  of  a conservation  he  had  with  Sister  Lucy  of 
Fatima,  the  third  witness  of  the  vision  of  Fatima,  who  is  still  living,  on 
December  26,  1957: 

“Father,  the  Blessed  Virgin  is  very  sad  because  not  many  respect  her 
Fatima  message,  neither  the  good  nor  the  bad.  The  good  do  not,  because 
they  go  along  their  way  of  goodness,  of  apostolate,  of  virtue,  but  without 
paying  attention  to  this  message. 

But  believe  me,  Father,  God  is  going  to  chastise  the  world,  and 
in  a tremendous  way.  The  chastisement  of  Heaven  is  imminent.  Father, 
1960  is  not  far  off,  and  what  will  happen  then  will  he  a very  sad  thing, 
for  all,  and  not  at  all  a happy  thing,  if  before  then  the  world  does 
not  offer  prayer  and  penance.  I cannot  go  into  greater  detail,  since 
it  is  still  a secret,  one  that  through  the  will  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  may 
only  be  known  to  the  Holy  Father  and  the  Bishop  of  Fatima;  and 
neither  one  wishes  to  know  it,  in  order  not  to  be  influenced  by  it. 
It  is  the  third  part  of  Our  Lady’s  message,  which  is  to  remain  a secret 
until  1960. 

Tell  them,  Father,  that  the  Blessed  Virgin,  many  times,  to  my 
cousins  Francisco  and  Jacinta,  as  well  as  to  me,  said  that  many  nations 
would  disappear  from  the  face  of  the  earth,  and  that  Russia  would  be 
the  instrument  of  the  chastisement  of  Heaven  for  all,  if  before  then 
we  did  not  bring  about  the  conversion  of  that  unhappy  nation.” 


him.  But  great  damage  has  already 
been  done  to  the  cause  of  Fatima,  as 
well  summed  up  by  Father  A.  J.  Fuhs 
in  a letter  from  Beltheim,  Germany, 
to  Divine  Love  magazine. 

“As  a reaction  to  this  denial  in 
regard  to  the  Fuentes  articles  many 
people,  from  the  man  in  the  street 
to  the  clergy  up  to  high  ranks  of 
the  hierarchy  lose  interest  in  the 
Message  itself,  especially  when  this 
interest  has  not  been  very  keen  from 
the  very  beginning  and  even  pronoun- 
cements by  people  of  authority  will 
not  be  taken  seriously.  Those  who 
hesitated  are  then  confirmed  in  their 
original  scepticism  and  feel  justified 


in  disregarding  in  the  future  the 
message  of  Fatima  as  they  have  done 
in  the  past.” 

Private  Revelations 

“The  story  of  Fatima  is  based  on 
a private  revelation.  Therefore,  you 
do  not  have  to  believe  it.”  A per- 
fectly sound  theological  statement. 
For  that  matter  you  do  not  have  to 
believe  under  pain  of  heresy  (but 
just  under  pain  of  irrationality)  that 
Christ  ever  appeared  to  St.  Margaret 
Mary  or  that  the  Blessed  Mother  ever 
appeared  on  earth  since  her  assump- 
tion into  Heaven.  You  may  deny  all 
Continued  on  Page  26 
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JVewA  fetU&h,... 


MANILA,  Philippines.  The  director 
of  the  Philippines’  National  Bureau 
of  Investigation  urged  Catholic  youth 
leaders  here  to  strengthen  the  reli- 
gious faith  of  their  contemporaries. 

Col.  Jose  Lukban,  the  director, 
also  asked  them  to  expose  the  Red 
youth  leaders  who  are  infiltrating 
student  organizations.  Col.  Lukban 
addressed  leaders  of  Student  Catho- 
lic Action  of  the  Manila  Archdiocese. 
He  told  them  that  the  main  problem 
facing  the  Philippines  is  not  economic, 
but  moral. 

“Help  the  spiritual  build-up  of  our 
youth,”  he  said,  adding  that  “quite 
a good  percentage  of  them  have 
forgotten  religion.” 

Mission  Bulletin 

QUEZON  CITY,  Philippines.  Secre- 
tary of  Defense  Jesus  Vargas  urged 
Knights  of  Columbus  here  to  “seek 
ways  of  contributing  effectively  to 
the  overall  national  effort  of  thwart- 
ing Communist  designs  in  the  Philip- 
pines.” 

He  said  at  a Communion  breakfast: 
Our  approach  to  the  problem  must 
be  positive.  You  Knights  of  Columbus 
have  the  means,  the  organization  and 
the  spirit  to  help  us  inform  our  people, 
particularly  those  in  the  rural  areas, 
of  the  growing  menace  of  Commu- 
nism.” 

Mr.  Vargas  called  Communism  “a 
dagger  pointed  at  the  heart  of  Christ- 
ianity,” and  urged  all  who  worship 
God  and  love  freedom  “to  rally  to 
this  call  for  national  vigilance  and 
alertness.” 

Mission  Bulletin 
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FUKUOKA,  Japan.  An  easing  of 
prejudices  against  the  Catholic  Church 
in  Japanese  universities  has  been  re- 
ported at  a meeting  here  of  profes- 
sors and  students  from  Kyushu  uni- 
versities. 

Bishop  Dominic  Senyemon  Fuka- 
hori  of  Fukuoka  presided  over  the 
meeting  of  forty  professors  and  stud- 
ents. Topic  of  the  meeting  was  op- 
portunity for  conversion  work  in 
universities. 

As  one  student  put  it:  “Good  will 
toward  Catholicism  is  markedly  on 
the  upgrade  in  the  university.  Over 
the  last  three  years  we  have  felt  an 
evolution.  Formerly  many  students 
thought  it  a disgrace  to  have  a reli- 
gion. Now  there  is  active  interest  in 
Catholicism,  to  the  point  of  coming 
up  and  inquiring  about  the  Church. 
We  are  very  optimistic!” 

A round  table  discussion  which 
followed  brought  to  light  a difference 
of  attitude  between  social  scientists 
and  those  engaged  in  physical  sciences. 
The  former  group  is  said  to  be  largely 
under  Marxist  influence  while  the 
latter  one,  conscious  of  the  need  for 
morality  as  the  controlling  factor  of 
material  progress,  has  a keener  sense 
of  religious  values. 

Mission  Bulletin 

PEIPING,  China.  The  Peiping  regime 
has  admitted  the  need  of  retreat 
instead  of  another  “great  leap  for- 
ward” in  1959,  following  severe  Com- 
munist setbacks  in  the  “people’s  com- 
munes”. The  admission  was  followed 
by  eye-opening  downward  revisions 
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of  this  year’s  production  targets.  The 
Peiping  regime  admitted  in  a report 
of  the  Red  Central  Committee  that 
figures  of  last  year’s  production  were 
fantastic.  The  revisions  show  that 
the  1959  grain  production  target  was 
being  slashed  in  half,  steel  output  cut 
down  33  per  cent  and  coal  12  per 
cent.  Cotton  provided  another  ins- 
tance of  curtailed  production.  The 
Communist  1959  cotton  goal  was  re- 
duced nearly  by  half. 

The  Red  Central  Committee  report 
blamed  the  failures  on  the  “right 
opportunists  because  they  do  not 
try  their  best  to  accomplish  tasks,” 
the  inexperience  of  the  cadres  and 
falsified  claims.  Blame  was  also 
placed  on  floods  and  droughts  which 
in  recent  months  had  plagued  the 
China  mainland. 

Chinese  News  Service. 

HONGKONG  (AIF).  Observers  re- 
port a surprising  amount  of  Chinese 
Communist  propaganda  in  Latin  Am- 
erica. Red  China  is  sending  quanti- 
ties of  magazines,  books  and  films 
to  key  centers  in  Latin  America. 
Among  the  magazines  sent  are  “The 
Peking  Review,”  a weekly  review 
edited  in  English,  and  “China”,  a bi- 
monthly publication  edited  in  Spanish 
and  15  other  languages. 

At  Bogota,  Columbia,  a fine-look- 
ing Communist  book  store  displays 
propaganda  comic  books  for  children, 
Communist  magazines  and  the  works 
of  Lenin,  Marx  and  Mao  Tse-tung. 

Fides. 

(The  same  Communist  literature  is 
also  being  sold  in  Canada  in  nume- 
rous Communist  bookstores.  ED.) 


THE  CARD0 
YOU  WANT  WHEN 
YOU  WANT  IT! 


That’s  what  we  offer  you  in  our 
beautiful  selection  of  Spiritual  Bou- 
quet Greeting  Cards.  Each  card  says 
that  the  receiver  will  be  remembered 
in  a Novena  of  Masses  offered  in 
honor  of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima.  Make 
up  your  own  box  of  10  cards  from 
the  following : 

Birthday 

Wedding 

Wedding  Anniversary 

Thank  You 

Get  Well 

New  Baby 

Sympathy 

All  Occasion 

Order  a box  today.  Ten 
cards  to  a box. 

No  money  now.  Pay  as 
you  use  them. 

Offering  for  each  card 
used:  $1.00 

Promotion  Dept. 

Scarboro  Missions, 

2685  Kingston  Rd., 

Toronto  13,  Ont. 

N.B.  These  are  NOT  Mass  Cards. 
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Will  You  Be  Remembered  ? 

Do  you  ever  visit  a graveyard  ? Have  you  noticed  the  difference  between  the  graves 
of  those  whose  relatives  still  live  and  those  whose  loved  ones  are  also  dead?  One  shows 
signs  of  loving  care  — the  other,  neglect.  There  is  no  one  to  remember  ! No  loving 
hand  to  trim  the  grass,  pull  the  weeds,  straighten  the  cracked  and  leaning  stone  ! 

Is  this  how  you  will  be  remembered  years  from  now  ? Will  your  name  be  recalled 
only  by  the  stranger  who  chances  by  ? It  could  well  be  ! 

You  can  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  you'll  never  be  forgotten  if  your 
name  is  written  in 

SCARBORO'S  BOOK  OF  PERPETUAL  REMEMBRANCE 

for  those  who  contribute  to  our  Building  Fund.  You  can  reserve  a full  page  (ten 
Unes)  on  which  your  own  name  and  the  names  of  loved  ones  living  or  deceased 
may  be  written,  for  an  offering  of  $1,000.00. 

But  you  don't  have  to  reserve  a full  page.  You  can  take  one  line  or  more  at  the 
rate  of  $100.00  a line,  (see  pages  17-20). 

The  book  in  which  these  pages  are  inserted  is  permanently  enshrined  in  our  new 
Seminary  Chapel.  Till  the  end  of  time  the  names  in  the  book  will  be  remembered 
by  our  priests  and  seminarians  at  Mass,  Years  hence,  when  ail  upon  whom  you 
depend  for  remembrance  are  dead,  prayers  will  still  be  ascending  to  Heaven  for  you, 
said  by  the  future  priests  and  seminarians  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society. 

For  more  information  write  to: 

SCARBORO  FATHERS,  2685  KINGSTON  RD.,  TORONTO  13,  ONTARIO 
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WERE 


MOVING 

UP! 

WE  CAN  HIT 
THE  TOP  BY 
NOVEMBER 
IF  YOU  SAY 
YES 


TO  THIS  QUESTION 


LOCATION: 

2685  Kingston  Rd. 
Toronto  13,  Ontario. 


PRESENT 

SEMINARY 

(completed) 


CHAPEL 

(construction  completed) 


If  you’re  a Catholic  you  know  it.  Then  why  this  question?  Just 
this.  You’re  asking  yourelf  if  you’re  one  of  the  1,762  Catholics 
still  needed  to  lift  that  mercury  to  the  top.  You  will  be  if  you  can 


162  CATHOLICS? 


pledge  $100.00  to  complete  our  Building  Program.  Wliat’s  more, 
your  name  will  be  inscribed  in  * SCARE  ORO  S BOOK  OF 
PERPETUAL  REMEMBRANCE  ! 


*see  page  16 


| And  choose  the  payment  plan  best 
suited  to  your  means.  Each  plan  totals  $100 

PLAN  1:  $100.00  in  1 payment 

PLAN  2:  $50.00  a year  for  2 years  (2  payments) 

PLAN  3:  $25.00  each  t months  for  2 years  (4  payments) 

PLAN  4:  $20.00  each  5 months  for  25  months  (5  payments) 

PLAN  5:  $1  5.00  each  4 months  for  28  months  (7  payments  — 

last  payment  $10.00) 

PLAN  6:  $10.00  each  2 months  for  20  months  (10  payments) 
PLAN  7:  $5.00  each  2 months  for  40  months  (20  payments) 

PLAN  8:  $2.50  a month  for  40  months  (40  payments) 

NOTE:  Full  payment  may  be  made  at  any  time  within  the  pledge  period. 


MY  PLEDGE 

Yes,  I'm  one  of  1,762  Catholics  to  give  $100.00  to  Canada's 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society's  Building  Fund. 

I choose  plan  number 
I will  make  my  first  payment 

(date) 

Lest  I forget,  please  send  me  a reminder  one  week  in  advance  of  payments. 

Name  

Address  

Instruction:  Cut  out  and  mail  to: 

Father  Francis  Diemert,  S.F.M.,  2685  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto  13,  Ont. 

All  contributions  acknowledged  by  official  receipt  usable  for  Income  Tax  deductions. 

If  not  acknowledged  within  two  weeks,  please  notify  us. 


HUmORETTES 


HO 


cS 


niuiwTiwwtuxrirsunn 

SILENCE 

SILENCE 

A little  boy  was  asked  what  his  church 
was  and  he  replied  : “I’m  a seventh  day 
absentist !” 

Link. 

* * * 

Teacher  : “Give  me  an  example  of 

foreign  entanglements.” 

Tommy  : “A  plate  of  spaghetti.” 

Ireland's  Own. 

Pat : ‘Why  are  you  putting  all  those 
patches  on  your  inner  tube  ?” 

Mike  : “Well,  it’s  like  this.  If  I get  a 
puncture  it  will  be  mended  already.” 

Sunday  Post . 

* * * 

The  judge  glared  down  at  the  defen- 
dant. “Do,  you  mean  to  say  you  plead 
guilty  to  stealing  a coat,”  he  demanded, 
“and  then  have  the  gall  to  ask  me  to 
reduce  your  fine  ?” 

“Well,  your  honor,”  explained  the 
culprit,  “it  cost  me  two  bucks  to  have 
the  sleeves  shortened.” 

American  Weekly. 

* * * 

The  visiting  American  and  his  English 
friend  were  driving  through  London 
when  the  latter  mentioned  that  his 
windscreen  needed  cleaning.  “Wind- 
shield,” the  American  corrected  him. 

“Well,  over  here  we  call  it  a wind- 
screen.” 

“Then  you’re  wrong,”  argued  the 
American.  “After  all,  we  Americans 
invented  the  automobile,  and  we  call 
this  a windshield.” 

“That’s  all  very  well,  old  boy,” 
snapped  the  Englishman,  “but  who 
invented  the  language  ?” 

Illustrated  Weekly  of  India. 


James  Cardinal  Gibbons  was  once 
pressed  by  a newspaper  man  on  matters 
of  church  policy.  Among  other  things 
he  was  asked  : “Do  you  really  believe 
in  the  infallibility  of  the  Pope  ?” 

“Well”  smiled  the  Cardinal,  “he 
once  called  me  Jibbons.” 

Quote . 

* * * 

An  optimist  is  a person  who  drops  a 
quarter  in  the  collection  plate  and  ex- 
pects a five  dollar  sermon. 

Banking . 

* * 

Judge  : “Did  you  steal  the  tortoise  ?” 

Weary  Willie : “No,  sir,  it  followed 
me  home.” 

Sunday  Post . 

* * * 


One  of  the  favorite  stories  at  our 
convent  concerns  a series  of  articles  in 
the  diocesan  paper  on  the  morality  of 
euthanasia.  The  question  was  discussed 
weekly  for  a month  or  more,  and  the 
sophomores  had  been  instructed  to  read 
the  articles  and  be  ready  to  report  on 
them.  Having  impressed  my  class  with 
the  importance  of  an  issue  which  would 
be  given  space  week  after  week,  I 
dictated  this  question : “Does  the 

Universe  Bulletin  give  too  much  atten- 
tion to  euthanasia  ?” 


To  my  surprise,  and  I confess,  my 
delight ! Pete  wrote : “Yes,  they  do 
give  too  much  attention  to  youth  in 
Asia.  They  should  pay  more  attention 
to  kids  in  America.” 


Sister  Marie  Emmanuel,  S.C. 
Columbia. 
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First  stage  of  the  construction  of  St.  Theresa’s  Church.  The  old  church  can  be 
seen  at  the  right.  Father  O’Kane  went  to  his  first  mission  of  St.  Vincent  in  1957. 

"LOOKS  LIKE  RAIN,  FA  !" 

MICHAEL  O'KANE,  SFM 


DAYBREAK.  And  rain!  And  this 
the  big  day  for  St.  Theresa’s! 
I had  just  finished  Mass  at  Kings- 
town and  was  on  the  road  leading 
across  the  mountain,  enroute  to  Me- 
sopotamia in  the  beautiful  Marriqua 
valley.  From  the  mountain  top  the 
horizon  was  lost  in  a dense  bank  of 


black,  rain-laden  clouds  rolling  in 
from  the  sea.  Below,  the  valley  was 
concealed  in  a blanket  of  fog. 

“Why  today , of  all  days  ?” 
“Where’s  that  tropical  sun  ?”  “Isn’t 
this  the  dry  season  ?”  “Why  the  rain?” 
“Surely  St.  Theresa  can  stop  it !”  All 
these  thoughts  raced  through  my 
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mind  as  I started  down  grade  to  Me- 
sopotamia and  St.  John’s  Church,  for 
my  second  Mass  that  Sunday  morn- 
ing, April  26,  1959. 

Yes,  this  was  to  be  a big  day  for 
St.  Theresa’s  parish  up  there  in  the 
Gomea  mountains  — the  day  of  the 
dedication  and  blessing  of  the  new 
St.  Theresa’s  Church,  the  joy  and 
pride  of  the  parishioners.  It  was  the 
result  of  back-breaking  toil,  sacrifice, 
and  not  a few  disappointments.  And 
now  this  ! 

At  Mass  in  Mesopotamia  I asked 
the  people  to  pray  for  fair  weather. 
But  even  while  I spoke  the  pounding 
rain  on  the  galvanized  roof  all  but 
drowned  out  my  words. 

Mass  over,  I repacked  my  Mass 
kit,  loaded  it  and  a couple  of  altar 
boys  into  the  jeep  and  headed  down 
the  winding  road  through  the  Yumbu 
Pass  towards  the  sea  and  Our  Lady 
of  Lourdes  Chapel  in  Argyle,  for  my 
third  Mass.  Along  the  way  I picked 
up  several  men  and  women  heading 
for  church. 

Somehow  they  all  found  space  in 
the  jeep.  Invariably,  as  they  huddled 
beneath  the  tarpaulin,  they’d  say: 
“Bad  day  for  the  christening  of  St. 
Theresa’s,  eh  Father  !”  By  the  time 
we  reached  Argyle  my  hope  in  St. 
Theresa  was  sinking  fast. 

Things  brightened  up  on  the  way 
back  to  Kingstown.  Rifts  began  to 
show  and  the  sun  peeped  through. 
By  the  time  lunch  was  over,  that  ol’ 
tropical  sun  was  shining  in  all  its 
glory.  Hope  revived,  I loaded  the 
jeep  with  everything  we  needed  for 
the  blessing  — including  altar  boys 
and  Boy  Scouts  — and  hit  the  road 
for  Gomea  and  St.  Theresa’s.  At  a 


Father  O’Kane  wishes  to 
thank  all  of  those  who  res- 
ponded to  his  letter  in  the 
November  ’58  issue  of  Scar- 
boro  Missions  and  contributed 
towards  the  building  of  his 
new  church.  God  bless  you! 
The  altar  and  furnishings 
were  donated  by  the  Very 
Rev.  Father  Abbot  of  Mt.  St. 
Benedict,  Trinidad. 


village  called  Lacroix  I decided  to 
take  a short  cut  over  the  first  moun- 
tain range.  The  trail  was  narrow  and 
steep,  with  sharp  turns  where  only  sky 
and  space  were  visible,  but  “Blue- 
bird” — an  affectionate  term  for  my 
faithful  jeep  — could  make  it  with 
low-low  gear.  She’d  done  it  often. 
My  full  attention  was  now  fixed  on 
the  road  so  I didn’t  see  the  clouds 
banking  up  behind  me.  Suddenly 
there  was  a shout  from  the  boys  and 
wild  scurrying  as  all  of  them  tried 
to  get  under  the  tarp.  I glanced  back 
and  there  was  the  rain  right  on  my 
tail.  A second  later  it  had  reached  us 
and  within  moments  the  trail  was 
oozing  mud.  “Bluebird”  tried  hard, 
but  even  her  low-low  gear  failed  to 
give  her  traction.  Her  wheels  spun 
— all  four  of  them  — but  she  just 
stayed  put.  I started  her  in  reverse, 
negotiated  a turn  to  drive  back  down 
the  trail  to  the  main  road.  There’d 
be  no  short  cut  today. 

No  one  spoke.  What  was  there  to 
speak  about  ? We  just  drove  and 
prayed.  Then  the  miracle  happened. 
As  suddenly  as  they  had  appeared  the 
clouds  dispersed,  revealing  the  deep 
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blue  of  the  tropical  sky.  Steam  rose 
from  the  road  as  it  dried  under  the 
burning  heat  of  the  sun.  Now  every- 
one talked.  A new  spirit  was  in  the 
air  — a spirit  of  “all’s  well  with  the 
world.” 

By  the  time  we  reached  the  road 
up  Gomea  mountain  to  St.  Theresa’s 
the  disappointments  of  the  day  were 
all  but  forgotten.  But  they  weren’t 
over.  The  dirt  road  was  a mass  of 
slimy  mud.  Again  in  low-low  gear 
Bluebird  started  the  ascent.  Even  her 
stout  heart  failed  before  this  final 
trial.  She  just  sank  in  the  mud.  She 
was  stuck!  The  irony  of  it!  Through 
all  the  months  of  construction,  in  sun- 
shine and  showers,  she  had  been  our 
mainstay.  She  had  made  over  five 
hundred  trips  up  that  mountain  road 
hauling  cement,  rocks,  sand  and 
blocks.  Never  once  had  she  faltered. 
And  now,  on  the  really  big  day,  here 
she  was,  hopelessly  enmeshed  in  mud! 


There  was  only  one  thing  to  do 
and  we  did  it.  We  loaded  all  the  sup- 
plies on  our  backs  and,  slipping,  slid- 
ing and  falling,  made  our  way  pain- 
fully up  the  mountain.  I think  at  this 
stage  my  only  concern  was  to  bring 
comfort  to  the  people  waiting  for 
me  up  there  on  the  mountain  ledge  — 
the  people  who  had  laboured  with  me 
to  build  St.  Theresa’s.  Perhaps,  too, 
I looked  for  a bit  of  comfort  from 
the  welcome  I knew  they’d  give  me. 
It  would  be  a real  lift  after  the  disap- 
pointing events  so  far  this  day. 

Old  “Ma”  Woods  was  the  first  to 
greet  me.  Her  shy  grin  did  more  to 
warm  my  heart  than  the  now  brilliant 
sun.  Someone  asked  if  the  Bishop  and 
people  from  Kingstown  would  make 
it.  To  that  I replied  that  we’d  just 
have  to  wait  and  see.  Some  of  the 
young  men  spoke  up:  “We’ll  carry 
them  up  the  mountain  if  they  come, 
Fa;  so  don’t  worry.  It’s  God’s 
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blessing.”  This  little  act  of  Faith  did 
something  all  the  disappointments  of 
the  day  had  failed  to  do.  It  brought 
tears  to  my  eyes.  To  hide  them  I 
made  for  the  sacristy  under  the  pre- 
text of  having  some  final  preparations 
to  make. 

“Grandpa”  Findley  came  limping 
in  to  assure  me  all  would  be  well.  He 
was  soaking  wet  in  his  Sunday  best. 
Undaunted  by  the  rain,  he  had  walk- 
ed two  miles  over  the  mountains. 
Outside,  the  altar  boys  donned  their 
now  limp  surplices.  The  Boy  Scouts 
reshaped  their  hats  and  wrung  out 
their  kerchiefs.  The  ladies  busied 
themselves  with  the  ice  cream 
freezers.  Everyone  was  wondering  — 
would  the  Bishop  come  ? 

Then  it  happened  — the  sound  of 
motors  came  from  down  below  ! We 
all  scooted  to  the  edge  of  the  ledge. 
There  they  were  — jeeps,  cars  and 
buses,  and  all  filled  with  people. 
Down  in  the  valley  the  pilgrimage  had 
started  — but  only  the  police  jeep 
containing  the  island’s  Administrator 
conquered  the  road  up  the  mountain. 
The  people  came  on  foot.  Supported 
by  the  “young  uns”  the  old  men  and 
women  trekked  up  the  slippery  trail. 
Leading  the  procession  was  Bishop 
Justin  Field,  our  own  Father  Curtin 
and  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  of 
Cluny.  Behind  them,  from  Kingstown, 
Arnosvale,  Mesopotamia,  Hopewell, 
Catholics  and  non-Catholics  alike 
joined  in  the  procession  up  the  mud- 
heavy  road  to  Gomea  and  St. 
Theresa’s. 

Up  the  mountain  side  they  climbed 
in  seemingly  endless  line.  A magni- 
ficent pilgrimage  to  honor  God,  in  the 
person  of  His  servant,  St.  Theresa  of 


Bishop  Field  blesses  the  church. 


the  Child  Jesus.  Close  to  four 
hundred  people  crowded  the  church 
and  at  least  twice  that  number  filled 
the  grounds  outside.  As  the  combined 
choirs  of  Kingstown,  Mesopotamia 
and  Gomea  chanted  the  Litany  of  the 
Saints,  Bishop  Field,  with  the  altar 
boys,  circled  the  exterior  of  St.  The- 
resa’s, sprinkling  holy  water  on  its 
sturdy  walls. 

A strange  thought  came  to  me.  The 
rain  that  had  plagued  us  all  day  had 
been  the  thorns  preceding  the 
shower  of  roses  St.  Theresa  was  now 
showering  down  upon  this  mountain 
church  at  this  moment  being  dedicat- 
ed to  the  service  of  God  under  her 
patronage. 

The  sun  shines.  It’s  a wonderful 
day  — a big  day  for  St.  Theresa’s  ! 
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Father  Donald  J.  Boyle,  S.F.M.  of 
Edmonton,  Alberta,  has  departed  for 
the  Japan  mission  field.  We  wish  him 
Godspeed  in  his  missionary  endeavours 
and  ask  for  your  prayers  on  his  be- 
half. 

Father  Boyle  is  the  son  of  William 
Howard  Boyle  of  St.  Andrew’s  parish 
in  Edmonton,  and  the  late  Margaret 
Alice  Boyle.  He  received  his  educa- 
tion at  Grandin  School,  St.  Joseph’s 
High  School  and  St.  Anthony’s  Col- 
lege in  Edmonton  and  attended  St. 
Francis  Xavier  University  at  Anti- 
gonish  N.S.,  for  one  year.  He  re- 
ceived most  of  his  seminary  training 
at  St.  Joseph’s  Seminary,  in  Edmon- 
ton. In  1958  he  joined  the  Scarboro 
Foreign  Mission  Society  and  com- 
pleted his  studies  at  the  Society’s  St. 
Francis  Xavier  Seminary,  Toronto. 

Father  Boyle  was  ordained  in  June 
of  this  year  at  St.  Joseph’s  Seminary, 
Edmonton,  by  Most  Rev.  Anthony 
Jordan,  O.M.I.,  Coadjutor  Archbishop 
of  Edmonton. 


Crow's  Nest 

these  things  and  still  not  be  a heretic 
and  if  freedom  from  heresy  represents 
the  height  of  your  spiritual  ambition 
then  you  may  throw  in  Lourdes  and 
La  Salette  and  Guadaloupe  as  revela- 
tions that  do  not  have  to  be  believed 
and  you  may  go  along  with  the  “Let’s 
stick  to  the  Gospel”  slogan  with  its 
subtle  implication  that  we  may  as 
well  ignore  private  revelations  al- 
together. No  heresy!  Just  an  insult 
to  Christ  and  His  Blessed  Mother. 
The  Church  does  not  officially  ap- 
prove private  revelations  but  the 
Church  certainly  does  accord  re- 
cognition to  those  whose  authenticity 
has  been  established  by  the  proper 
process  of  canonical  investigation. 
Our  late  Holy  Father  Pope  Pius  XII 
sent  a special  Legate  to  Portugal  to 
represent  him  at  the  ceremonies  in 
connection  with  the  25th  anniversary 
of  Fatima  in  1952.  Our  present  Holy 
Father  has  had  the  Fatima  Pilgrim 
Virgin  statue  flown  by  helicopter  to 
the  principal  cities  of  Italy  and  has 
had  the  message  of  Fatima  preached 
throughout  the  length  and  breadth 
of  the  land  in  preparation  for 
the  consecration  of  that  country 
to  the  Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary. 
The  principal  theme  of  the  Fa- 
tima message  is  the  necessity  for 
prayer  and  reparation.  Does  this  in 
any  way  run  foul  of  the  Gospel 
statement  that  unless  you  do  penance 
you  shall  all  likewise  perish?  Thanks 
to  the  nuclear  weapons  “on  ice”  in 
the  arsenals  of  the  Great  Powers  it  is 
not  inconceivable  that  we  could  all 
likewise  perish  unless  we  pay  atten- 
tion to  the  warnings  of  both  the 
Gospel  and  of  the  Mother  of  God. 
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THIS 

MAN 

IS 

NEEDED! 

What  is  he?  He7s  a local  citizen  with  the  title  "Catechist"  ! 

Where  is  he  ? He  may  be  in  Japan,  the  Dominican  Republic,  the 

Bahamas  or  the  Philippines. 

Why  is  he  needed  ? Because  he7s  the  "right  arm"  of  the  missionary 
priest.  He7s  the  extra  hands  to  help  carry  the  burden  and  the  extra 
feet  to  help  cover  a mission  area  assigned  to  a Scarboro  Father.  He 
teaches  catechism  — rounds  up  people  for  Mass  - — leads  in  prayer 
when  the  missionary  is  absent  — performs  a multitude  of  tasks 
particular  to  mission  work. 

He's  a dedicated  layman  who  works  for  a pittance  to  bring  his 
countrymen  into  the  Church. 

His  monthly  salary  is  $25*00. 


Scarboro  Fathers,  2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 

Dear  Fathers, 

I enclose  $ L to  help  provide  a Catechist's  salary  in  the  mission 

land  I have  circled  below. 

Send  me  a monthly  reminder  and  I shall  try  to  repeat  this  each  month. 

Name  _1 ___ 

Address  L 

City Zone Province 

DOMINICAN  REPUBLIC  JAPAN  PHILIPPINES  BAHAMAS 
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GIFT  SUBSCRIPTIONS  FOR  CHRISTMAS 

Give  them  ! They're  inexpensive  ! Always  welcome  ! 

Other  gifts  may  get  broken,  lost,  worn  out  or  put  out  of  sight  on 
a shelf;  but  a Gift  Subscription  — never  ! A Gift  Subscription  to 
SCARBORO  MISSIONS  is  always  new.  A new,  exciting  issue  comes 
in  each  month.  It7s  always  in  sight.  According  to  the  reading  habits 
of  the  subscriber  you7!!  find  SCARBORO  MISSIONS  in  the  kitchen, 
the  living  room  or  the  bed  room. 

A Gift  Subscription  to  SCARBORO  MISSIONS  costs  little.  Eleven 
issues  will  go  to  a friend  for  as  little  as  $1.00.  A Greeting  Card 
will  carry  your  best  wishes  and  notice  of  your  Gift  Subscription. 
Should  you  wish  to  spend  more  than  $1.00  on  a particular  friend, 
you  can  take  advantage  of  our  special  rate  of  5 years  for  $4.00  — 
a total  of  55  issues. 

Use  this  convenient  form 

I -j 

! Scarboro  Fathers, 

2685  Kingston  Road, 

Toronto  13,  Ontario.  1 

» I enclose  $ for  Gift  Subscriptions  to  Scarboro  Missions  to  be 

I sent  to  the  following: 

5 years  Name  J 

I 1 year  Address  f 

* City Zone  Province  5 

5 years  Name  

1 year  Address  

City  Zone  Province  

5 years  Name  : 

1 year  Address  

City  Zone Province  

! (Use  separate  sheet  of  paper  for  additional  subscriptions)  > 

1 FROM:  Name  | 

Address  I 

i City  Zone  Province  j 

Subscription  Rates:  5 years  — $4.00;  1 year  — $1.00 


28 


Scarboro  Missions 


LITTLE 
FLOWER’S 
JUNIOR 
MISSIONARIES 

i SAINT  THERESE 

Dear  Junior  Missionaries: 

One  virtue  we  never  hear  very  much  about  these  days  is  the  one  called 
“fortitude”.  It  means  to  have  courage,  even  in  the  face  of  death  — - to  be 
brave. 

Not  very  long  ago,  in  China,  even  before  the  Communists  took  over, 
many  people  had  a chance  to  be  brave.  And  they  were.  Some  of  them  were 
only  children,  like  you. 

During  the  Boxer  rebellion  there  was  a terrible  persecution  of  Chinese 
Christians  and  many  were  martyred  for  their  Faith.  One  little  boy  lived 
in  the  village  of  Yangtai.  His  name  was  Matthew.  His  father  knew  that 
when  the  Boxers  reached  the  village  where  he  and  his  family  lived  they 
would  all  be  killed  and  the  village  burned  to  the  ground.  He  said  to  his  son, 
who  was  nine  years  old: 

“Are  you  a Christian?” 

“Of  course  I am,”  Matthew  answered. 

“You  will  be  killed.” 

“Verey  well,  then,  I shall  die,”  said  the  little  boy. 

He  did  die.  He  was  one  of  the  eighteen  martyrs  of  Yangtai. 

Now,  you  may  never  be  called  upon  to  die  for  your  Faith,  but  very 
often  it  takes  a great  deal  of  courage  to  do  even  small  things  for  the  sake  of  it. 

How  brave  are  you? 

Can  you  say  “No!”  when  someone  asks  you  to  do  something  you  know 
is  wrong?  Can  you  say  “I  won’t!”  when  you  are  asked  to  follow  the  crowd 
and  do  what  everybody  else  is  doing  — when  you  know  that  what  they  are 
doing  will  lead  you  into  sin? 

If  you  can,  you  are  brave.  For  that’s  very  hard  to  do.  Try  it  and  see. 

God  love  you. 

Father  Jim . 
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by  Rt.  Rev.  John  M.  Fraser,  S.F.M. 

Monsignor  Fraser’s  autobiography  began  in  the 
January  issue  of  Scarboro  Missions 

During  the  novena  a letter  came  from  Archbishop  Neil 
McNeil  of  Toronto  saying  that  there  was  a mansion  belonging  to 
General  Bickford  near  Toronto  for  sale.  It  was  in  Scarboro 
village  on  Lake  Ontario,  three  miles  east  of  our  present  seminary 
and  had  thirty-seven  acres  of  wooded  land  attached  to  it.  I 
was  empowered  by  our  corporation  to  buy  the  property,  which 
cost  thirty-five  thousand  dollars.  Now  the  trouble  began.  The  house 
was  not  large  enough  for  all  of  our  students  and  staff,  only 
for  those  teaching  or  studying  philosophy.  For  now  we  had 
three  categories  of  students  — some  in  Latin,  some  in  philosophy 
and  some  in  theology.  How  to  divide  them  was  the  question. 
The  new  building  was  the  right  size  for  the  fifteen  philosophy 
students  and  their  professor,  Father  O’Toole,  but  Father  Basso 
objected  to  remaining  alone  in  Almonte.  Father  O’Toole  agreed 
to  stay  there  but  objected  to  having  the  Latin  students.  I was 
like  the  man  with  the  fox,  the  goose  and  the  peck  of  corn. 
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Finally  we  came  to  a compromise.  Father  O’Toole  would  stay  in 
Almonte  with  the  philosophy  students  and  Father  Basso,  with 
the  theology  students  and  the  Latinists,  would  go  to  Scarboro. 

A word  about  Father  Basso.  He  had  been  my  fellow- 
student  in  Genoa,  and  at  my  solicitation  joined  me  in  China, 
where  he  became  a successful  missionary.  He  had  a wonderful 
memory  — he  could  recite  the  “little  hours”  of  the  Sunday 
office  without  looking  at  his  breviary.  Without  knowing  a word 
of  Chinese  when  he  arrived  in  China,  he  preached  his  first 
sermon  before  a big  congregation  in  two  months’  time  which, 
I think,  was  a record  ! While  he  was  campaigning  in  Italy  for 
funds,  World  War  One  broke  out  and  prevented  his  returning 
to  China.  He  took  a curacy,  and  being  very  thrifty,  saved  nine 
hundred  lire  (about  two  hundred  dollars  then).  I induced  him 
to  come  to  Almonte  to  teach  theology.  A firm  believer  in  the 
rehabilitation  of  Germany,  he  invested  the  two  hundred  dollars 
in  German  marks  and  deposited  them  in  the  Reichesbank  of 
Berlin.  The  marks  went  down  in  value  until  the  bank  finally 
wrote  to  tell  him  they  could  no  longer  send  him  a statement  of 
his  deposit  as  it  did  not  equal  the  price  of  the  stamp  on  the 
letter  ! 

Besides  teaching  theology  he  served  St.  Agnes’  Italian  Church, 
Toronto.  Later  he  became  professor  of  Canon  Law  in  St. 
Augustine’s  Seminary  and  in  1932  returned  to  Italy  where  he 
still  resides. 

General  Bickford  moved  out  of  his  mansion,  taking  with 
him  six  truckloads  of  furniture.  The  house  was  empty.  I 
looked  around  the  kitchen  for  something  to  eat.  All  I could 
find  was  a little  piece  of  bread  and  some  sugar.  This,  with  cold 
water,  formed  my  supper  that  evening.  Towards  9 p.m.  two 
of  our  boys  came  from  Almonte  with  their  blankets  and  passed 
the  night  in  the  house  to  guard  it,  while  I went  into  the  city 
to  spend  the  night  at  my  sister’s  home. 

In  gratitude  to  St.  Francis  Xavier,  I christened  our  new 
house  St.  Francis  Xavier  China  Mission  Seminary. 

One  day  I was  speaking  to  Monsignor  Kidd,  President  of 
St.  Augustine’s  Seminary,  about  my  great  need  for  more  profes- 
sors. He  said  : “Why  don’t  you  try  Father  McGrath  ?” 

“Oh,  who  is  he  ? Where  does  he  live  ? What  can  he  do  ?” 
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“Oh,  he  can  do  anything  !”  he  said.  Then  he  waxed  eloquent 
about  Father  (now  Monsignor)  Wm.  C.  McGrath’s  capacity  and 
proficiency  as  a student  in  the  seminary.  He  was  then  in 
St.  John’s,  Newfoundland. 

At  my  invitation  he  joined  our  work.  I resigned  editorship 
of  “China”  and  appointed  him  as  editor.  To  instill  into  our 
members  confidence  in  Providence  I had  a motto  from  Scripture 
framed  and  hung  on  the  wall.  It  read  : 

“When  I sent  you  without  purse  and  scrip  and  shoes,  did 
you  want  anything  ?”  But  they  said  : “Nothing.”  (Luke,  Chapter 
22,  verses  35  and  36.) 

Feeling  that  we  should  have  a mission  field  as  soon  as 
possible,  I sent  Fathers  Sammon  and  Daniel  Carey  to  Kweichow, 
China,  to  reconnoiter  the  place.  Father  Sammon  took  sick  and 
returned,  and  Father  Carey  found  the  place  unsuitable.  It  was 
too  far  in  the  interior  of  China  for  our  infant  institution.  We 
needed  a place  easy  of  access,  near  the  coast.  Father  Carey  was 
recalled  and  engaged  in  campaign  work.  At  the  end  of  that 
school  year  we  decided  to  close  the  house  in  Almonte.  The 
students  in  philosophy  were  sent,  at  our  expense,  to  different 
seminaries  and  those  in  Latin  went  to  St.  Michael’s  College  for 
their  studies.  As  for  those  in  theology  — we  sent  them  to  St. 
Augustine’s  Seminary,  a four  mile  journey  every  day  on  foot  and 
by  trolley-car. 

I remember  the  first  day  they  went.  I went  with  them. 

It  was  Ash  Wednesday  and  I was  fasting  — a cold,  wintry  day 
with  snowdrifts  that  blocked  the  way  and  kept  us  late  for  class.  | 

I told  Archbishop  McNeil  we  needed  a new  seminary  badly  — 
Scarboro  village  house  was  too  small  for  all  our  students  and  the 
chapel  unsuitable.  We  must  build,  but  where  ? That  was  the 
question.  He  suggested  that  we  build  near  St.  Augustine’s 
Seminary,  so  as  to  take  advantage  of  its  teaching  staff.  We  had  i 
a small  building  fund,  but  only  enough  to  put  in  the  foundation.  I 
We  would  have  to  sell  the  Scarboro  village  house  in  order  to  I 
get  more  funds. 

One  day  a workman  came  to  fix  the  furnace.  He  said  : ( 

“You  have  a very  fine  place  here.”  \ 

“Yes,”  I replied.  “But  we  wish  to  sell  it.”  j 

“What  price  are  you  asking  ?”  •;  j 

“Fifty  thousand  dollars.” 
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“I  think  I know  the  person  who  would  buy  it,”  he  said. 

A few  days  later  a lady  and  gentleman  drove  up.  The  lady 
was  in  raptures  over  the  place,  but  the  man  said  he  would  have 
to  spend  five  thousand  dollars  to  put  it  into  repair. 

A holy  Magdalen  at  Good  Shepherd  Convent  used  to  make 
hundreds  of  Sacred  Heart  badges  for  my  converts  in  China.  At 
every  stitch  she  said  a prayer  for  the  conversion  of  China.  She 
now  undertook  to  pray  that  we  might  sell  the  property.  She 
even  announced  the  exact  day  we  would  sell  it.  On  that  day  I 
was  called  to  the  office  of  the  millionaire,  Mr.  Look. 

“I  learn,”  he  said,  “that  you  only  paid  thirty-five  thousand 
dollars  for  the  property.  I will  give  you  forty-two  thousand.  You 
will  be  making  seven  thousand.” 

“No,”  I said.  “Take  it  or  leave  it  at  fifty  thousand.  If  you 
do  not  buy  I intend  to  do  just  what  you  said,  spend  five  thousand 
dollars  on  repairs  and  sell  it  for  seventy-five  thousand.  That  is 
what  General  Bickford  told  me  it  is  worth.” 

“Oh,  you  can’t  do  that.  I’ll  take  it  at  fifty  thousand.  Will 
you  came  across  the  road  to  the  lawyer  and  sign  the  deed  ?” 

I did  so  and  he  gave  me  a cheque  for  twenty-five  thousand 
and  assumed  mortgages  for  the  rest.  I made  fifteen  thousand 
dollars  on  the  deal. 

It  was  late  that  evening  before  I could  ’phone  to  the  Good 
Shepherd  Sisters.  They  had  been  teasing  the  holy  Magdalen, 
saying  that  her  prophecy  had  not  come  true.  But  she  kept 
insisting  “the  day  is  not  yet  over.”  Then  their  telephone  rang  and 
I announced  to  the  Sisters  the  good  news.  They  went  into  the 
chapel  and  chanted  a Te  Deum. 

The  mansion  at  Scarboro  village  is  now  occupied  by  the 
Guild  of  All  Arts.  The  name  of  the  location,  Scarboro,  came 
from  its  resemblance  to  the  famous  English  seaside  resort,  Scar- 
boro. The  high  cliffs  brought  to  the  pioneers’  mind  those  of  the 
English  resort. 

With  the  sum  received  from  the  sale  of  the  property  and 
donations  that  came  from  all  over  Canada,  we  were  able 
to  finish  the  present  seminary  almost  without  debt  at  a cost  of 
$60,000.  This  was  twenty  thousand  more  than  would  have  been 
needed  if  it  had  not  been  fireproof.  But,  as  the  Ku  Klux  Klan 
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was  rampant  at  the  time,  burning  churches  and  Catholic  insti- 
tutions, I judged  it  safer  to  make  it  fireproof. 

Once  during  the  building  operations,  when  I needed  money 
badly,  I paid  another  visit  to  the  Good  Shepherd  Convent  and 
interviewed  the  holy  Magdalen  who  had  helped  us  before  with 
her  prayers.  She  said  that  she  would  pray  for  our  intention  and 
that  we  would  receive  funds  on  May  24th,  feast  of  Our  Lady 
Help  of  Christians.  Wonderful  to  relate,  the  mail  brought  me 
that  day  a letter  written  in  lead  pencil  saying  : “My  wife  is  sick 
in  St.  Martha’s  Hospital,  Antigonish.  She  tells  me  to  send  you 
five  thousand  dollars.  How  would  you  like  it  — all  at  once  or 
in  installments  ?” 

Of  course  I requested  the  writer  of  the  letter  to  send  it  all 
at  once.  The  good  Magdalen  has  since  passed  to  her  reward. 
How  she  loved  China  during  her  life  ! Surely  she  does  not  forget 
China  now  in  its  dire  affliction. 

Our  students  had  been  dispersed  and  our  staff  had  to  find 
other  quarters  also.  Father  O’Toole  went  to  the  Good  Shepherd’s 
Convent,  Father  McGrath  to  St.  Joseph’s  Church,  and  I to  my 
elder  sister’s  home  in  Toronto. 

Bishop  Alexander  McDonald  laid  the  corner-stone  of  the 
new  building  and  Monsignor  Curran  of  Halifax  preached  the 
sermon.  The  seminary,  when  finished,  was  blessed  by  Arch- 
bishop McNeil,  and  Bishop  Fallon  preached  from  the  front  steps 
to  a big  gathering  of  well-wishers. 

Despairing  of  getting  the  Bishops  to  assume  control  of  the 
institution  because  of  the  financial  burden  it  would  entail  I 
offered  it  whole  and  entire  to  the  Basilians.  They  accepted  and 
Archbishop  McNeil  approved.  But  several  of  our  priests  objected 
and  persuaded  His  Grace  to  change  his  mind.  The  Basilians  were 
told  the  deal  was  off.  And  then  — the  long-desired  thing  happened 
— the  Bishops  consented  to  take  control  of  China  Mission 
Seminary.  Three  of  them,  Archbishop  McNeil  of  Toronto, 
Bishop  Fallon  of  London,  Ontario,  and  Bishop  O’Brien  of 
Peterboro  were  duly  elected  as  members  of  our  corporation. 
Father  McGrath,  and  I,  as  treasurer-general,  being  the  other  two 
members.  As  the  Bishops  were  in  the  majority  they  could  put 
through  any  legislation  they  wished  and  hence  exert  control 
over  the  institution. 

TO  BE  CONTINUED 
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WAYS  YOU  CAN  HELP  THE  MISSIONS 

SCARBORO  FATHERS,  2685  KINGSTON  ROAD,  TORONTO  13,  ONT. 

THE  PERFECT  WILL 

A Will  that  remembers  God's  work 
is  a perfect  Will.  Our  legal  title: 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 
2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 

BEAT  THE  BLUES  ! 

It's  easy  to  beat  the  blues  that  come 
with  thoughts  of  old  age  and  the 
need  for  security.  Scarboro's  Annui- 
ty Plan  protects  your  old  age  and 
helps  the  missions  too!  Write  us 
for  information.  Do  it  now! 

A PRIEST  IN  THE  FAMILY 

That's  how  people  feel  who  have 
helped  complete  a Scarboro  Burse. 
And  not  only  one  priest . . . long  after 
you  are  dead  and  forgotten  the  Burse 
you  help  complete  will  still  be  edu- 
cating priests  for  the  missions.  Write 
today  for  more  information. 

TAKE  TIME  OUT 

Yes,  it's  a busy  day  . . . but  can  you 
take  time  out  to  gather  up  old  rings, 
eye  glass  frames  or  anything  else 
around  your  home  that  is  made  of 
gold  or  silver?  If  you  can,  and  if 
you  don't  need  them,  you  can  help 
the  missions  by  sending  them  to  us. 

A MARIAN  SHRINE 

Every  Catholic  home  should  have  a 
Marian  Shrine.  It  is  FREE  to  those 
who  want  to  help  the  missions  the 
EASY  way — the  Mite  Box  way.  If  you 
have  a Shrine  show  it  to  your  Catho- 
lic friends.  Give  them  our  address. 

CANCELLED  STAMPS 

Don't  throw  away  the  stamps  on  mail 
you  receive.  Save  them  for  the  mis- 
sions! Cut  them  off  the  envelopes, 
leaving  about  a ]4  inch  of  paper 
around  the  edges.  When  you  have 
a box  full  mail  them  to  us. 

Books  by  Scarboro  Fathers  : 

NOR  SCRIP  NOR  SHOES  by  John  H.  McGoey,  S.F.M $4.50 

FATHERING  FORTH  by  John  H.  McGoey,  S.F.M $3.50 

HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE  by  Desmond  E.  Stringer,  S.F.M.  $2.00 
Address  your  order  to  : 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  KINGSTON  RD., 
TORONTO  13,  ONT. 
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LOOK  UP  TOP  ! 

What's  the  EXPIRY  DATE  on  your  address  label  ? 
Subscription  Rates:  1 year  $1.00;  5 years  $4.00;  Life  $20.00 
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Please  remember  to  pray  for  Wilfred  McFarland,  of  Toronto,  brother  of 
Father  Lome  McFarland,  SFM,  who  died  recently. 
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FROM:  Please  PRINT  name  and  address. 
Name  


Take 


It 


Easy ! 


Good  advice  ? Sure  it  is  ! Take 
it  easy  this  Christmas  and  let  us 
do  the  work  and  the  worrying 
You  just  relax  — secure  thai 
you're  sending  a Christmas  gift 
you  can  be  proud  of. 


Scarboro's  14“  Lady  of  Fatima  Statue  is  a gift  any  Catholic  will  bdll 
proud  to  receive  and  proud  to  show  in  his  home.  L 

We  pack  and  ship  statues  for  delivery  in  Canada.  An  appropriate 
card  is  sent  with  each  statue,  expressing  your  best  wishes.  |B 

Scarboro's  14"  Lady  of  Fatima  Statue  is  $6.00  plus  express  chargesfct 

wa 

Scarboro  Fathers,  ^ m 

2685  Kingston  Road, 

Toronto  1 3,  Ontario. 

Dear  Fathers:  Please  send  Lady  of  Fatima  Statue  (s)  TO:  Please  PRIN' 

name  and  address. 

Name 


Address 


In  r( 


City 
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* 


Zone  Province  L— 

(List  additional  orders  on  separate  sheet) 

□ Payment  enclosed*  □ Please  bill  me. 

If  payment  is  enclosed  we'll  pay  express  charges  to  points  in  Canada 
served  by  rail  express. 
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SPECIAL  MENTION 


Fr.  Gerard  McKernan 
SFM  has  had  more 
than  a taste  of  Com- 
munism under  the 
Chinese  Reds.  He 
warns  that  Western 
materialism  is  further- 
ing it  in  Asia.  Page  11. 

OUR  COYER 

Our  Christmas  cover 
is  a contemporary 
Japanese  painting  by 
Theresa  Kimiko  Kose- 
ki.  The  artist,  a con- 
vert, became  a Catho- 
1 lie  in  1923  while  stud- 
ying at  the  Art  Aca- 
demy in  Tokyo. 

In  return  for  the  grace 
of  Baptitsm  she  has 
said:  “I  would  like  to 
thank  God  through 

I my  art  and  to  help 
make  Christian  art 
strong  in  Japan.” 
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editorial 


by 

Harold 

Oxley 

SFM 


“above  all  gods ” 

I remember  one  of  my  first  visits  to  a Japanese  pagan  temple. 

It  was  a temple  dedicated  to  the  worship  of  the  fox.  I 
recall  the  terrifying,  frightening  features  of  the  huge  statue  of 
a fox  which  stood  just  inside  what  we  would  call  the  altar 
rail.  It  wasn’t  by  accident  that  the  statue  looked  frightening; 
it  was  deliberately  made  so.  The  idea  was  that  people  who 
took  this  statue  as  their  god  should  be  so  terrified  by  its  power 
that  they  would  not  dare  to  offend  it.  You  can  see  the  same 
purpose  in  the  size  and  features  of  pagan  statues  displayed  in 
our  museums. 

Just  as  impressive  is  the  expression  of  peaceful  serenity 
on  most  statues  of  Buddha.  The  purpose  in  this  is  not  to 
frighten  people,  but  to  attract  them  to  that  state  of  quiet  peace 
and  contentment  which  Buddhists  call  Nirvana. 

In  Greek  mythology,  we  read  of  Eros,  the  son  of  Aphro- 
dite. Eros  was  the  Greek  god  of  love,  thought  by  pagan  Greeks 
to  be  the  source  of  all  human  love  existing  in  the  world. 

For  centuries  pagans  have  stretched  their  imaginations  to 
create  for  themselves  gods  whose  characteristics  could  in  some 
way  explain  the  authority,  the  power,  the  love  and  the  peace 
we  see  in  the  world  around  us.  Their  searchings  have  produced 
gods  of  every  description.  But  these  pagans,  in  their  wildest 
dreams,  never  conceived  of  a single  God  Who  could  combine 
all  these  qualities  in  Himself.  They  couldn’t  imagine  a God 
who  could  be  at  once  infinitely  powerful  and  majestic,  tenderly 
and  personally,  loving,  a God  of  peace  and  a God  of  mercy. 
It  is  no  wonder,  then,  that  the  Psalmist  should  say  of  the  true 
God,  “the  Lord  is  a great  God  . . . above  all  gods”  . . . for 
He  is  just  such  a God. 

We  shouldn’t  be  surprised  that  pagans  never  thought  of 
such  a God.  We  couldn’t  believe  it  ourselves  if  it  hadn’t  been 
revealed.  But  in  His  mercy,  God  has  shown  Himself  to  us, 
frequently  and  obviously  . . . but  never  more  dramatically  and 
appealingly  than  in  His  birth  at  Bethlehem.  At  that  moment, 
moved  by  pure  love,  the  majestic  Lord  of  all  creation  became 
a helpless  lovable  Infant,  to  bring  peace  and  joy  to  the  world. 

Two  thousand  years  later,  a billion  and  a half  pagans 
have  never  heard  of  God.  They  still  search  for  Him  in  brass 
statues  and  empty  temples. 
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For  a Child  is  born  to  us,  and  a Son  is  given  to  us, 
and  the  government  is  upon  His  shoulder : 
and  His  Name  shall  be  called, 


Wonderful 
Counsellor 
God  the  mighty 
the  Father  of  the  world  to  come 
THE  PRINCE  OF  PEACE. 


His  empire  shall  be  multiplied  and 
there  shall  be  no  end  of  peace : 

He  shall  sit  upon  the  throne  of 
David,  and  upon  his  kingdom;  to 
establish  it  and  strengthen  it  with 
judgment  and  with  justice  from 
henceforth  and  for  ever : the 
zeal  of  the  Lord  of  hosts  will 
perform  this. 


The  Lord  sent  a word  into  Jacob, 
and  it  hath  lighted  upon  Israel. 

Isais  9:  6 to  8. 


May  the  eternal  peace  of  the  Christ  Child,  born  of  good  will, 
be  upon  you  and  yours  this  Holy  Christmas-tide. 


DL  Sc 


carvcro 


Uatk 


er6 


FRANCIS  M.  DIEMERT 

Superior  General. 
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For  nine  days  before  Christmas  we  get  up  at  2.30  in  the  morning 
for  a Novena  and  High  Mass.  This  is  a custom  in  the  Philippines  called 
Aguinaldo  and  it  is  well  attended.  Decorated  with  stars,  wreaths  and 
lights  the  church  looks  very  beautiful  at  that  hour. 

However,  after  a few  such  early  morning  risings  the  eyes  of  a 
priest  do  not  always  see  the  beauty.  Sometimes  they  find  it  hard  to 
see  at  all ! 

To  make  sure  that  I will  get  up  I rig  a switch  onto  the  alarm 
clock  so  that  when  the  alarm  rings  a buzzer  starts  and  a light  goes  on. 
This  nasty  situation  continues  until  I get  out  of  bed  and  shut  it  off. 
The  purpose  of  the  light  is  to  save  alarm  clocks,  as  I can  be  a vengeful 
man  in  the  dark  hours  of  night  when  roused  in  such  a manner. 

After  rising,  one  raises  cain  with  a shower  of  kicks  on  the  end 
wall  to  waken  the  house  boys.  They  ring  the  bells,  I start  the  generating 
plant,  the  amplifier  starts  to  boom  forth  and  by  three  o’clock  Morpheus 
is  driven  from  our  fair  town. 

One  morning  the  alarm  clock,  due  to  sloppy  setting  the  night 
before,  decided  to  initiate  hostilities  at  2.15.  I would  gladly  have 
crawled  out  of  bed  to  shut  it  off  but  the  mosquito  net  was  tucked 
under  the  bed  mat.  Since  I was  lying  on  the  same,  a tussle  ensued  and 
I ended  up  walking  on  my  hands  over  to  the  clock  since  my  feet  were 
encased  in  bedclothes  in  the  fashion  of  a fisherman  wearing  rubber 
boots. 

With  an  effort  I opened  one  eye  and  saw  a big  centipede  emerging 
from  a knothole  in  the  wall  two  inches  away.  A few  seconds  were  spent 
in  blank  contemplation.  By  that  time  I had  the  clock  in  one  hand  but 
I hesitated  to  hit  him  with  it  as  that  might  put  the  clock  out  of 
commission.  I continued  to  think,  wrestling  with  the  alarm  clock,  the 
light  and  the  buzzer  meanwhile,  thereby  being  in  sound  and  silence, 
light  and  darkness,  alternately. 

Finally  realization  came  that  I could  not  handle  the  situation  so 
I let  out  a yell  for  the  curate.  He  came  running  and  after  one  look 
began  to  search  for  a pair  of  pliers  to  deal  with  the  centipede  which 
by  this  time  had  become  tired  of  our  demonstration,  albeit  a most 
nimble  one,  and  decided  to  go  away.  I reached  for  a spike  on  the 
window  sill  and  pinned  him  down  with  it  till  the  curate  dispatched 
him,  with  benefit  of  clergy. 

By  such  means  we  manage  to  rise  to  celebrate  the  Aguinaldo. 

Roderick  MacNeil,  SFM. 
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Come , follow  Me ! 


By  4FAT44CR  VIHCgMT  PAHIEL  , S.-F.M 

SCARBORO  VOCATION!  PIRECTOR 


HAPPY  BIRTHDAY! 


// 


Have  you  done  your  Christmas  shopping  yet?” 
This  will  be  a frequent  question  this  month 
at  least,  in  our  part  of  the  globe.  But,  for  many, 
the  word  “Christmas”  means  absolutely  nothing!  Missionaries  know  that 
Christmas  is  “just  another  day”  in  the  lives  of  millions  of  pagans. 


As  we  think  about  the  Christmas  crib,  we  picture  the  new-born  Babe 
“wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes  and  laid  in  a manger.”  His  Blessed  Mother 
and  Saint  Joseph  are  with  Him,  while  the  Angels  hover  around  and  sing  the 
most  beautiful  birthday  song  ever  heard:  “Glory  to  God  in  the  highest  and 
on  earth  peace  among  men  of  good  will.”  The  shepherds  are  also  present 
at  the  feet  of  the  Holy  Child,  Who  later  announced:  “I  am  the  Good  Shepherd.” 


In  mission  countries,  Scarboro  Fathers  will  honor,  in  different  ways, 
the  birthday  of  the  First  High  Priest.  For  most  of  our  priests,  the  day  will 
be  a busy  one.  Christmas  midnight  Mass  will  follow  hours  of  hearing  con- 
fessions. Other  Masses  will  be  celebrated  later  in  the  morning.  Gifts  will  be 
opened.  But,  what  do  you  think  would  be  the  most  appreciated  present  any 
missionary  could  receive  ? It  is  the  knowledge  that  he  is  doing  the  will  of 
God,  and  striving  to  be  less  unworthy  of  the  great  calling  he  has  received 
to  the  Priesthood  of  Christ. 


Our  missionaries  pray  constantly  for  more  young  men  to  enter  the 
“foreign  legion  of  Christ”  — - men  who  will  answer  the  call  to  enter  the 
vineyard  and  seek  the  salvation  of  immortal  souls.  If  all  of  you  who  read 
this  will  pray  with  us  for  more  priestly  vocations,  this  will  be  a wonderful 
way  of  saying  to  our  Divine  Lord:  “Happy  Birthday!” 

Boys  and  young  men,  interested  in  becoming  missionary  priests  are 
invited  to  join  Scarboro’s  correspondence  Vocation  Club.  Just  send  your  name, 
address,  age  and  grade  in  school  to  Father  Vincent  Daniel,  SFM,  2685 
Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ontario. 
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These  make  good  presents. 


Scarboro  Missions 


The  Dominicans  get  in  the  spirit  of  things.  It’s 
a big  Fiesta  ! 


‘Let’s  see,  now!  How  shall  we 


C ^hri&tm 


ad  aroun 
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“And  then  there’s  the  Christmas  candle  to  be  lit.” 


Father  William  Schultz,  SFM,  tells  the  Christmas  story  in  Japan. 

Scarboro  Missions  Continued 


“I’ll  be  all  washed  up  on 
the  Big  Day!” 


“I’ve  got  some  cleaning  up  to  do, 


too. 


“Who,  us  ? We’re  just  waiting  for  Santa  Claus !” 
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Text  of  a radio  address 


THE 

MEW 

CHINA 


Father  Gerard  McKernan,  SFM,  after 
serving  some  years  as  a missionary  in 
China  returned  there  in  1946  as  a Cana- 
dian representative  for  the  Red  Cross. 
Later  he  became  director  of  the  Catholic 
Welfare  Agency  and  retained  this  post 
until  the  Communist  government  dis- 
banded the  organization.  They  arrested 
Father  McKernan  and  locked  him  in  a 
warehouse  for  nine  months  where  he 
was  subjected  to  the  usual  treatment 
given  by  them  to  “enemies”  of  the 
people.  In  1955  he  was  allowed  to  g3 
to  Hong  Kong  and  from  there  returned 
to  Canada.  He  has  served  as  a mis- 
sionary in  British  Guiana  since  and  has 
now  received  an  appointment  to  Nassau, 
Bahamas. 


GERARD  MCKERNAN,  SFM 


It  is  a well  known  fact  that  the 
Church  in  China  has  undergone 
a terrible  persecution.  The  Commu- 
nists took  over  China  in  1949.  By 
1959  over  3,500  foreign  bishops  and 
priests  were  expelled  from  the  coun- 
try after  torture  and  imprisonment. 
Most  of  the  Chinese  clergy  are  either 
in  prison  or  prevented  from  carrying 
out  their  ministry.  Lay  people  are 
made  to  suffer  for  their  faith  . . . 
many  of  them  have  already  paid  the 
supreme  sacrifice  and  have  been  li- 
quidated. No  wonder  then,  that  the 
Holy  Father  wishes  you  to  pray  for 
our  Brethren  in  China  ...  to  pray 
that  they  remain  steadfast  in  the 
Faith  . . . lest  the  long  drawn  out 
conflict  wear  out  their  power  of 
resistance.  A brief  look  at  the  “New 
China”  will  certainly  add  emphasis  to 
this  request. 


The  entire  population  of  China, 
500  million  people,  has  been  drafted 
into  large  collective  “farm  and  labor” 
units  called  Communes.  In  the  Com- 
munes work,  food,  and  even  the 
amount  of  sleeping  time,  is  alotted. 
They  are  like  giant  ant  heaps  and  the 
people  are  exhausted  by  the  frantic 
work  pace  imposed  upon  them.  Most 
interested  and  non-biased  observers 
hold  that  the  unwieldy  system  of  the 
Communes  is  on  the  brink  of  collapse. 
It  is  not  merely  on  the  brink.  There 
is  a collapse.  Some  observers  would 
have  us  believe  that  this  indicates  a 
coming  rebellion,  but  that  is  only 
wishful  thinking.  Actually  the  col- 
lapse will  be  used  by  the  Reds  to 
inaugurate  some  other  “drive  to 
strengthen  the  nation”.  The  trends 
can  be  predicted  . . . increase  the 
political  consciousness  of  the  masses 
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. . . intensify  labour  at  all  levels  . . . 
tidy  up  the  communes  (this  drive  is 
already  under  way)  . . . initiate  a 
general  over-haul  to  fasten  tight  every 
loose  screw  and  bolt. 

There  is  an  enormous  amount  of 
propaganda  in  China  today.  There  is 
nothing  new  about  that.  By  now  most 
of  the  people  must  be  fairly  well 
inured  to  any  but  the  “official”  lines 
of  thought.  They  have  had  ten  years 
of  it  now  ...  of  intensive  propagan- 
da, letting  nothing  into  the  country 
but  what  concurs  with  the  official 
line. 

But  there  is  in  this  endless  propa- 
ganda drive,  a curious  twist.  A twist 
perhaps  not  sufficiently  considered  or 
under-estimated  by  most  observers. 
Endless  stimulating  pep  talks  tell  the 
individual  in  China  that  he  figures 
personally  and  prominently  in  the 
building  of  a new  society.  Long  wind- 
ed discussions  enlighten  him  along  the 
optimistic  road  he  treads,  in  opposition 
to  “decadent  oppressive  capitalism.” 
Systematic  indoctrination  points  out 
the  one  and  only  road  — Commu- 
nism. The  little  man  is  urged  to 
work,  labour,  slave,  not  for  himself, 
but  for  the  common  good. 

New  ideas  of  personal  sacrifice  to 
benefit  the  greater  number,  are  const- 
antly drummed  in.  Manual  labour  for 
all  levels  off  the  one  time  distinction 
of  class.  No  longer  is  China  divided 
into  town  and  village,  labourer  and 
intellectual,  industry  and  agriculture, 
elite  and  masses.  There  is  only  the 
Commune.  But  spiritual  values  now 
begin  to  have  a meaning.  They  are 
stimulating  when  proposed  or  imposed 


and  related  to  the  common  good. 
They  are  comforting  and  consoling 
for  those  who  feel  oppressed  and  who 
can  find  no  meaning  in  material 
things  because  as  yet  they  have  none. 
An  atmosphere  of  solidarity  binds  all 
together  in  one  gigantic  effort.  There 
is  discipline.  There  is  the  cult  of  labor 
and  work.  There  is  the  desire  and  the 
bungling  effort  to  build  a nation.  In 
all  this  the  little  man  is  told  he  plays 
an  important  part  ...  he  is  placed 
on  a pinnacle  of  ideological  greatness. 

The  strife  and  struggles,  hardships 
and  bitterness,  failures  and  triumphs, 
dislocation  of  the  family,  constant 
campaigns,  and  the  ceaseless  urge  to 
work  more  and  more  for  an  ever- 
receding  “heaven  on  earth”  ...  all 
of  this  tends  to  create  an  atmosphere 
of  messianic  intransigence  in  China. 
There  is  no  arguing  with  the  Chinese 
Communists.  They  are  the  law  and 
the  Prophets.  The  law  and  the  Pro- 
phets of  a decidedly  new  testament. 
China  is  a nation  galvanizing  itself 
into  a race  of  dedicated  Messiahs  all 
burdened  with  the  mission  of  reveal- 
ing the  Mao-Marxist  ideal  to  all  the 
oppressed  nations  of  the  world.  Tibet 
was  what  one  might  call  a “dogmatic 
conclusion”  to  Mao-Marxist  theories. 
The  same  will  apply  to  the  border 
states  along  the  Indo-Chinese  frontier. 

Other  Asian  nations,  the  little  ones, 
view  the  situation  in  China  with  con- 
siderable concern.  Some  influential 
newspapermen,  returning  from  one  of 
those  intriguing  Far  East  junkets,  re- 
cently reported  (making  headlines) 
that  “Asian  countries  are  backing 
away  from  Communism,  especially 
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since  the  Tibet  incident.”  Now  they 
may  have  authority  to  say  that.  I 
don’t.  But,  it  is  to  be  observed,  whom 
did  they  interview  . . . the  officials 
. . . the  members  of  the  governments 
. . . those  in  power?  Certainly  all 
these  well-padded  people  are  “anti- 
Communist”.  That  is  their  livelihood. 
No  doubt  they  and  their  like  are 
strongly  opposed  to  Communism.  But 
what  about  the  people  without  power 
. . . the  little  groups  of  “nobodies”. 
Especially  the  groups  of  intellectuals. 
Far  more  is  to  be  learned  and  feared 
in  the  Far  East  from  the  professors 
who  have  not  been  paid  for  months 
or  the  tradesmen  who  feel  they  have 
been  grossly  underpaid.  These  people 
look  at  China  with  fear;  maybe  even 
with  disgust;  but  not  without  admi- 
ration. For,  of  all  the  impoverished 
Asian  nations  only  China  had  the 
courage  to  march  forward,  (with  the 
exception  of  Japan).  China  gave  her- 
self an  ideal  and  drafted  her  own  re- 
forms, callous  and  ruthless  as  they 
may  be.  China  levelled  off  society, 
introduced  some  progress.  Above  all, 
China  put  the  little  man  into  promi- 
nence, fostered  the  cult  of  the  com- 
mon good  and  the  personal  spirit 
of  sacrifice.  Everyone  is  urged  or 
driven  to  dedicate  himself  to  some- 
thing bigger  than  himself.  To  the 
people  of  the  smaller  Asian  nations, 
China  is  a Big  Brother  of  awe  inspir- 
ing grandeur. 

Compare  this  Messianic  ideology 
in  its  Asian  context  with  the  sickening 
trash  they  receive  from  Western  ra- 
dio. What  do  they  think  of  our  ap- 
proach? They  listen  to  our  earthy 


materialism  which  has  never  a 
thought,  never  an  indication  of  any- 
thing more  inspiring  than  backyard 
swimming  pools,  juke  boxes  or  super 
markets.  When  will  we  “wise  up”  to 
the  fact  that  in  talking  so,  we  are 
literally  stuffing  Communism  down 
everybody’s  throat  by  goading  them 
into  a well  nurtured  hatred  of  the 
impossible  North  American  way  of 
life  ? 

Compare  the  Communistic  line  of 
. . . hard  work,  sacrifice,  levelling  off 
of  society,  with  the  overbearingly 
capitalistic  attitude  of  some  Foreign 
Aid  Personnel.  The  Westerner,  bloat- 
ed with  self  esteem  over  his  higher 
standard  of  living,  attempting  to 
thrust  his  ideas  on  to  impoverished 
undeveloped  nations.  The  peasant, 
eking  out  an  existence  in  fettered  si- 
lence and  resignation,  does  not  want 
to  hear  about  new  model  cars,  does 
not  want  a hand  out  ...  he  merely 
wants  a chance  to  better  himself  and 
his  family  and  provide  them  with  the 
necessities  of  life.  He  is  willing  and 
ready  to  sacrifice  himself  for  the 
common  good. 

How  long  will  our  “individualistic” 
concepts  hold  out?  What  impact  can 
they  have  on  the  masses  of  the  East? 
How  can  they  stand  up  in  the  face 
of  the  Red  insistence  that  man  must 
sublimate  his  ego  to  the  common 
good?  Left  in  the  lurch,  with  our 
veneer  of  theology,  we  will  see  the 
nations  of  the  East  rise  . . . inspired 
by  a mystic  elan  ...  to  practise  the 
Gospel  on  a basis  of  atheism  ! 

These  are  trends  and  stresses  rarely 
discussed  in  western  circles.  We  groan 
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over  the  miseries,  calamities,  privation 
of  freedom  and  frightening  upheavals 
that  have  befallen  China.  We  are 
fearful,  too,  that  something  similar 
may  well  overtake  the  other  “uncom- 
mitted Asian  nations.”  We  neglect  to 
consider  the  inspiration  behind  the 
upheaval  . . . the  spirit  of  self  sacrifice 
for  the  common  good. 

Such  an  ideal  is  Christian.  And 
here  we  are  sitting  idly  by,  while  the 
Communists  steal  our  line  ! Is  it  too 
far-fetched  to  suspect  that  some  cos- 
mic stress  and  strain  afflicts  the 
world?  That  the  West,  softened  (or 
hardened)  by  its  materialism,  greed, 
individualism,  is  faced  with  a lesson 
that  few  discern?  Certainly  we  are 
besprinkled  with  Christian  touches 
here  and  there  but  we  are  not  defini- 
tely inspired  altogether  by  Christian 
ideals.  In  the  world  today  it  appears 
as  if  an  idealism,  a mystic  ideal  of 
self  sacrifice,  is  arising  from  the 
atheism  of  the  East  and  a creeping 
materialism  threatens  to  smother  every 
vestige  of  idealism  in  the  Christian 
West. 

While  we  read  about  new  model 
cars  recent  directives  to  the  people 
in  the  East  read  that  “the  Communes 
have  shown  their  superiority  in  the 
fight  against  this  years’  devastating 
calamities.”  Thoy  read  that  “self  sa- 
crifice to  the  common  good  is  the 


only  road  to  success”.  All  that  remains 
to  really  put  the  country  in  its  “ideo- 
logical orbit”  is  the  complete  eradica- 
tion of  all  rightist  elements  . . . that 
is,  a thorough  purge  of  those  tainted 
with  old  fashioned  Christianity  . . . 
still  devoid  of  the  bold  daring  of  the 
mystic  elan  of  Mao-Marxism. 

Enjoying  freedom  of  religion  as 
we  do  in  Canada,  perhaps  we  do  not 
realise  the  agony  of  persecution.  We 
do  not  understand  the  condition  of 
the  man  who  suffers  from  near  starv- 
ation which  breaks  the  body  and 
spirit  of  any  resistance.  We  should 
also  keep  in  mind  that  the  avowed 
aim  of  the  Communists  is  not  to 
create  martyrs  but  apostates. 

Brotherhood  in  Christ  should 
compel  us  to  pray  for  our  Brethren 
in  China  and  the  Far  East.  We  ought 
to  pray  earnestly  to  God  to  end  this 
persecution.  When  St.  Peter  was  im- 
prisoned, the  whole  church  prayed 
for  his  release  and  God  heard  that 
prayer.  He  was  released.  Why  should 
we  act  as  if  God  will  turn  a deaf  ear 
to  His  Church  today?  Pray  then,  that 
God  will  give  the  Chinese  the  courage 
and  fortitude  to  keep  the  Faith  . . . 
for  if  they  keep  the  Faith  it  could 
mean  that  Christian  Charity  and  not 
the  Commune  will  level  off  society 
. . . and  that’s  as  it  should  be. 


REST  IN  PEACE 

Please  remember  in  your  prayers  the  soul  of  Louis  S.  Diemert,  father 
of  V.  Rev.  Francis  Diemert,  SFM,  our  Superior  General.  We  extend 
sympathy  to  him  and  the  members  of  his  family. 
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JAPAN:  TYPHOON  VERA 


Known  dead,  4,149.  Missing,  973;  Injured,  15,384 
Houses  destroyed,  27,990.  Thousands  of  others  damaged. 
Homeless,  1,354,187.  Property  damage  $3,500,000,000. 

CAN  YOU  HELP  ? 

Scarboro  Fathers  Peter  Toth,  Paul  Flaherty,  Thomas  Morrissey 
and  Ralph  Williams  are  in  the  disaster  area.  They  are  well. 
Their  mission  property  suffered  some  damage.  They  are  asking 
aid  for  the  stricken  victims  in  the  form  of 

MONEY  USED  CLOTHING  BLANKETS 
(no  shoes  — the  Japanese  foot  is  smaller) 

Mark  on  customs  declaration  for  parcels  "Used  clothing  for 
the  relief  of  typhoon  victims  — no  commercial  value". 

Send  DIRECT  to 

Scarboro  Fathers, 

Catholic  Church, 

15,  3 chome,  Kikuodori, 

Nichi-ku, 

Nagoya,  JAPAN. 

Please  help  if  you  can.  The  need  is  critical. 


SCARBORO  APPOINTMENTS 

Most  Rev.  K.  R.  Turner,  SFM,  D.D.  — Regional  Superior,  British  Guiana. 
V.  Rev.  L.  Hudswell,  SFM  — Regional  Superior,  Dominican  Republic. 
Rev.  Gerard  McKernan,  SFM  — Assigned  to  Bahamas  Mission. 

Rev.  Harvey  Steele,  SFM  — Assigned  to  British  Guiana  Mission. 

Rev.  John  J.  MacDonald,  SFM  — Assigned  to  British  Guiana  Mission. 
Rev.  Basil  Kirby,  SFM  — Assigned  to  Dominican  Republic. 

Rev.  Pierre  Richard,  SFM  — Assigned  to  Dominican  Republic. 

Rev.  Francis  O’Grady,  SFM  — Promotion  Department,  Motherhouse. 
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Will  Yon  Be  Remembered  ? 

Do  you  ever  visit  a graveyard  ? Have  you  noticed  the  difference  between  the  graves 
of  those  whose  relatives  still  live  and  those  whose  loved  ones  are  also  dead?  One  shows 
signs  of  loving  care  — the  other,  neglect.  There  is  no  one  to  remember  ! No  loving 
hand  to  trim  the  grass,  pull  the  weeds,  straighten  the  cracked  and  leaning  stone  ! 

Is  this  how  you  will  be  remembered  years  from  now  ? Will  your  name  be  recalled 
only  by  the  stranger  who  chances  by  ? It  could  well  be  ! 

You  can  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  you'll  never  be  forgotten  if  your 
name  is  written  in 

SCARBORO'S  BOOK  OF  PERPETUAL  REMEMBRANCE 

for  those  who  contribute  to  our  Building  Fund.  You  can  reserve  a full  page  (ten 
tines)  on  which  your  own  name  and  the  names  of  loved  ones  living  or  deceased 
may  be  written,  for  an  offering  of  $1,000.00. 


But  you  don't  have  to  reserve  a full  page.  You  can  take  one  line  or  more  at  the 
rate  of  $100.00  a line,  (see  pages  17-20). 

The  book  in  which  these  pages  are  inserted  is  permanently  enshrined  in  our  new 
Seminary  Chapel.  Till  the  end  of  time  the  names  in  the  book  will  be  remembered 
by  our  priests  and  seminarians  at  Mass.  Years  hence,  when  ail  upon  whom  you 
depend  for  remembrance  are  dead,  prayers  will  still  be  ascending  to  Heaven  for  you, 
said  by  the  future  priests  and  seminarians  of  the  Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society. 


For  more  information  write  to: 


SCARBORO  FATHERS,  2685  KINGSTON  RD.,  TORONTO  13,  ONTARIO 
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WE’RE 


MOVING 

UP! 

WE  MUST  HIT 
THE  TOP  BY 
DECEMBER 
WILL  YOU  SAY 
YES 


TO  THTS  OTTESTI0N  ^ 


LOCATION: 

2685  Kingston  Rd. 
Toronto  13,  Ontario. 


PRESENT 

SEMINARY 

(completed) 


CHAPEL 


(construction  completed) 


3SS****8 


If  you’re  a Catholic  you  know  it.  Then  why  this  question?  Just 
this.  You’re  asking  yourelf  if  you’re  one  of  the  1,679  Catholics 
still  needed  to  lift  that  mercury  to  the  top.  You  will  be  if  you  can 


Interior 

of 

Chapel 


MOTHERHOUSE 

istruction  completed) 


79  CATHOLICS? 


pledge  $100.00  to  complete  our  Building  Program.  What’s  more, 
your  name  will  be  inscribed  in  *SCARBORO’S  BOOK  OF 
PERPETUAL  REMEMBRANCE  ! 


♦see  page  16 


Interested  ? Then  turn  the  page 


I And  choose  the  payment  plan  best 
suited  to  your  means.  Each  plan  totals  $100 

PLAN  1:  $100.00  in  1 payment 

PLAN  2:  $50.00  a year  for  2 years  (2  payments) 

PLAN  3:  $25.00  each  6 months  for  2 years  (4  payments) 

PLAN  4:  $20.00  each  5 months  for  25  months  (5  payments) 

PLAN  5:  $1  5.00  each  4 months  for  28  months  (7  payments  — 

last  payment  $10.00) 

PLAN  6:  $10.00  each  2 months  for  20  months  (10  payments) 
PLAN  7:  $5.00  each  2 months  for  40  months  (20  payments) 

PLAN  8:  $2.50  a month  for  40  months  (40  payments) 

NOTE:  Full  payment  may  be  made  at  any  time  within  the  pledge  period. 


Instruction:  Cut  out  and  mail  to: 

Father  Francis  Diemert,  S.F.M.,  2685  Kingston  Rd., 
Toronto  13.  Ont. 

All  contributions  acknowledged  by  official  receipt  usable  for  Income  Tax  deductions. 
If  not  acknowledged  within  two  weeks,  please  notify  us. 


MY  PLEDGE 

Yes,  I'm  one  of  1,679  Catholics  to  give  $100.00  to  Canada's 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society's  Building  Fund. 

I choose  plan  number 
I will  make  my  first  payment 

(date) 

Lest  I forget,  please  send  me  a reminder  o-ne  week  in  advance  of  payments. 

Name  

Address 


HUmORETTES 


no  {-£' 


SILENCE 

SILENCE 

The  occasion  was  a dinner  given  by 
the  Explorer’s  Club.  After  all  had  served 
themselves  from  a bountiful  buffet  and 
returned  to  their  tables,  an  attractive 
woman,  verging  on  plumpness  but  putting 
up  a fight  against  it,  was  complaining 
about  her  dinner. 

“This  ham  is  not  on  my  diet,”  she 
said,  “and  neither  is  the  potato  salad. 
Also  these  baked  beans  are  not  on  my 
diet.”  She  looked  at  her  dessert  and 
sighed,  “Apple  pie  is  not  on  my  diet.” 

The  gentleman  sitting  next  to  her 
glanced  at  her  well-filled  plate  and  said, 
“It  seems  to  me  the  main  thing  that  is 
not  on  your  diet  is  you.” 

Mary  B.  Vance. 
* * * 

In  the  Sahara  Desert,  two  travellers 
stopped  their  jeep  beside  a man  who 
was  running  along  in  a bathing  costume. 

“I’m  on  the  way  to  have  a swim,” 
the  fellow  told  them. 

“But  the  sea  is  more  than  five 
hundred  miles  away  !”  exclaimed  one  of 
the  travellers. 


“Five  hundred  miles !”  cried  the 
would-be  bather.  “I  say,  what  a splendid 
beach  !” 

Constellation. 


* * * 


A teacher  in  Oswego,  N.Y.  was 
watching  her  second  graders  happily 
building  some  out-of-this-world  equip- 
ment. Suddenly,  one  youngster  began 
to  fret  and  he  explained  what  was 
wrong  : “The  girls  want  to  put  up  cur- 
tains in  our  space  ship  !” 

Michigan  Education  Journal. 


The  young  lady,  an  enthusiastic  teen- 
ager, was  determined  to  pursue  a career 
in  art.  Collecting  her  first  primitive 
efforts,  she  displayed  them  prominent- 
ly in  the  window  of  a local  store.  There 
her  masterpieces  caught  the  eye  of  a 
passing  professional  painter,  who  sought 
out  the  young  tyro. 

“I  notice  something  very  unusual  in 
your  work.”  he  told  the  young  lady. 
“Whenever  you  portray  people,  you 
paint  them  standing  in  a pool  of  water.” 

“Oh,  yes,  sir,”  agreed  the  girl. 

“Why  is  that?” 

“Well,  if  you  must  know,”  she  said, 
“I  haven’t  learned  yet  how  to  paint  feet.” 

Quote. 

* * * 

Brown  quarreled  with  his  wife  and 
walked  out  of  the  house.  He  did  not 
return  for  twelve  years,  and  when  he 
did  so,  walked  in  quite  calmly  as  though 
nothing  unusual  had  happened. 

“And  where  have  you  been  ?”  his 
wife  demanded  ominously. 

Came  the  reply,  “Out !” 

Farmer's  Weekly. 

* * * 

The  grey-spotted  suave  North  Amer- 
ican diplomat  was  a great  story  teller. 
On  a visit  to  Mid-Africa,  he  related  a 
lengthy  anecdote.  His  interpreter  turned 
to  the  natives,  said  only  four  words,  and 
everyone  laughed  heartily. 

“How,”  asked  the  diplomat,  “could 
you  tell  the  story  so  quickly?” 

“Story  too  long,”  replied  the  inter- 
preter, “so  I say,  ‘He  tell  joke.  Laugh.’  ” 

Wisconsin  Journal. 
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by  a former  Scarboro  seminarian,  Gene  J.  Power. 


OPEN  HOUSE  AT  SCARBORO 


There’s  a 250  lb.  priest  in  the 
Southern  United  States  whose 
secret  ambition  it  has  always  been  to 
be  a jockey. 

On  visiting  with  the  priests  of  the 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society  at 
their  Open  House  on  Sunday,  October 
10th,  we  spoke  to  priests  who  are 
professors,  journalists,  vocation  di- 
rectors, bursars  and  chaplains.  But 
the  ambition  of  every  one  of  them, 
and  they  keep  it  no  secret,  is  to  get 
to  or  return  to  the  missions. 

We  drove  up  the  circular  driveway 
in  front  of  the  red  brick  building  that 
is  their  new  Motherhouse  and  were 
met  by  two  seminarians.  One  parked 
our  car  while  the  other  ushered  us 
underneath  the  arched  entrance,  past 
the  reception  desk  and  into  a spacious 
waiting  room.  Here  we  were  introduc- 
ed to  a seminarian  named  Joe.  He 
was  to  be  our  guide. 

For  more  than  an  hour  Joe  took 
us  through  the  new  buildings  and 
remodeled  old  ones.  He  showed  us  a 
typical  student’s  room  with  its  desk, 
chair,  bed  and  wash  basin.  We  saw 
classrooms  and  a lecture  hall.  A li- 
brary. A priests’  recreation  room  and 
a larger  one  for  the  students.  A kit- 
chen. Dining  rooms. 

Looking  out  of  a window  at  the 
back  of  the  building  we  could  see 
a football  field  and  an  enclosed  soccer 
pit  which  is  used  as  a rink  in  the 
winter  time.  A little  to  the  east  were 
handball  and  basketball  courts. 


“We  have  built  for  the  future,”  said 
Joe. 

“There  are  sixty  students  here  and 
another  twenty-one  at  our  Novitiate 
at  St.  Mary’s,  Ontario.  But  there’s 
room  for  more,”  he  continued  opti- 
mistically. 

The  striking  feature  of  the  whole 
building  was  the  new  chapel.  Every- 
thing here  points  toward  and  centres 
in  the  tabernacle  set  atop  an  altar 
made  of  Italian  Porta  Santa  marble. 
The  home  of  the  First  Missionary  is 
made  of  bronze  and  lined  with  cedar 
wood  and  silk.  Behind  it  is  a mosaic 
of  the  Last  Supper  set  into  a marble 
reredos  covering  the  wall. 

We  finished  our  tour  by  viewing 
the  printing  shop,  the  Editorial  depart- 
ment, and  a large  mailing  room,  all 
located  on  the  ground  floor  of  the 
new  building.  Also  on  this  floor  was 
a general  office  for  typists  and  lay 
volunteer  help. 

Joe  led  us  to  our  car,  parked  at  the 
rear  of  the  building.  Observing  our 
decade  old,  rusty-fendered  model,  he 
smiled  widely  and  said,  “Ah,  I see 
you  have  kept  the  spirit  of  poverty!” 

We  waved  goodbye  to  Joe  and 
headed  home. 

Driving  along  the  highway  one 
could  not  help  but  pray  that  God 
would  bless  those  who  do  His  work 
in  foreign  lands,  work  that  might 
seem  to  us  at  times  to  have  about  as 
much  chance  of  success  as  that  Sou- 
thern United  States  priest  has  of  being 
a jockey. 
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F.  M.  Wakeham 
Petite  Forte,  Nf  Id. 


F.  J.  Recker 
Glandorf,  Germany 


R.  St.  Germain 
Montreal 


G.  S.  Clark 
White  Plains,  NX 


A.  R.  Potter 
Hamilton, 
Ont. 


J.  A.  MacKinnon 
Victoria  Mines, 
N.S. 


D.  F.  Macdonald 
Ardness, 

N.S. 


TO  BE  ORDAINED 


On  December  19th  seven  Scarboro  seminarians  will  achieve  the  goal 
of  long  years  of  prayer,  sacrifice  and  study.  They  will  be  ordained  priests, 
having  heeded  the  words  of  Christ  — “Come  follow  Me.  And  I will  make 
you  fishers  of  men.” 

J,  Arthur  McKinnon  and  Donald  Francis  MacDonald  will  be  ordained  in 
St.  Ninian’s  Cathedral,  Antigonish,  N.S.  Frederick  M.  Wakeham  will  receive 
Holy  Orders  in  the  Cathedral  of  the  Immaculate  Conception,  St.  John’s,  New- 
foundland. Rene  St.  Germain  will  be  ordained  in  the  Basilica  of  St.  James 
Major,  Montreal,  Quebec.  Graham  Stephen  Clark  will  be  ordained  by  Bishop 
Fulton  J.  Sheen  at  Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary  Church,  Scarsdale,  N.Y.  Albert 
R.  Potter  and  Franz  Josef  Recker  will  be  ordained  in  the  chapel  of  Scarboro’s 
St.  Francis  Xavier  Seminary,  Scarboro. 


Pray  for  these  new  priests,  that  they  may  bring  many  souls  into  the  fold 
of  the  one  true  Faith. 
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SENDING  WORMS  FOR  CHRISTMAS? 


by  a Scarboro  Father  who  wishes  to  remain  anonymous  because  (at  the  present 

moment)  he  doesn't  need  any  ! 


Department  stores  are  now  pu- 
blishing suggestions  for  Christ- 
mas gifts.  An  appropriate  list  for 
priests  and  Sisters  on  the  foreign  mis- 
sions may  be  lacking.  If  you  are  think- 
ing of  sending  them  something  then 
I would  like  to  suggest  that  you  con- 
sider the  following  points,  mostly 
negative  if  you  will,  but  very  impor- 
tant from  the  viewpoint  of  potential 
recipients! 

Every  country  has  its  own  laws  and 
the  laws  of  customs  and  excise  are 
as  varied  as  the  colors  of  their  na- 
tional flags.  You  should  know  whet- 
her it  is  possible,  or  advisable  even, 
to  send  your  gift  to  a particular 
country.  Let’s  avoid  sending  coals  to 
Newcastle,  blankets  to  the  tropics,  rice 
to  Japan,  mahogany  to  the  Caribbean 
and  mosquito  nets  to  the  Arctic! 

Now,  to  take  a concrete  case: 
Suppose  you  are  going  to  send  worms 
for  Christmas.  That  never  occurred  to 
you?  You’re  asking  yourself:  “ What 
on  earth  would  a missionary  want 
with  worms?”  Depending  on  his  cir- 
cumstances such  a gift  could  be  very 
valuable  to  him.  Why?  Because  earth 
worms  turned  loose  in  arid  soil  (ex- 
cept in  the  Sahara)  can  multiply  an 
agricultural  yield  many  times  over. 
Ontario  has  earth-worm  farms  where 
you  can  buy  worms  by  the  yard  (the 
cubic  yard,  that  is). 


But  beware!  Before  you  send  off 
those  worms,  first  find  out  about  the 
Customs  regulations!  Maybe  the 
Health  Department  of  the  country 
you’re  sending  them  to  doesn’t  like 
worms!  Or  perhaps,  (and  this  actually 
happened,  once),  they  may  decide  to 
slit  each  and  every  one  open  to  see 
if  they  conceal  diamonds,  or  some- 
thing much  worse!  Maybe  they  have 
a special  tax  on  worms.  How  do  you 
know? 

Play  it  safe,  please.  Don’t  try  to 
surprise  Sister  Professor  of  botany  in 
some  mission  school  . . . just  write 
her  beforehand  and  ask.  You  may 
save  her  money  . . . time  . . . head- 
aches . . . (and  maybe  there  is  a tax 
on  aspirins,  too)  ...  as  well  as  the 
task  of  acknowledging  your  worms  in 
a letter  which  doesn’t  want  to  offend 
you  but  wishes  to  high  heaven  . . . 

Anyway,  maybe  she  can  buy  worms 
right  there  far  more  cheaply! 

In  some  countries  the  customs  tax 
far  outruns  the  original  cost  of  the 
article.  And  since  there  is  no  assuran- 
ce that  it  will  be  returned  to  the 
sender  (complicated  international 
mail  agreements,  to  say  nothing  of 
varying  postal  rates)  the  recipient  is 
placed  in  one  of  the  following  un- 
enviable positions: 

(a)  Shall  I tell  the  Customs  officials 
to  return  the  article  to  the  sender  and 
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will  he  get  it  if  I do?  (b)  When  I 
write  to  my  Aunt  Mollie  what  shall 
I tell  her  so  as  not  to  offend  her  after 
all  the  trouble  she  took  and  the  money 
she  spent?  (c)  Shall  I pay  the  duty 
and  go  broke  and  write  her  a gracious 
letter  of  thanks?  And  if  so  (d)  Would 
she  possibly  continue  to  send  the 
things  until  she  ruins  me? 

And  how  can  I explain  that  some 
mail  goes  astray  and  that  if  there 
happens  to  be  cash  in  it  I cannot  very 
well  complain  to  the  postal  authorities 
because  in  some  countries  it  is  illegal 
to  mail  cash  in  a letter? 

So,  it’s  simpler  to  be  blunt  (and 
a lot  cheaper  and  less  trouble  for 


♦ 


all  parties  concerned)  to  say  outright 
that  missionaries  want  so  many  things 
and  need  so  many  things  that  a note 
from  Aunt  Mollie  to  the  missionary 
concerned  should  read  something  like 
this:  “Dear  Sister,  (or  Father  or 

Brother  or  Whatever)  — I hope  you 
have  a Merry  Christmas  and  I would 
like  to  send  you  a little  something  to 
the  tune  of  about  $7.98.  What  is  the 
best  way  of  doing  this  in  your  mis- 
sion?” 

I’ll  give  you  two  to  one  that  by 
return  mail  she  will  get  an  exact 
answer. 

Merry  Christmas! 

♦ — — 

Father  Eugene  Doyle,  SFM,  writes : 

“ Last  year,  in  December,  with  Fa- 
ther Curtin  and  Father  Moriarty,  1 
walked  into  the  business  section  of 
Kingstown , St.  Vincent,  and  there 
in  front  of  the  Court  House  was  a 
large  Christmas  tree  where  on  the 
previous  day  there  had  been  none. 

We  went  closer  and  discovered  that 
the  trunk  was  on  a strong  base  and 
wires  held  the  tree  upright.  Further 
enquiry  brought  the  information  that 
it  had  been  shipped  from  St.  John, 
New  Brunswick.  We  enjoyed  examin- 
ing this  (<bit  of  Canada ” which  had 
come  to  share  our  tropical  Christmas, 
but  it  did  look  strange  contrasting 
with  the  graceful  palms  gently  waving 
in  the  background  ” 
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LITTLE 
FLOWER’S 
JUNIOR 
MISSIONARIES 

4 SAINT  THERESE 

Dear  Junior  Missionaries  : 

How  lucky  we  are  in  Canada  ! We  live  in  a Christian  country  where 
each  year  we  celebrate  the  birth  of  Christ. 

But  it  was  not  always  so.  Four  or  five  hundred  years  ago  (a  short  time 
in  the  history  of  the  world)  the  Indians  of  this  wild  and  wonderful  country 
of  ours  heard  the  story  of  the  baby  Jesus  for  the  first  time.  Missionary  priests 
told  it  to  them. 

Picture  the  Indians,  huddled  around  a smoking  fire,  in  weather  so  cold 
their  breath  is  like  steam.  A black-robed  priest  from  across  the  great  sea 
is  speaking  to  them  about  God  and  His  great  love  for  them.  He  tells  them 
how  that  loving  God  came  on  earth  as  a baby,  and  how  later  He  suffered 
and  died  to  save  them  so  that  they  might  live  with  Him  in  heaven  for  ever. 

How  they  must  have  wondered  ! This  was  not  their  idea  of  the  Great 
Manitou,  the  Indian  God  Whom  they  knew  and  worshipped.  But  the  story  of 
how  this  Christian  God  loved  them  attracted  them.  Many  became  Christians. 
And  many  came  to  love  our  Lord  so  much  that  they  became  great  saints,  like 
Catherine  Tekakwitha,  an  Indian  maiden  who  was  known  as  the  Lily  of  the 
Mohawks.  She  lived  in  a little  Indian  mission  near  Montreal  called  Kahnawke. 
Once  a priest  visited  this  mission  and  afterwards  he  said  that  the  people  of 
the  village  were  such  fervent  Christians  that  it  was  like  visiting  a monastery 
— a place  where  holy  men  dedicate  their  lives  to  God. 

To  day  Canada  sends  missionaries  across  the  sea  to  other  lands  — like 
Japan,  where  the  people  know  little  or  nothing  of  the  meaning  of  Christmas. 
And  there  they  tell  to  wondering  listeners,  just  as  the  missionaries  to  Canada 
did  long  ago,  the  story  of  the  coming  of  the  Saviour  of  the  world. 

Will  these  people,  too,  become  Christians  and  saints  ? Many  already 
have.  But  many  more  must  wait  because  there  are  not  enough  priests  to 
go  to  them  to  tell  them  the  story.  As  you  kneel  before  the  Crib  this  Christmas 
pray  that  they  will  not  have  to  wait  too  long  for  priests.  May  the  Divine 
Infant  bless  you.  Merry  Christmas  ! 

Your  friend  always , 

FATHER  JIM. 
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GIFT  SUBSCRIPTIONS  FOR  CHRISTMAS 

Give  them  ! They're  inexpensive  ! Always  welcome  ! 

Other  gifts  may  get  broken,  lost,  worn  out  or  put  out  of  sight  on 
a shelf;  but  a Gift  Subscription  — never  ! A Gift  Subscription  to 
SCARBORO  MISSIONS  is  always  new.  A new,  exciting  issue  comes 
in  each  month.  It's  always  in  sight.  According  to  the  reading  habits 
of  the  subscriber  you'll  find  SCARBORO  MISSIONS  in  the  kitchen, 
the  living  room  or  the  bed  room. 

A Gift  Subscription  to  SCARBORO  MISSIONS  costs  little.  Eleven 
issues  will  go  to  a friend  for  as  little  as  $1.00.  A Greeting  Card 
will  carry  your  best  wishes  and  notice  of  your  Gift  Subscription. 
Should  you  wish  to  spend  more  than  $1.00  on  a particular  friend, 
you  can  take  advantage  of  our  special  rate  of  5 years  for  $4.00  - — 
a total  of  55  issues. 

Use  this  convenient  form 


Scarboro  Fathers, 

26-85  Kingston  Road, 

Toronto  13,  Ontario. 

I enclose  $ for  Gift  Subscriptions  to  Scarboro  Missions  to  be 

sent  to  the  following: 

5 years  Name  

1 year  Address  

City ___ Zone  Province  

5 years  Name  

1 year  Address  

City Zone  Province  

5 years  Name  

1 year  Address  

City Zone  Province  

(Use  separate  sheet  of  paper  for  additional  subscriptions) 

FROM:  Name  

Address  

City Zone  Province  

Subscription  Rates:  5 years  — $4.00;  1 year  — $1.00 
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YVES 

by 

John  Gault,  SFM 


YEARS  have  passed  since  I last 
saw  Yves.  Yet  tonight  I am 
thinking  of  him  and  wondering  just 
why  that  boy  ever  lived. 

There  he  was,  among  the  many 
children  who  went  to  the  thatched 
roof  chapel  each  Wednesday  to 
learn  something  about  God  and  His 
plan  for  them.  I suppose  he  stood 
out  among  his  companions  because 
he  was  a handsome  youngster.  He 
reminded  me  of  the  son  of  a well- 
to-do  family  who  was  “roughing”  it 
in  the  mountains  before  returning  to 
boarding-school  in  September.  How- 
ever, Yves  was  anything  but  that. 

My  first  opportunity  to  learn  some- 
thing about  his  home  life  came  one 
day  after  doctrine  class.  I was  pre- 
paring my  horse  to  start  for  home 
when  Yves  approached  me.  In  his 
quiet,  polite  way  he  told  me  that  his 
baby  sister  was  very  sick  and  he 
wondered  if  I would  go  to  the  house 
to  baptize  her.  There  was  only  one 
answer  to  that  request.  I got  on  the 
horse  while  he  skipped  ahead  to  lead 
the  way.  Before  long,  we  came  to  a 
small,  mud-floored  house.  For  Yves, 
this  was  home. 


The  baptism  of  children  can  be 
very  noisy  and  very  annoying.  How- 
ever, there  was  no  need  to  pacify  this 
little  girl.  She  was  too  close  to  God 
and  eternity  to  resort  to  such  a child- 
ish thing  as  to  cry  for  attention.  Once 
baptised,  the  young  soul  lost  no  time 
in  leaving  the  wasted  little  body. 

I spent  some  time  talking  to  the 
mother.  She  had  no  idea  where  the 
father  of  her  children  was.  He  had 
simply  abandoned  her.  She  and  Yves 
would  have  to  face  life  as  best  they 
could.  The  boy  did  not  seem  to  be 
unduly  disturbed  by  this  fact  even 
though  he  was  certainly  not  too  dull 
to  grasp  its  meaning.  For  Yves,  the 
solution  to  the  problem  seemed  to  be 
in  determining  to  do  what  he  could, 
whenever  he  could,  to  make  a living 
for  himself  and  his  mother.  “Suf- 
ficient unto  the  day  is  the  evil  there- 
of.” 

Yves  continued  to  attend  catechism 
class  and  was  preparing  to  become 
an  altar  boy  at  the  time  that  I re- 
ceived an  appointment  to  another 
parish. 

A year  or  two  later,  I returned  to 
the  parish  on  a visit.  While  asking 
about  different  people,  Yves’  nam: 
naturally  came  up.  There  was  little 
to  say  about  him  except  that  he  had 
died  of  a severe  fever. 

Yet  tonight  I am  wondering  just 
why  that  boy  ever  lived. 

Why  am  I wondering?  To  do  so 
is  to  forget  the  real  purpose  of  life. 
Of  course,  I can  excuse  myself  to 
some  extent  since  this  is  perhaps  the 
most  common  fault  in  the  world  to- 
day. One  is  almost  lost  in  the  deluge 
of  materialism.  One  who  is  “of  the 
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earth,  earthly”  could  never  see  any 
reason  for  Yves’  life  and  much  less 
for  that  of  his  little  sister.  He  was 
born  in  poverty,  lived  twelve  years  in 
poverty,  and  died  in  poverty. 

Yves  never  seemed  conscious  of 
being  a likeable  youngster.  Self- 
importance  was  foreign  to  him.  In 
fact,  all  the  circumstances  of  his 
life  combined  to  make  him  dependent 
on  God  and  free  from  pride.  Yet  he 
did  not  feel  that  there  was  no  hope; 
that  he  was  useless;  that  his  very 
existence  must  have  been  a mistake. 
He  saw  more  purpose  in  life  and  in 
death  than  many  of  the  wealthiest 
men  on  this  earth. 

After  all,  he  had  learned  in  doc- 
trine class  that  everything,  including 
himself,  had  been  created  for  God 
and  that  God  had  a purpose  and  a 
plan  in  creating  even  him.  Having 
no  earthly  father  to  care  for  him, 
the  notion  of  a Heavenly  Father  im- 
pressed him  deeply.  I think  that  he 
just  took  God  by  the  hand  and  tried 
to  be  a good  son.  Somehow,  Yves 
came  to  realize,  in  a boy’s  way,  that 
God  had  created  him  for  God  — 
not  for  self,  nor  the  State,  not  even 
for  the  human  race. 

This  is  the  all-important  truth. 
To  know  it  is  more  important  than 
all  other  knowledge.  To  grasp  it  and 
act  upon  it  is  to  fulfill  the  purpose 
of  existence.  This  is  the  truth  which 
all  missionaries  must  make  known  to 
souls.  To  teach  all  else  without  this 
is  to  build  religion  on  spiritual  sand. 

Yves,  during  his  short,  simple  life 
fulfilled  the  purpose  of  existence. 
How  many  others  do  likewise? 


THE  CARD 


YOU  WANT  WHEN 


YOU  WANT  IT! 


That's  what  we  offer  you  in  our 
beautiful  selection  of  Spiritual  Bou- 
quet Greeting  Cards . Each  card  says 
that  the  receiver  will  be  remembered 
in  a Novena  of  Masses  offered  in 
honor  of  Our  Lady  of  Fatima.  Make 
up  your  own  box  of  10  cards  from 
the  following : 

Birthday 

Wedding 

Wedding  Anniversary 

Thank  You 

Get  Well 

New  Baby 

Sympathy 

All  Occasion 

Order  a box  today.  Ten 
cards  to  a box. 

No  money  now.  Pay  as 
you  use  them. 

Offering  for  each  card 
used:  $1.00 

Promotion  Dept. 

Scarboro  Missions, 

2685  Kingston  Rd., 

Toronto  13,  Ont. 

N.B.  These  are  NOT  Mass  Cards. 
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THIS 

MAN 
IS 

NEEDED! 

What  is  he  ? He's  a local  citizen  with  the  title  "Catechist"  ! 

Where  is  he  ? He  may  be  in  Japan,  the  Dominican  Republic,  the 
Bahamas  or  the  Philippines. 

Why  is  he  needed  ? Because  he's  the  "right  arm"  of  the  missionary 
priest.  He's  the  extra  hands  to  help  carry  the  burden  and  the  extra 
feet  to  help  cover  a mission  area  assigned  to  a Scarboro  Father.  He 
teaches  catechism  — rounds  up  people  for  Mass  — leads  in  prayer 
when  the  missionary  is  absent  — performs  a multitude  of  tasks 
particular  to  mission  work. 

He's  a dedicated  layman  who  works  for  a pittance  to  bring  his 
countrymen  into  the  Church. 

His  monthly  salary  is  $25.00. 


Scarboro  Fathers,  2685  Kingston  Road,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 

Dear  Fathers, 

I enclose  $ to  help  provide  a Catechist's  salary  in  the  mission 

land  I have  circled  below. 

Send  me  a monthly  reminder  and  I shall  try  to  repeat  this  each  month. 

Name  

Address 

City Zone  Province  

DOMINICAN  REPUBLIC  JAPAN  PHILIPPINES  BAHAMAS 
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by  Rt.  Rev.  John  M.  Fraser,  S.F.M. 

Monsignor  Fraser’s  autobiography  began  in  the 
January  issue  of  Scarboro  Missions 

One  of  the  first  decisions  made  was  to  elect  a Rector  for 
St.  Francis  Xavier  China  Mission  Seminary.  Msgr.  McRae  was 
chosen.  I now  deemed  it  time  to  apply  to  Rome  for  a mission 
field  for  the  institution.  Bearing  a letter  to  the  Sacred  Con- 
gregation of  Propaganda  signed  by  the  three  Bishops,  I arrived 
in  Rome  in  January,  1925.  From  then  till  June  I enjoyed  the 
hospitality  of  the  Canadian  College.  I was  kindly  received 
by  the  Propaganda  and  presented  to  Pope  Pius  XI  as  founder  of 
the  Society.  He  granted  me  two  private  audiences.  Cardinal 
Van  Rossum,  Prefect  of  Propaganda  asked  to  see  our  constitu- 
tions. I handed  them  to  him  written  on  one  sheet  of  paper. 
“Oh,”  he  said,  “they  are  too  short,”  and  he  gave  me  three  samples 
of  constitutions  — those  of  the  Paris  Foreign  Mission,  Maryknoll, 
and  Milan  Foreign  Mission.  I preferred  the  latter  as  being  more 
practical  and  based  our  constitutions  on  them.  It  took  me  some 
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time  to  write  them,  first  in  English  and  then  in  Italian.  The 
Cardinal  was  pleased  with  them  and,  after  making  a few  changes, 
handed  them  back  to  me  saying  : “These  constitutions  are  now 
verbally  approved  and  all  members  of  the  Society  must  observe 
them.  After  they  have  been  tried  out  for  some  time  they  will  receive 
final  approval.”  These  were  the  constitutions  observed  by  us 
from  1925  to  1941  when  the  First  General  Chapter  was  held 
and  new  constitutions  compiled. 

With  regard  to  the  mission  field,  the  Propaganda  had  first 
to  communicate  with  the  Bishop  of  Chekiang,  China,  a part  of 
whose  vicariate  we  were  requesting.  First  we  asked  for  the  city 
and  prefecture  of  Shaohing,  but  Bishop  Reynaud  objected,  saying 
he  had  intended  giving  it  to  the  native  clergy.  I said  I would  do 
nothing  to  oppose  the  development  of  the  native  clergy,  which 
pleased  the  Propaganda  greatly.  Then,  as  an  alternative,  we 
requested  Wenchow,  a big  port  on  the  coast  of  China.  This  was 
also  turned  down  by  Bishop  Reynaud,  as  he  had  just  built,  he 
said,  a Franco-Chinese  College  there,  partly  supported  by  France, 
and  besides,  there  were  Sisters  there  belonging  to  the  same 
Congregation  as  the  Bishop  himself.  But  he  offered  us  Lishui, 
a mountainous  district  of  ten  counties  then  cared  for  by  a ;j 

French  priest  and  a Chinese  priest.  The  Secretary  of  Propaganda 
was  displeased  with  the  Bishop’s  objections.  He  said  they  were 
of  no  value  and  that  he  intended  writing  him  to  that  effect. 

That  would  mean  several  months  of  delay  and  I was  anxious 
to  get  away.  I had  been  in  Rome  already  about  six  months. 

Before  leaving  the  palace  of  Propaganda  I asked  the  advice 
of  the  Undersecretary  for  China.  He  advised  me  to  take  Lishui 
and  thus  get  a foothold  in  Chekiang.  Then  afterwards  we  could 
get  more  territory.  I prayed  hard  at  the  shrine  of  St.  Francis 
Xavier,  in  front  of  the  relic  of  his  right  arm  in  the  Gesu,  and 
decided  to  follow  the  Undersecretary’s  advice.  Next  day  I 
interviewed  Cardinal  Van  Rossum  and  accepted  Lishui  as  our 
mission  field.  The  Cardinal  promised  to  reserve  Wenchow  for 
us  and  allot  it  to  us  in  the  future  if  we  wished  to  accept  it.  He 
graciously  complied  with  my  request  to  ask  the  Holy  Father  to 
attach  an  indulgence  to  the  prayer  for  the  conversion  of  China. 

This  prayer  was  distributed  all  over  Canada  and  said  by  thousands 
of  friends  of  the  missions. 


32 


Scarboro  Missions 


While  in  Rome  I spent  my  spare  time  visiting  many  churches. 
I secured  photographs  of  them,  intending  to  give  lectures  on 
Rome,  possibly  at  some  future  time,  but  the  pictures  were 
destroyed  — burned  in  the  seige  of  Manila,  together  with  copious 
notes  I took  on  Rome’s  places  of  interest. 

Bearing  a document  from  the  Congregation  of  Propaganda 
allotting  Lishui  to  our  Society  as  its  mission  field,  I returned  to 
Canada,  via  England  and  Montreal,  in  June  1925  on  board  the 
steamer  “Doric.”  At  the  next  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Control 
I proposed  to  go  to  the  new  mission  with  Fathers  Morrison  and 
Serra.  The  Bishops  were  taken  aback,  and  stated  it  was  the 
most  momentous  decision  they  had  ever  been  called  upon  to 
make,  afraid  the  work  would  collapse  if  I left;  but  I was  afraid 
that  young  missionaries  would  get  discouraged  if  I did  not  go 
with  them. 

“What  if  I got  sick  ?”  I said,  “or  died  ? Would  the  work 
collapse?”  I had  already  sent  two  priests  to  China  and  they 
came  back.  This  time  I wanted  to  make  sure  they  would  stay, 
and  so  forth.  My  arguments  prevailed  and  they  gave  reluctant 
consent.  They  allowed  me  to  take  any  vestments  and  equipment 
I wished  from  the  seminary. 

“Who  is  going  to  take  your  place  ?”  they  asked.  “Father 
McRae”  I answered. 

When  Father  Serra  was  a seminarian  in  Spain  Father  Car  alt 
made  him  enthusiastic  about  China  and  he  volunteered  to  go 
there  as  a missionary.  He  spent  a year  at  our  seminary  in 
Scarboro  Bluffs  and,  after  taking  the  temporary  oath  of  stability 
for  seven  years,  accompanied  Father  Morrison  and  me  to  China. 
My  boyhood  friend  and  companion,  Bishop  O’Donnell,  gave 
us  a hearty  welcome  in  Victoria,  B.C.,  and,  on  Christmas  Day, 
1925,  we  left  for  the  Orient  on  board  the  Empress  of  Australia. 

The  Allies  had  taken  over  this  ship,  called  formerly  the 
“Von  Tirpitz”,  from  the  Germans  after  World  War  1.  The 
Kaiser  had  built  it  as  his  yacht,  in  which  he  intended  to  visit 
his  far-flung  dominions  after  he  had  conquered  the  world.  We 
visited  the  magnificent  royal  suites  he  had  prepared  on  board. 
In  Tokyo,  Kobe  and  Shanghai  we  went  sightseeing  and  arrived 
in  Lishui  in  February,  1926. 
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The  French  priest  in  charge  there  soon  left  China  and 
returned  to  France.  Unfortunately,  he  died  of  brain  fever  on 
the  way  home.  The  Chinese  priest  remained  with  us  for  a while 
and  then  was  recalled  to  Ningpo  to  teach  in  the  minor  seminary. 
As  I had  not  yet  acquired  the  local  dialect,  which  was  different 
from  the  other  two  I knew,  he  did  all  the  preaching.  I told 
him  there  was  an  echo  in  the  church  and  that  he  spoke  too  fast, 
that  the  people  would  not  understand  him.  He  said,  “Don’t 
worry,  they  understand  me  all  right.”  That  afternoon  he  said  : 
“There  was  a young  man  in  my  room  today.  I asked  him  if 
he  understood  me  when  I preached  in  the  church.  He  said,  It 
is  strange,  Father  — when  you  speak  here  in  the  room  I 
understand  what  you  are  saying  but  when  you  preach  in  the 
church  I do  not  understand.’  There  now,  for  three  years  I have 
been  preaching  in  this  church  and  nobody  ever  informed  me  that 
I was  not  understood.” 

When  the  Chinese  priest  left,  I had  to  do  all  the  travelling 
and  make  the  missions,  and  soon  I knew  the  dialect  well  enough 
to  preach  in  the  Lishui  church.  I had  a good  catchist,  who  not 
only  helped  me  propagate  the  Faith  but  also  assisted  me  in 
compiling  a dictionary  of  the  Lishui  dialect.  I hoped  it  would 
be  of  service  to  future  missionaries.  Unfortunately,  I was  recalled 
to  Canada  before  it  was  finished.  I had  only  completed  sixty 
pages,  the  A and  B of  the  dictionary. 

During  the  four  and  a half  years  I spent  in  Lishui,  other 
priests  arrived  from  Canada.  My  brother,  Father  William  Fraser, 
came  to  help  me.  He  gave  good  service  during  the  short  time  he 
remained  supervising  the  building  of  St.  John  the  Evangelist 
Church  in  Sungyang  (gift  of  Ambrose  Small’s  widow),  the  Catholic 
church  of  Lungchuan,  where  Father  Serra  was  pastor,  and  the 
convent  of  the  Grey  Nuns  in  Lishui. 

Father  Serra  returned  to  Spain  just  before  the  Communists 
there  began  a bloody  persecution  of  the  Church.  As  he  promised 
to  write,  and  did  not  do  so,  we  supposed  he  was  among  the 
14,000  martyred  priests  and  nuns.  An  item  of  news  in  a 
Belgian  paper  stating  that  Father  Serra  had  been  killed  confirmed 
this  belief.  Solemn  Requiem  Mass  was  celebrated  in  Lishui  for 
the  repose  of  his  soul.  But  he  was  not  dead.  After  the  persecution 
was  over  he  wrote,  saying  that  for  three  years  he  had  hidden 
on  a farm  as  a farm  labourer  ! 
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WAYS  YOU  CAN  HELP  THE  MISSIONS 

SCARBORO  FATHERS,  2685  KINGSTON  ROAD,  TORONTO  13,  ONT. 

THE  PERFECT  WILL 

A Will  that  remembers  God's  work 
is  a perfect  Will.  Our  legal  title: 
Scarboro  Foreign  Mission  Society, 
2685  Kingston  Rd.,  Toronto  13,  Ont. 

BEAT  THE  BLUES! 

It's  easy  to  beat  the  blues  that  come 
with  thoughts  of  old  age  and  the 
need  for  security.  Scarboro's  Annui- 
ty Plan  protects  your  old  age  and 
helps  the  missions  too!  Write  us 
for  information.  Do  it  now! 

A PRIEST  IN  THE  FAMILY 

That's  how  people  feel  who  have 
helped  complete  a Scarboro  Burse. 
And  not  only  one  priest . . . long  after 
you  are  dead  and  forgotten  the  Burse 
you  help  complete  will  still  be  edu- 
cating priests  for  the  missions.  Write 
today  for  more  information. 

TAKE  TIME  OUT 

Yes,  it's  a busy  day  . . . but  can  you 
take  time  out  to  gather  up  old  rings, 
eye  glass  frames  or  anything  else 
around  your  home  that  is  made  of 
gold  or  silver?  If  you  can,  and  if 
you  don't  need  them,  you  can  help 
the  missions  by  sending  them  to  us. 

A MARIAN  SHRINE 

Every  Catholic  home  should  have  a 
Marian  Shrine.  It  is  FREE  to  those 
who  want  to  help  the  missions  the 
EASY  way— the  Mite  Box  way.  If  you 
have  a Shrine  show  it  to  your  Catho- 
lic friends.  Give  them  our  address. 

CANCELLED  STAMPS 

Don't  throw  away  the  stamps  on  mail 
you  receive.  Save  them  for  the  mis- 
sions! Cut  them  off  the  envelopes, 
leaving  about  a !4  inch  of  paper 
around  the  edges.  When  you  have 
a box  full  mail  them  to  us. 

Books  by  Scarboro  Fathers : 

NOR  SCRIP  NOR  SHOES  by  John  H.  McGoey,  S.F.M $4.50 

FATHERING  FORTH  by  John  H.  McGoey,  S.F.M $3.50 

HER  PLAN  FOR  PEACE  by  Desmond  E.  Stringer,  S.F.M.  $2.00 
Address  your  order  to  : 

SCARBORO  MISSIONS,  2685  KINGSTON  RD., 
TORONTO  13,  ONT. 
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LOOK  UP  TOP  ! 

What's  the  EXPIRY  DATE  on  your  address  label? 
Subscription  Rates:  1 year  $1.00;  5 years  $4.00;  Life  $20.00 


Only  1,679  $100.00  Pledges  Needed ! 


Let's  Close  The  Year  With  A BIG  Lift ! 


See  pages  17-20 


